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PREFACE. 



Germany has stridden forth victorious before the whole world 
in that might and majesty, that depth of intellectuality, which, in 
secret, the student and admirer of her science, art, literature and 
language has long known her to possess. During several years 
America has been developing a marked interest in all the crea- 
tions of German mind. A taste for the German school of fiction, 
in especial, has spread with marvellous rapidity, and now seems 
likely to take firm root in the new soil. 

Most of the works of this class recently presented to our reading 
public have been from the pens of North German authors. In- 
deed, there has been an unwonted tendency to direct the eyes of 
the world to the northern countries, where the highest degree of 
intellectual activity prevails in all departments. Nevertheless, 
there are many brilliant minds, many earnest thinkers, still labor- 
ing in the central and southern countries, where flourished, in the 
Weimar days of German literature, so many of its great masters. 

It is one of these earnest thinkers whom the translator of the 
ensuing pages now takes the liberty of presenting to an appre- 
ciative American public. Karl Robert Bayer, best known to the 
literary world abroad as Robert Byr, by which pseudonym he 
requests to be ma^e known to his new circle of readers, was born 
in the year 1835, at Bregenz, a frontier town of Tyrolese Aus- 
tria, at the eastern extremity of Lake Constance. His father, a 
distinguished physician, soon removed to Hungary, whence, at 
an early age, the boy was sent to a military academy in Weiner- 
Neustadt. Here he graduated with the highest honors before the 
completion of his seventeenth year, and was appointed lieutenant 
of an Hungarian hussar regiment, then stationed at Milan. In 
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the year 1859 he was promoted to the rank of cavalry captain, 
with a position upon the staff. 

At this period it was, to make use of his own phraseology, that 
his literary activity began. At first, he merely beguiled his 
leisure hours by writing sketches of camp-life. Gradually, how- 
ever, he was imperceptibly led to increase the size and importance 
of his works, while the taste for literature grew in its indulgence 
until his ambitions swayed him to seek a totally different goal 
from that which had been pointed out to him from the outset of 
life. In grappling with the grave questions of the day, his bold, 
independent mind arrived at conclusions wholly at variance with 
the recognized standard. Unable to suppress his honest convic- 
tions, he freely criticised the military and political condition of 
Austria in a novel published shortly after the Italian war. Thus, 
through narrow-minded supervisors of the press, unpleasantnesses 
arose for him, which made him resolve to withdraw from active 
service. Attracted by the loveliness of the surrdtinding scenery, 
he returned to his native town, where he has since made his home. 
He now devotes his life to literary labors and earnest studies, 
relieved by repeated tours of observation through different por- 
tions of Europe. 

Sphinx first made its api>earance in the pages of the ** Roman 
Zeitung," a first-class fortnightly magazine, published in Berlin by 
Otto Janke, having an enormous circulation, both in the Old and in 
the New World. It met with so favorable a reception, being recog- 
nized as a poetical novel of the highest merit, that last fall, 
shortly after its completion in the magazine, it was republished in 
book form. Through previous works, Robert Byr had rapidly 
worked his way to popularity in his native land, but the facilities 
afforded through Otto Jankers magazine were needed to pave the 
way for world-wide renown. 

Let it not be supposed from the title of this volume that the 
reader is called upon to contemplate that fabled monster of 
ancient Thebes, with the face and voice of a woman, the wings 
of a bird and the talons of a griffon, who lay in wait for travellers 
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upon the highwa)rs of the lofty mountains where she dwelt, per- 
plexed them with her enigmas, tore them to pieces with her cruel 
talons when they failed to expound these, and who was herself 
finally destroyed by GEdipus. The Sphinx of Robert Byr is a fair 
young girl of a delicately sensitive nature, who proves too weak 
for the burden she has imposed upon herself in her mistaken con- 
ception of the enigma propounded by her destiny. Her very 
faults, as well as the fascinatingly attractive traits of her character, 
must endear her to all who follow her course until through her 
sufferings she attains purification. 

Erwin Schonberg, the hero, is represented as possessing one of 
those strong natures which in struggling with adverse fortune 
incjrease in power, become strengthened in conviction : in a word, 
he is one of those who *' rise on stepping-stones of their dead 
selves to higher things." He is a man of the highest-toned prin- 
ciples, the noblest moral character. The Princess Wiidingens 
of society, it is true, may denounce him as a freethinker, accusing 
him of being an enemy to religion, but no impartial reader will 
be likely to sympathize with such judgment. An independent 
thinker Erwin certainly is, but it is against narrow-minded bigotry, 
against those errors in form and expression which tend to hypoc- 
risy, not against religion, that he and such as he do combat. The 
testimony which such men bear has incalculable weight in toning 
down abuse. The reader will doubtless be interested in traciag 
the striking similarity between the hero's public career and that 
of the author as given in the preceding sketch. 

It is scarcely needful to introduce separately the life-like charac- 
ters who, during the past few months, have been as dear and familiar 
friends to the translator: the frank, honest-hearted Helene, the 
high-minded, self-sacrificing Baroness Rosenau, the merry Bokel, 
the eccentric Aschenbrenner, the fervently enthusiastic but over- 
zealous Steinhacke, the hypochondriac Leiteneder and his little 
wonder-doctor, with all the varied dramatis persona, speak for 
themselves. The author displays throughout a keen knowledge of 
human nature, which he has evidently studied in all its phases. 
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His philosophical views of life are so delicately interwoven with 
the plot of the work as to prevent all possibility of their be- 
coming wearisome. The scenes are laid chiefly in Vienna, and 
in the gloriously beautiful mountainous country south of the capi- 
tal. The opening date is that of the summer previous to the 
Grand Exposition in once brilliant Paris — the closing one, May, 
1868. Austria was then, as now, convulsed with those internal 
dissensions to which her withdrawal from the Germanic Confed- 
eration in 1866 had given rise, and which were intensified by 
gross mismanagement of her financial and social affairs on the 
part of her rulers. The liberalists were every day becoming more 
imbued with the feeling of national consciousness which during 
the past ten years has been working its way throughout Europe, 
and this was strengthened by the course pursued by the partisans 
of the ministry in power. Able allusions to these facts, as well 
as discussions upon the eight-hour labor law, the co-operative 
system and other prominent topics of absorbing interest, give a 
fair estimate of the prevailing sentiments of the masses. 

It has been the earnest endeavor of the translator to preserve 
the spirit of Robert Byr*s excellent original, unclouded by the 
obscurity that so often condemns to misconception the most noble 
ideas. When Thomas Carlyle was zealously advocating the cause 
of German literature, he charged the translators of the day witl^ 
hiding from all but the most patient eye, among shiploads of 
yellow sand, the particle of gold they succeeded in transmitting. 
This, unfortunately, is too often the case in all times, but those 
who have had experience alone know how difficult it is to avoid 
it, as well as to weed out the "translated sound'* that will creep 
in unawares. With a hearty recommendation, therefore, to the 
mercy of the waves amid which the striving with destiny must 
henceforth be pursued, the English version of Sphinx is now 
launched on the turbulent sea of literature. 

AUBER FORESTIER. 

Philadelphia, August, 1871. 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE INSTALLATION FEAST. 

AT the highest point of the road leading from the plains to the valley 
of the Rdtha lies a solitary hamlet. A little stone chapel, a hand- 
ful of weather-beaten, time-stained, peasants' cottages there serve to 
ward back the dark pine forest from the steep brink of a ravine that 
the little stream, madly rushing and foaming far below, has rent through 
the mountain wall, and has continued for centuries long, with unremit- 
ting perseverance, to wash deeper and deeper, until finally man imposed 
upon the busy water-power a share in the work of civilization, by erect- 
ing upon its scarcely handbreadth shore a saw-mill, whose peculiar 
clattering and clacking penetrate far beyond the point where the roar 
of the turbulent waters ceases to be heard. 

To the needs of the workmen employed about the mill the hamlet 
owes its origin. The rude cottages furnish them with dwellings, a 
few acres of potatoes and a patch of meadow-land, employment for 
wives and children ; in the little chapel they receive every fortnight the 
blessing and consolation of religion ; while for their refreshment and 
entertainment when the day's labor is over provides mine host of the 
"Sun," the most stately and pretentious of all the frame buildings. 
No genuine wagoner would pass the " Sun " without at least stopping a 
bit to let his horses take breath after coming up the steep mountain- 
road, or to have his brakes made ready for the descent into the valley. 
Then mine host, who possesses a wonderful knack for concocting a 
palatable drink, is ready to answer for it that the respite be not too 
brief, whilst the stout, hearty hostess, whose cookery is celebrated far 
and wide — ^had she not, as Jungfrau Angelika Baderin, gone through a 

11 
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three years' course in the culinary department of the wealthy cloister of 
Sl Christoph ? — is ready to perform her part 

Saturday evenings, when the mill-hands and the home-returning 
mountain wood-cutters receive their pay, there are always lively doings 
at the "Sun," as well as in the grounds without doors, where tables 
and benches stand so invitingly in the shade, yet not upon so exten- 
sive a scale as precisely on the second Saturday after the feast of the 
Assumption. Instead of a few carts and freight- wagons, with sleek, 
coarsely-built mountain horses, were at least a dozen and a half car- 
riages of every possible age and construction ; there was even proudly 
drawn up, beside the bulwark of vehicles, an aristocratic, one-seated 
calash, which, although somewhat out of date in style, bore marks, 
nevertheless, of its clerical dignity, and before which all light- wheeled 
Styrian conveyances, as well as the other clerical chaises, drew reve- 
rentially aside. 

A troop of children frolicked upon the green and in and out amongst 
the vehicles, into one or other of which a little flaxen-haired rogue had 
swung itself, and, carried away by the magic of eager imagination, fan- 
cied itself driving merrily through the world. Others were busied in 
endeavoring to roll away sundry conveyances from the spot where they 
had been left, or were running heedlessly in the way of the horses 
which the hostlers were leading, before reharnessing them, to drink of 
the clear, sparkling water from the spring flowing through the hollow 
trunk of a tree that simply and appropriately served for a trough. 

This was too eventful a day for the children to have eyes for the 
wayfarer who was just coming up from the valley, and who, after view- 
ing with surprise the unaccustomed throng of conveyances, proceeded 
to ascend the stone steps and enter the public-house. At any other 
time, the tall, manly form in light, elegant summer garb would not have 
remained long unheeded, albeit the demands of the weary tourist could 
by no means be ranked amongst the unheard-of rarities ; but to-day the 
presence of the stranger was scarcely noted, even in the bar-room, for 
the numerous guests were evidently in a state of most pleasurable ex- 
citement Around the table in the shrine-corner, and around another large 
one in the centre of the room, sat peasants and musicians, a portion 
of them attired in the picturesque costume of the mountaineer, others 
after the far less attractive mode of the day, which, wherever the in- 
fluence of the Residenz* was felt, was gradually beginning to replace 
coarse woollen jackets and leathern breeches. 

The low-ceilinged room was filled with dense tobacco smoke, and 
each guest had before him an entirely or a partially emptied glass, 
whilst here and there lay scattered various musical instruments. All 
present were talking at once, yet not at the top of their lungs, as is 
usually the case in a peasants' inn, where each individual wants to be 

* The capital city where a court is held. 
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both heard and understood The noise resembled rather the buzzing 
in a theatre between acts. Immediately upon his entrance, the stranger 
discovered the cause for this damper upon the exuberance of the guests' 
spirits. 

In the spacious adjoining saloon, whose doors stood wide open, there 
was assembled a large company of ecclesiastical dignitaries, parish 
priests, curates and friars, in the garb of their diverse orders ; amongst 
these were also several of the older gentry of the land, people who 
were visibly conscious of their importance, besides several individuals 
of distinction pertaining to the burgher class. Although long past three 
o'clock in the afternoon, dinner was evidently just concluded ; there still 
lingered the remains of a most pretentious meal upon the rather dis- 
orderly table, whose damask cloth had lost much of its original purity. 
Here and there might be seen traces of sauce, also whole charts of 
curious device, whose color was suggestive of the scanty remnants in 
wine and beer glasses. Some of the guests, for whom the adjournment 
had come too soon, could not altogether tear themselves from their 
places ; the majority, however, stood chatting and laughing in groups 
whilst they awaited their turn for the inevitable settlement with the ob- 
sequiously attentive host, who was ready with a merry jest for each. 

Wiping her burning, shining cheeks, flushed partly with the glow 
of sweet modesty, partly, perchance, by the heat of the scorching oven, 
with the apron that in the morning, at all events, had been clean, might 
be seen Frau Angelika, in readiness to reapfrom her guests her harvest 
of well-merited praise. Just now it was being lavished upon her with 
jovial emphasis by a well-dressed elderly gentleman. 

Owing to all this, the advent of the stranger, as well as the retreat 
which, after the first moment of surprise, he was about beating, might 
have been altogether overlooked, had not a pair of bright, falcon-like 
eyes, seated in the fresh, round face of the bar-maid, spied him out in 
time. 

«Ah! that will never do!" cried she. "You must not go away: 
there is an empty corner here yet" And eluding the attempted em- 
brace of a handsome young peasant lad with a half-impatient, half- 
playful « Will you let me be !" she seized the new-comer's arm with- 
out further ceremony, and proceeded to lead him along between the oc- 
cupied tables. 

Pointing, finally, to a table in the corner next the saloon of the dig- 
nitaries, the girl left the young man to find a seat for himself. This 
was no difficult task, as the brown bench was occupied by but a single 
guest, who was wholly absorbed in either writing or drawing. The 
latter seemed the most probable, for from time to time he looked up 
from a sketch-book that lay open before him to cast a scrutinizing 
glance into the adjoining saloon, as though stealing thence features for 
a portrait 
2 



14 SPHINX, 

The new-comer gave a start of recognition at sight of the sketcher, . 
and a bright smile broke over his fresh, youthful face, whose boldly- 
chiselled features were partially concealed by a handsome brown full 
beard and whiskers, as he softly glided into a seat where he could view 
the drawing across the corner of the table. 

"Must take the liberty of finding out what you are so industriously 
engaged upon, Herr Bokel," said he in a deep, sonorous, yet at the 
same time melodiously sympathetic, voice. "Apparently an historical 
painting." 

The individual thus addressed looked up in startled surprise. With a 
fantastic gesture of alarm, speedily replaced by one of intense satisfac- 
tion, he passed his hand first over his stiff, closely-shorn hair, then over 
the unusually long pointed beard, which was of the same yellowish hue 
as his moustache. With his bronzed, although not homely face, and his 
muscular form, the man looked decidedly more than his thirty years. 

« Hoho !" he ejaculated, in suppressed tones. « Had it been any one 
else, I should have been finely caught Bei des Teufels Getnskrikeln / * 
What wind blows you to this locality, doctor ?" he continued, eagerly, ex- 
tending his hand. 

«A good one, let us hope," was the rejoinder, as the proffered hand 
was seized and heartily shaken. « Pray, why should not such as we 
once in a while breathe our native air? You artists have too great ad- 
vantages of fi*eedom over us, anyway." 

« Native ? Native ? Why, this is not your home ?" 

"Just as surely as it is that of our good, fat Pfarrerf Holzer yonder." 

With these words, he pointed to an old gentleman, whose round, 
flushed face and bald pate, circled with scanty white locks, formed a 
striking contrast to the earnest mien of the young curate with whom he 
was conversing, and whose deep-seated, dark eyes glowed with the pe- 
culiar fire of enthusiastic ardor. 

"That one? Why, he has just served me as model for my bell- 
wether, and now you turn out to be his good friend !" 

The doctor looked up much amused at the comical expression the 
painter wore as he stood confiisedly stroking his beard, and then invol- 
untarily he burst out laughing. 

" So ! A state document ! Since when have you gone into the 
historical line ?" cried he, seizing the sketch-book from the willing 
hands of the painter. 

"Bah 1 I am not dabbling in politics, for that is what you mean to. 
insinuate, I suppose," replied the artist, with affected pettishness. " If 
it is a state document, it is one d la Reineke?'' 

"Superb!" laughed the doctor; "it is the fox himself this time who 
wields the crayon ; and you are right, the bell-wether is unmistak- 
ably — " Here he broke off in an uncontrollable fit of laughter. 

* Literally, By the devil's little chamois horns. t A parish priest or pastor. 
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The sketch was an exact caricature of the present assemblage. The 
two public rooms were represented as the two compartments of a 
stable, in which a company of sheep and goats sat in well-behaved order 
around a mound of hay. Every gradation, from the tender kid to the 
stout old buck, was there represented. The trim bar-maid, as an inno- 
cent lamb, was dispensing mugs of beer through the group, whilst the 
bX old leader upon his hind legs in the president's stand was in the act 
of holding forth to his auditors, who were meanwhile amusing them- 
selves after sundry ways, in a most lackadaisically pathetic discourse. 
The resemblance of this bell-wether, as the artist called the animal, to 
the personage designated as «Pfarrer Holzer," was unmistakable, 
and after a similar fashion each guest was characteristically represented 
by one of the animals. 

Whilst the stranger was absorbed in the contemplation of the hasty 
though genial sketch, the fresh bar-maid had brought in a foaming 
glass of beer, and, after placing it teqiptingly before him, taken her 
seat with unconstrained freedom upon the bench between him and the 
artist 

« What pretty thing have you there ?" she asked, with playful famil- 
iarity. « Is it another paschal lamb like that you made for me the other 
day?" 

« No ; it is not for you this time, Nanni," rejoined the painter, draw- 
ing his arm sportively around her, to which liberty she offered no re- 
sistance. 

« Sacra !" ejaculated the lad at the centre-table, whose similar at- 
tempt she had so indignantly repulsed ; but without paying heed to him, 
she began a coaxing entreaty to see the picture. 

" Exquisite !" cried the stranger, taking a hearty draught from the 
glass Nanni had placed before him, and after one more look handing 
the sketch-book back to its owner, who quickly closed it without heed- 
ing Nanni's urgent requests. « But wh^ot reproduce the scene as it 
is ? That would make an admirable pictim of our country and our time, 
whilst here — ^" 

"Is nothing but a caricature," interrupted the artist. "Isn't that 
what you were going to say 1 Well, I know it myself but one must 
have the ability — that's the thing ; and when one is able to do any one 
thing, one had better stick to it. Now, I can only succeed with sheep 
and goats, and Pll stick to them, bei des Teufels Gemskrikeln /" 

"Why not rather bei des Teufels Bockshomem f^ * inquired the 
other, quizzically. 

" Too vulgar." 

"Oh, I don't like such talk," cried Nanni, springing up abruptly 
and whirling off to the window overlooking the green in front of the 
house. 

* Goats* horns. 
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Both bar-room and adjoining saloon were now deserted ; the musi- 
cians had hurried off in obedience to a wave of the capellmeister's 
white-gloved hand ; the rest had all departed : eyen the host and hostess 
were no more to be seen ; and Nanni, with the two acquaintances who 
had thus unexpectedly met, was left alone. The artist made sundry 
inquiries concerning affairs in the Residenz, which he had left some 
months since in order to pass the summer amidst the fresh nature of 
the mountain regions, for which purpose a cordial invitation from the 
young Baron von Rosenau served him a friendly turn. 

« How ? You are stopping at Rothenstein ?'* asked the stranger, in 
tones of surprise. 

« To be sure I am : the baron has most superb merinoes !" 

« That is excellent : we can often see each other during these next 
weeks, for I am going to be in the market town. By the way, I hope 
' we have not stumbled in upon any ultramontane conspiracy ?" 

« Did not look much like it," observed the painter. « But Nanni can 
post you better than I upon the subject : I only came in about a quarter 
of an hour before you." 

The doctor was about summoning the bar-maid, when, with a flourish 
of trumpets, there struck up a janizary march in front of the house, which 
rendered all further conversation impossible for the moment. The two 
men arose and approached the window, where Nanni offered the doctor 
a place by her side, assuring him that there was room for just one more. 
This succeeded, as it was undoubtedly meant to do, in tormenting the 
disconsolate swain before mentioned, who now had his place amongst the 
trumpeters. His eye wandered restlessly to the window, and in conse- 
quence of his inattention of the moment, he made his instrument give 
utterance to a series of the most terrific discords. Luckily, however, 
these seemed quite powerless to disturb the musical enjoyment of the 
auditors. 

The painter stood directly ^hind Nanni and the doctor, lighting a 
cigar, while he watched the universal preparation without for departure. 
Upon the rough, uneven paving-stones, directly under the window, stood 
a great wagon with racks, in which was seated, upon the board seats 
running along the sides, the entire musical band, consisting of the ca- 
pellmeister and about twenty young peasant lads. Room was found 
even for the great drum. It was forced in at the very end of the 
wagon, to be sure, but then it would never do to leave it out, for the 
performance upon it was the grandest of all. 

The whole troup of children had drawn near the wagon, at their 
head a bold, rosy-cheeked little scamp, puflfing lustily away, as if, with 
a trumpet entrusted to him, he were floating midway between earth and 
heaven, a well-installed angel. 

When the march had drawn to its close, the stranger asked Nanni 
the meaning of all this excitement, and learned that it was in honor of 
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the installation of the new curate, who. had reached the nearest railway- 
station that morning, and had been fetched thence by Pfarrer Holzer 
himself. The curate had then proceeded to celebrate his first mass in 
the little stone chapel belonging to the parish, where it would hence- 
forth be a part of his duty to hold divine service every fortnight. 

To this solemnity, as well as to the customary meal succeeding, were 
invited all the clergy, fathers of the church and other dignitaries : even 
the St. Christoph cloister had sent its representative in the stately 
calash. Such was not always the case upon these occasions, Nanni 
took no small pride in asserting, but this time the guests were unusually 
numerous, because it was thought needfiil to rally around the cross and 
protect holy Mother Church from the inroads of heretic and Jew, and 
because — well, because something more than ordinary was expected of 
the good Frau Angelika. 

« And eaten and drunken they have to their hearts' content," con- 
cluded Nanni, "and discoursed so beautifully meanwhile — particularly 
the Herr Pfarrer — and even better than he, the new Herr Kaplan.* See ! 
there he is — ^that handsome one with the coal-black eyes. Don't he 
please you V " 

"Hm! Yes, he's good-looking," rejoined the stranger; then added, 
half turning to the artist : « * He thinks too much : such men are dan- 
gerous.' " 

« Dangerous ? Oh no, indeed !" eagerly expostulated the girl, upon 
whom a quotation made no impression, even if it did come from Shake- 
speare. " He is good and gentle, not at all like the Capuchins ; he never 
said one word about hell. Faith, hope and charity, he told us, and 
loving concord, were the attributes of true Christians. Now that's not 
bad, if only every one would take it to heart." 

" That's just precisely what our friend the trumpeter down yonder 
would say," was the painter's laughing rejoinder. 

" Nonsense !" cried Nanni, scornfully, curling her lip, without, how- 
ever, being able to control the tell-talt color that started into her 
cheeks. She quickly averted her &ce, but, as she did so, stole a hasty 
glance at the young fellow below. 

Meanwhile all the guests had found their places in the various vehi- 
cles. Immediately behind the musicians' wagon was drawn up the 
Kothensee parish priest's chaise, in which sat also the new curate ; back 
of that came the grand cloister calash. The other conveyances were 
waiting for these -to move off that they might draw up in turn. The 
capellmeister, who, as Nanni informed the young man at her side, was 
also organist and schoolmaster of Rothensee, looked behind him with 
the air of a master of ceremonies, to see if all was in order, then gave 
the coachman a push and uplifted his white-gloved right hand. 

<t Attention!" cried he. The musicians raised their instruments, the 

* Curate. 
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drummer expectantly made ready his great drum-sticks — all was in 
readiness. « One 1" commanded the school-teacher. »« Two !*' 

The music began bravely, but only to end almost instantaneously with 
a harsh dissonance : the clarionet and the big drum alone gave forth two 
more notes ; a loud crash ended the march before it might properly be 
said to have begun, and in the next moment the band was a chaos. 

Upon receiving the thrust in the back, the rural Automedon had 
urged on his well-fed Styrian horses, and these had started off perhaps a 
little too energetically. The fore-wheels glided from the stones into a 
hollow space, and were thus thrown violently against the next stones, 
giving the wagon a concussion for which, with its unusual weight, it was 
no match. The wood of the bars to which the racks and improvised 
seats were secured had doubtless suffered from the destroying hand of 
time : they bore tribute to the situation at first upon the left side. 
Trumpeters, bugle and Alpine horn players knew not what was amiss, 
as the indispensable point of support escaped them ; and in their efforts 
to regain it, they saw themselves speedily going down without so much 
as time to clutch at those opposite. In another instant the opposite 
half met with a like fate, and the capellmeister, whose blanched visage so 
suddenly vanished from sight, must have thought that the earth had 
opened beneath him, and that the infernal gulf was yawning wide its 
jaws to swallow them all up together, if his brain, that is, had not 
totally ceased to perform its functions. 

The crash and hideous discord were followed by an instant of dead 
silence, succeeded by loud peals of laughter, which none could resist, 
over the comical situation. Even Nanni, in spite of her first alarm', 
had to laugh aloud at sight of her trumpeter's expression of countenance 
over the mishap, and only ceased from sheer surprise as the stranger at 
her side sprang like lightning through the not very large window, and 
stood almost instantaneously on the opposite side of the unlucky wagon, 
busily engaged in drawing forth some object from the confused mass of 
arms, legs and instruments. 

Very shortly, with the aid of the curate, who had sprung quickly 
from his conveyance and hastened to the scene, he succeeded, and the 
two now bore oflF the bold little urchin of five or six years of age who 
had stood next the wagon, and was thus drawn into the catastrophe. 
Luckily there was no harm done, apart from a few bruises, but the poor 
little fellow was frightened half to death. 

« Well, how is it now ?" asked the doctor, his heart still beating 
pretty fast. 

The boy seemed to have fairly lost his power of speech, and made 
no answer ; he looked, moreover, as though he were not quite sure but 
he ought to cry. 

The young priest tenderly stroked his hair and brow, and said, in 
gentle, euphonious tones, with perceptible emotion : 
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« Your patron saint has watched over you, my child : thank him and 
your God for this marvellous escape. I, too, will offer up my thanks 
to Heaven that the joyful festivities of my installation here were not 
saddened by a tragedy.'' 

The tones of his voice seemed to strike the stranger's ear familiarly, 
for he looked up at the speaker with that puzzled expression in his 
eyes that seemed to say : 

" I ought to know you, and yet cannot place you exactly." Aloud he 
merely observed, with a delicate trace of sarcasm, « Well, that would 
have been equally the will of God — " 

The continuation of the sentence never crossed his lips, for at this 
moment a clear, ringing female voice, whose words were evidently aimed 
at them, caused both to look up. 

Directly facing the band-wagon horses, which, as good luck would 
have it, had shown no symptoms of restiveness after the disaster, there 
had halted, upon a slender yellow dun, a horsewoman of strikingly ele- 
gant form. She wore a black riding-suit, and hat of the same color, 
beneath which streamed a perfect deluge of waving locks of that hue — 
prized as highly in the days of old as in our day — which may only be 
compared to the radiant harbinger of day, dazzling as with the fire of 
liquid gold. A marvellously fascinating, piquant face, with but a deli- 
cate tinge of rose upon the soft cheeks that dimpled most bewitchingly 
under the mocking smile now lighting up the features. Her whole ap- 
pearance presented an unusual combination of effects. 

« That does me good !" she had exclaimed just loud enough to be 
heard by the two friends. *< Priest and layman united through human 
impulse. Make your thanks to your loyal knights, Hans, else I must 
do it for you." 

Hans,' however, came no farther than the utterance, 

« Das Frdulein P' 

His two rescuers, on their parts, could only gape in profound amaze- 
ment upon the equestrian form that had so suddenly, as it were, started 
up from the very ground, and thab now greeted them with a playful 
wave of the riding- whip, admonishing Hans at the same time to go 
speedily home. 

(( I cannot get through here," she observed, running her eye all along 
the barricaded road, then turned her horse boldly, cleared the fence 
separating the road from the yet unploughed potato-field, galloped across 
the latter, and soon disappeared from view. 

The two men gazed speechlessly after her, our doctor alone having 
retained presence of mind enough to remove his hat. Upon the cheeks 
of the young priest there had flushed up a deep crimson, which now 
slowly faded away. They had scarcely recovered from their startled 
surprise when Pfarrer Holzer called the young curate by name. Quickly 
his companion turned to him. 
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« So, then," he exclaimed, briskly, yet not with any particular warmth : 
« Steinhacke — Franz Steinhacke. Why, sure enough 1" 

At these words there seemed also to awaken a lingering echo of the 
past within the bosom of the young priest. 

« What ? Yes, yes ! Erwin Schonberg ! Is it possible ?" he cried, 
with less reserve than the doctor had displayed, and heartily shook 
the now proffered hand. « It is delightful for us to meet here. I have 
read several of your novels, and have been so much pleased with their 
tendency." 

" Their tendency ? Indeed !" 

« Do you still write ?'* 

"Ah, it has been some time since you have read anything of mine," 
observed the doctor, nodding his head as one who will say to himself 
« Then I comprehend." But as at this juncture the good pastor's voice 
was heard again, he merely said, « You are being called, so I will not 
detain you. We shall probably meet at Rothensee." 

"Ah ! you are going there ? That is good !. Well, then, auf Wieder- 
sehen / auf Wiedersehen P^ * 

Waving his hand after him, the curate now betook himself to the 
pastor's chaise, which was soon put in motion. 

The musicians, in consideration of the no longer serviceable wagon, 
had decided upon another means of transit, and now filed off into 
three rows in regular military order. Even the capellmeister had re- 
gained his former energy, and once more uplifted his, alas 1 no longer 
snow-white hand as a signal for the striking up of the big di*um; and 
this time the inspired strains of a march, which, unfortunately for the 
world, was an anonymous production, were wafted, without further mis- 
hap, down the road to an abrupt curve around an angle in the rock, be- 
hind which the procession slowly disappeared. 

The stranger, or, as we should now say. Dr. Erwin Schonberg, re- 
sponded to the additional greeting bestowed upon him by the young cu- 
rate, as well as to the recognition of the worthy pastor, as the clerical 
chaise moved by, then turned to question his little /r^/^?*^ about the fear- 
less horsewoman. But Hang had rejoined his comrade^ who were by 
turns laughing at him for his escaped calamity and hurrahing after the 
vanishing procession. 

Therefore, when the last vehicle had turned the corner, the young 
man walked back to the stone steps of the public-house, where Nanni 
and the painter, the host and hostess, stood awaiting his return. 

"Is he not a dear young gentleman, the new Herr Kaplan ?" mine 
host accosted him with. " But that was a bad sign. My old woman 
says so, too, and she understands these things : she was three years in 
the cloister over yonder." 

The fat, good-humored hostess here nodded affirmatively. 

* Similar to the French au rfvwr* 
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<<And they moved off just as though it were a funeral procession," 
continued mine host, « instead of driving gayly away. I didn't Uke that, 
neither did my old woman. Did you, now ?" turning to the addressed, 
and receiving another nod in affirmation. 

Here Nanni thought it was about her turn to add a wise remark. 

«It was a perfect miracle," observed she. "Why, it seemed exactly 
as if she had just started up out of the earth, she appeared before us 
so entirely without warning, as if it were the evil one himself, or rather as 
if he had a wife, and that were she. Just exacdy so — all fire-red, the 
horse and the hair, too." 

« Nanni," expostulated mine host, «you must not speak so of any 
of the Rothenstein family. The Fraulein especially is very good to 
all of us ; my old woman thinks so, too." 

"Well, I'm not doing her any harm," pouted Nanni; «but she is 
red, and I don't like her, and that's all there is about it !" 

« And Fraulein Natalie will have to make the best of it," added the 
painter, laughingly. 

« How ? Was that Natalie Rosenau ?" cried Erwin Sch6nberg, who 
until now had been a silent listener, in tones of amazement He made 
no further inquiries, however, after being assured that this was so, but 
returned with the painter to the bar-room, where meanwhile a swarm 
of flies had availed themselves of his absence to make so self-sacrificing 
an attack upon his beer that already half a dozen or more lay slaugh* 
tered in the attempt, and were floating upon the surface. The lawftd 
possessor scorned to disturb the intruders in their enjoyment, so he 
paid for them and himself, bade adieu to the bar-maid, and left the inn 
with the painter, after, the latter h&d gathered up his sketch-book and 
made a few more playful sallies upon Nanni. 

« Well, then, our ways diverge here," said the doctor, offering the 
painter his hand. << You take the foot-path past the cottages, and I 
follow the road." 

« And when will we see each other again ?" 

« Perhaps to-morrow, at the casde." 

" How ? Are you acquainted there ?" 

« Why, of course I am," laughed the doctor. « Does that seem so 
very remarkable to you ? By the way, are there any visitors there at 
present ?" 

« No one but Count Salizhofen." 

« Count Salizhofen !" re-echoed the doctor, in no very flattering accents 
for the possessor of the name. « I thought he entered into the cam- 
paign ? How comes he here now ?" 

« like yourself Peace has been proclaimed. And what a pitiable 
peace ! Bei des Teufels Getnskrikeln / I cannot understand — ^" 

Here Erwin Sch5nberg playfully laid a hand over his mouth. 

M We are losing our best time," said he, adding, not without an ac- 
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cent of bitteraess : « We will have abundant opportunity to pursue this 
theme. So, then, auf Wiedersehen /" 

« Shall I announce you at the castle ?" cried the painter after him. 
He hesitated a little before replying, «As you please," then strode 
hastily away. 



CHAPTER II. 

RETROSPECTS. 



AFTER winding around the sharply-projecting rock, the road de- 
viated somewhat from the edge of the ravine, and soon emerged 
from out the trees into an open forest glade, whose solitude was broken 
alone by here and there a forsaken cattle-pen or hay-stack. The great 
bottle-flies that here made themselves felt with unconscionable persist- 
ence, as well as the scorching rays of the sun, impelled the wayfarer to 
hasten his speedy far more than the gradually increasing disquietude 
within, which was akin to yearning without being precisely yearning 
itself. 

He made haste to reach the grateful shade of the forest, which soon 
surrounded him with its cool, refreshing wafts of fragrant perfume. One 
could tread so softly and elastically upon the little forest-path running 
parallel with the road, strewn with pine-needles as with a carpet, that 
gradually his speed slackened ; indeed, at times he stood quite still, as 
though no rustling should here distract the listening ear ; then he would 
start forward again upon the well-trodden path, now over tangled masses 
of protruding roots, now around an old trunk of a tree, now around a 
monster stone, until finally, with a bound, he regained the road. A few 
more steps brought him to the margin of the forest 

As an old friend did Erwin's eyes greet the ancient cross of weather- 
beaten sandstone, with seat of the same carved at its foot This land- 
mark, called in the neighborhood « am Rastkreuz,"* was well known to 
him. Without feeling precisely weary, he involuntarily paused and took 
a seat, removing and carelessly tossing down beside him, as he did so, the 
gray felt hat whose broad brim had hitherto concealed the handsome, 
boldly-arched, expressive brow, that he might obtain an unimpeded view 
of the broad expanse of valley now revealed to his gaze. 

It was a glorious spot for contemplation and reverie. The roar of the 
Rotha, which at the entrance of the ravine, a few hundred paces distant, 
formed considerable rapids, was distinctly audible, and yet not loud enough 
to drown the tap of the woodpecker and the stroke of the ousel resound- 
ing from the forest Here lay sweetest shade, whilst the entire valley 

* At the Resting Croati 
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was bathed in sunshine that gh'stened and blazed in dazzh'ng reflection, as 
well upon the meandering stream as upon the fish-pond at its upper end. 
Meadows and fields encompassed a thriving locality, from whose centre 
rose prominent a glittering church-tower with sharp-pointed steeple, whilst 
in the outskirts lay scattered isolated, light, well-built houses surrounded 
by gardens, and far away over -the roofs the gaze naturally wandered to 
an immense castle-like structure, whose style of architecture and exact 
position were not distinguishable, at this distance, by the naked eye. 

At first, Erwin strove to take all this in with a single glance, and his 
breast heaved as if he were about to greet the valley with a shout of 
jubilee. But the shout never escaped his lips : his gaze glided from one 
point to another, until finally it became riveted upon one of the isolated 
dwellings at the upper end of the place. Gradually, however, even this 
picture became dreamily magnified and metamorphosed into a starting- 
point for an entire series of panoramic views passing in. rapid succes- 
sion through his soul. 

Nearly three years had elapsed since he had last been here, and now 
he was returning to his home a totally altered being. His whole life 
had a« diametrically opposite tendency, from that with which he had 
started out into the world. Through his own force of will he had ac- 
quired it, without regard to the wishes and counsel of his people. The 
old, safe career was abandoned, the path so many had pleasantly and 
confidently trodden ; and what other proof had he to urge for the cor- 
rectness of his choice, and the reliability of his future hopes, than a 
still consciousness of right ? 

Impatiently he forced away the shadow of a doubt that had stolen 
over him unawares ; and as if some outward gesture were needful for 
* the accomplishment of this, he energetically thrust back from his brow 
the rich exuberance of chestnut locks. Then for a moment he assumed 
a listening attitude, fancying he heard the sounds of a horse's hoofs. 
Soon perceiving, however, that it was but the distant call of the cuckoo, 
he laughingly began counting, according to the old superstition, the 
coming years of his life. At thirty he desisted, took up his hat fi'om 
the seat where he had placed it, and proceeded to follow the now 
gradually descending road as far as the first houses of the market town, 
which he reached in about quarter of an hour. 

A gentle breeze here wafted back to him the concluding strains of* 
the march he had heard begun at the mountain inn, and giving heed to 
the warning, he avoided the town by turning into a foot-path leading 
past orchards and bleaching-places to a narrow wooden bridge, at- 
tached to which a wooden grate and low sluice gates dammed up the 
waters of the Rotha. 

Diagonally crossing the street that formed the prominent route from 
the market town over a stone bridge to this shore, he arrived directly 
in firont of a neat, one-story house, with ornamental frame balcony over 
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the door, where were tastily arranged a variety of flowering plants in 
pots ; hastening then about fifty paces farther along an evergreen 
hedge, he reached a small wicket adjoining the great trellis gates that 
were swung between solemn stone pillars, and entered a well-gravelled 
yard, greeted by the furious barking of a powerful mastitf. One word, 
however, sufficed to transform the savage creature's angry mood into 
one of joyous delight. 

" Even old Caro had almost forgotten me," said the young man, pat- 
ting the head of the now fawning mastiff; and the tones of his voice 
made him also known to the old female domestic who was peeping 
around the corner of the house to see what vagabond by his bold in- 
trusion had awakened the fury of the faithful watch-dog. 

" yungfrau Maria und yosef, derjunge Herr ./" * she cried, turning 
and speeding away, as she might have done had she beheld the wild 
huntsman of the forest, without so much as a word of welcome to the 
new arrival. 

" Now I will be announced," laughed Erwin to himself as he followed 
the fugitive around the house into the garden, where, from out the dense 
arbor of woodbine and wild grape, there rushed to meet him a lady for 
whose progress the tiny path between the box-bordered flower and 
salad beds appeared too narrow. 

With an inarticulate cry of joy, she threw herself upon the young 
man's neck, kissing him tenderly, totally incapable of enunciating a 
single word. Finally freeing him from her embrace, she held him off" 
at arm's length, viewing him with a half joyfully proud, half sorrowful 
expression upon her ludicrously fleshy yet not actually homely face. 

** And you have let your beard grow !" she began so soon as she 
could command the power of speech : " it is very becoming to you, ' 
only so democratic ;" adding, in a now altogether mournful tone : "And 
you no longer wear your uniform ! Well, well, my son, by and by we 
will have a talk about that, but now you must come with me to speak 
to our neighbor." 

« Mother, I would rather rest a while and talk with you." 

But it did not accord with the good Fran's notions to neglect this 
courtesy. 

"Fraulein Lotti Aschenbrenner is drinking coffee with me, and it 
would never do not to speak to her," she explained, taking him by the 
hand and leading him to the arbor, where was spread a table with a 
handsome coffee service and a variety of dainties. 

Whether or no, he must make the best of this unexpected encounter ; 
so with good-natured greeting he approached the spinster, who rose as 
he entered the arbor and came forward with outstretched hand. 

« Ah, I am charmed to see Herr von Schonberg !" she cried, not 
without a tmge of maiden embarrassment, allowing her long fingers^ 

* Blessed Mary and Joseph, the young master. 
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that were cold and passive as those of a skeleton, to rest a moment in 
bis hand. At the same time her sallow face reddened up to the very 
roots of her fawn-colored hair, which, doubtless to promote its growth, 
was cut short and plastered down in a net behind her ears. The tall, an- 
gular form, that might have been relieved by soft woollen drapery, was 
only rendered more harsh by the stiffly-starched, close-fitting summer 
dress she wore, and the steady gaze of the cold gray eyes added no 
litde to the disagreeable impression she produced upon &rwin. 

He returned her salutation, however, as pleasantly as he could, 
thanked her for affording his mother companionship, then proceeded to 
assure the latter, in response to her intermediate queries as to whether 
he were not hungry, or whether he could not be prevailed upon to have 
a slice of « Butter- Brod," * etc., that he had already dined upon leaving 
the train at noon, and had then proceeded home on foot 

«On foot!" cried the horrified Frau von Schonberg. <*Like any 
journeyman mechanic ? Ach^ mein Gott / and not even a valise with 
you ! Did you bring no luggage ? Have you lost anything ? Those 
beautiful shirts I had made for you of the very finest linen, that cost 
twenty-four florins for thirty yards, and those splendid stockings I knit 
for you, and Lotti — well, you might just as well know — Lotti did at the 
very least half a dozen." 

<« Oh, Frau von Schonberg !" interrupted the Fraulein, deprecatingly, 
knitting away at the same time with redoubled vigor. 

«< Everything is in the finest order," said Erwin, soothingly. «I see 
you look upon me as ruined ; but let me hasten to console you by 
stating that my trunk is at the < Golden Crown,' safely awaiting the 
pleasure of the stage that will bring it over this evening. I did not 
want to wait so long for the tedious thing when my own stout legs 
could carry me home so much fiister and more pleasantly. 

^Na^\ as you will; but you must be real tired," observed the 
mother, her loving gaze seeming to add : « You're my own dear boy, 
and haven't lost the shirts after all !" 

<«Yd^, that I am," he replied to the uttered words, gladly availing 
himself of this propitious moment to render escape easy. The remark 
proved a most lucky one for him, for his mother immediately began 
urging him to take rest, begging him to go right up to his room, where 
year in and year out all was kept in readiness for him in case he should 
at any time drop in unexpectedly. 

Here it began dimly to dawn upon the Fraulein's- mind that her 
presence might be superfluous. « I will not intrude further," said she, 
rising to her feet without lifting her eyes from her work, that was al- 
ready carefully stowed away in the little basket. Notwithstanding all 
Frau von Schdnberg's entreaties to the contrary, she persisted in taking 
her departure. Her brother, she said, must be home by this time, and 

* Bread and butter. t Provincial for welL 
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there were all kinds of things that had to be looked after in the house : 
Frau von Schonberg knew that herself. 

Here she touched a chord that vibrated most sympathetically in the 
old lady's housewifely bosom. 

« Yes, goodness knows there are," was the heartfelt response, .« when 
everything depends upon one person !" And then there followed a per- 
fect volley of laments over various household annoyances before the 
neighbors parted, and Fraulein Lotti betook herself through the wicket in 
the partition hedge into the neat, pretty house adjoining. 

«< You were not particularly sociable with her," said the mother, re- 
proachfully, when the calm, measured step was out of hearing ; « and 
that isn't right, Erwin. She did so much knitting for you, and has 
read all your letters, and talks so much about you. Oh, she takes such 
an interest in you, and you don't deserve it at all." 

<* That I will readily admit," acknowledged the young man, with peni- 
tently upturned eyes ; « and what is still worse, I don't even know how 
to prize it." 

He had given the old lady his arm, and was now accommodating his 
pace to hers as they moved toward the house. It presented itself to 
them from this side with the addition of two wings, so that here, with 
the stable at a little distance, quite a spacious court was formed. A 
door led thence up two steps into the interior of the house, which 
even here was adorned with two pillars, investing the whole with an 
aristocratic, villa-like appearance. The pretty brownish tint of the 
building, relieved by the bright green of the shutters, did not by any 
means detract from this imputation. 

Traversing a corridor leading into one of the wings, they entered a 
large, well-appointed room that appeared marvellously cool and inviting, 
and was redolent with the rose perfume from a bouquet standing upon 
the round table in front of the sofa. Above the latter hung a large 
oil-painting in a heavy gilt frame. It was a master-piece, and repre- 
sented an official of high rank, whose uniform was decorated with the 
insignia of several orders. Unmistakable was the resemblance t)f this 
portrait to Erwin, although the delicately-moulded features of the latter, 
together with the spiriiuelle light in the great brown eyes, gave evidence 
of a certain artistic, creative genius, as well as a far more active spirit 
than could be detected in the calm, discreet countenance upon the 
canvas. 

Frau von Schonberg observed her son's eye resting musingly upon 
this portrait, and wiping away her ever-ready tears, she sighed : 

« Ah, if your father was only living ! fiut who knows V* she added, 
almost instantaneously ; « perhaps it is better he does not live. These 
times certainly would never suit him, and, besides, he is spared much 
grief! Oh, he could be very severe when he was displeased ! Don't 
you remember that time you went over to Rdthenstein without his per- 
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mission, and were found playing in the park with little Natalie, as if it 
was a matter of course ? De^, dear ! she^s quite grown up now ; but 
Lotti Aschenbrenner thinks she has not changed for the better." 

" Indeed ? Does Lotti think so ?" rejoined Erwin, abruptly. 

« Yes ; she is a little strict in her opinions, perhaps ; but then no one 
has a better right to be," protested the matron. « I wish you knew her as 
I do. The anxiety she has endured for you ! Well, I never could have 
borne my own burden without her. But I will say no more at present," 
she gasped, as though resolutely swallowing her words. "You can 
make yourself comfortable ; your bed is freshly made : I have the linen • 
changed every week, just as if you were home." 

Erwin's gaze wandered to the white, tempting-looking bed, and, 
deeply touched, he threw his arms around his mother's neck, drew her 
head down upon his shoulder and imprinted a fervent kiss upon her 
brow. 

The old lady was no longer able to control her emotion, and, cling- 
ing with both hands to her son, she burst into violent sobs, that gave 
almost a ludicrous sound to the broken words : 

« The inkstand is freshly filled, and there is neither mould nor dust 
on the writing materials." 

This motherly though tfiilness touched the young man to the heart 

Sorrow and anxiety he had caused his mother through the resolution he 
had embraced, crushed all her pride, violated her narrow-minded concep- 
tions ; but in this narrow heart there existed a broad, broad spot that 
was wholly filled with love for him. He had not been home for three 
years, he had not even announced his coming, and yet the linen had 
been regularly changed every week, that his couch might be ready for 
him at any moment, and even the inkstand was fi'eshly filled, and there 
was »< neither mould nor dust on the writing materials." Yes, yes ; he 
was at home, where daily and hourly a mother's heart beat anxiously 
for him, soiVowed for him, prayed for him. 

And what had he hitherto done to repay her for this feithful, unfal- 
tering love ? Would he ever succeed in doing so, in her sense of the 
word .? It was scarcely to be hoped, as he could not- reasonably ex- 
pect from one of her circumscribed views a comprehension of the as- 
pirations and motives that guided him. 

From his childhood up there had been a gulf between them Which 
had increased with years, and this, with heavy heart, he despaired of 
ever being able to bridge over. 

Frau von Schonberg had grown up in an estimable but plain femily, 
where much was done for her training in domestic affairs and very little 
for her intellectual culture, and had attracted, by her youthful beauty, as 
well as by the incontrovertible proof of a good, faithful heart, the in- 
dustrious young man who sued for her hand, and who was just enter- 
ing upon an official career with the most brilliant prospects. To be 
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sure, prospects alone thus hx existed, and so the two young people had to 
go through a pretty long courtship before the girl's parents gave their 
consent to the marriage. The very limited circumstances of the young 
couple improved gradually with time, until finally Herr von Schonberg 
was appointed judge of the court in the town where Erwin had left the 
train that morning, and won various marks of distinction — ^finally even 
that of nobility — ^for his faithful services. 

Had Frau von Schonberg previously done little for her intellectual 
culture, her marriage afforded her small opportunity to repair the 
neglect, for the care of her household and her rather delicate child 
laid claims to her whole time. Herr von Schonberg was poorly 
calculated to exercise an elevating influence over his wife, as he spent 
the greater portion of his life in his office, and at home laid claims to 
nothing beyond material comforts and the corresponding little tender 
attentions. So far as these were concerned, his wife left nothing to 
be desired. In the course of time her love came to be mingled with 
an overpowering respect for her husband, almost amounting to fear : 
she grew intellectually more and .more estranged from him, becoming 
degraded almost to the rank of menial housekeeper. 

So Erwin grew up a stranger to his father, and by his all too indul* 
gent mother was almost ruined physically, although morally kept in a 
state of painful dependency and restraint, calculated to deprive the in- 
tellectually active boy of sill the joyousness of youth. His motfier's 
eternal watching, precautions, warnings and lectures, the never-ending 
laments and fears with which it was her wont to make an elephant out 
of a gnat, had finally succeeded in wholly intimidating the boy, caus> 
ing him to retire more and more within himself. Indeed, but for the 
native germ of a healthful temperament, he would have become utterly 
morbid and desponding. 

Then came an occurrence that was productive of a most beneficial 
influence upon his life. This was the death of his mother's father. 
The old gentleman having outlived his two sons, neither of whom was 
married — his wife had been dead many years — the whole of his not over- 
large estate went to Erwin's mother. It sufficed for the purchase of the 
little country-place in Rothensee, which was then offered for sale at a 
moderate price. Herr von Schonberg saw with this purchase the wish 
of many years fulfilled. It had always been his ideal to pass the evening 
of his life in the retirement of just such a little estate. As is so often 
the case with human dreams, this ideal never met its fulfilment The 
hard-working official so long postponed his resignation from service for 
a more propitious moment, that finally he slept in total repose without 
having passed through the so pleasandy depicted transition period. 

This did not take place for some time, however, and shortly after tl^e 
purchase of the place he did everything to improve, elevate and most 
comfortably arrange it; or rather his wife had to see to this, and, with 
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this object in view, must migrate to Rdtbensee for the summer months. 
Erwin bore her company during his vacation, whilst Herr von Schon- 
berg came down for a visit, that lasted usually from the morning until 
the evening, every week or fortnight, without entering, however, into 
any particulars concerning agricultural questions. All this was post- 
poned until a later day, when he purposed devoting himself to hus- 
bandry, and nothing else. Meanwhile his wife bore the whole burden, 
which was not over great, but which gave her occasion for the liveliest 
anxieties and laments. 

All these new responsibilities in house and field so greatly encroached 
upon the good lady's time, that her watchful eye could no longer rest 
without ceasing upon her boy's doings. This came in very good stead 
to the fourteen-year-old Erwin, who, in a measure, had hitherto never 
been out of leading-strings, and who now found himself suddexUy en- 
dowed with the most absolute freedom. 

Another circumstance arose about the same time that had a tendency 
to remove his constraint in intercourse with others. His father took 
him with him once on a visit to the castle of Baron Rosenau, which 
was not veiy far removed from their own place of residence. Erwin 
found in the baron's son, who was about his own age, and in the two 
much younger girls, companions who formed such a hearty friendship 
with him that their parents frequently invited him over to visit them, 
although hitherto no intercourse had existed between the families. 
Later, even the formality of invitations was dispensed with, and during 
his vacations Erwin passed more time at Rothenstein than with his 
mother, who was delighted to know that he was so well entertained, and, 
what to her was of still more value, in such aristocratic society. 

Later, this bond of intimacy uniting the children became gradually 
loosened, and it had now been eight years since Erwin had seen either 
of the girls. At that time he had entered the university, and his vaca- 
tions he devoted, with his father's consent, to little pedestrian excur- 
sions, which left him no time to visit Rothensee, although he always 
duly passed a few days with his parents in the town where his father's 
official duties obliged him to remain. With the proud title of ^^ Doctor 
Juris Utriusque^^ he made his first triumphal entry into Rothensee after 
several years' absence, and then it chanced that the two girls were with 
their mother and aunt at one of the baths : only Emil and the baron 
were at home. Soon again he left the charming valley, to enter, in a 
remote provincial city, upon the duties of the office his father's influence 
had obtained for him. ' 

Erwin did not enter upon these duties in the spirit of lukewarm in- 
difference : perhaps it would have been more conducive to his worldly 
profit had he done so. His very zeal, that was hemmed in on every 
side, his good-will, that proved itself rather inconvenient to others more 
inactive than himself his keen sense of justice, that was constantly des- 
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tined to be shocked, — all these praiseworthy qualities tended to rouse his 
dissatis&ction over the antiquated, fossil-like bureaucracy, and gradually 
to render unendurable the office he had entered upon with so much de- 
votion and confidence. 

Through love of his parents he constrained himself to conform, as 
well as- possible, to the requisitions the mechanism imposed upon him, 
as upon one of the smallest wheels of the clock-work. Poesy it was 
that sweetened many a bitter hour of repugnant labor. 

First he eased his heart with lyrical effusions, which he confided to 
no one, and which could rather be numbered amongst the lances with 
which a St George might do combat with the dragon of inconsistency 
than amongst the darts of Cupid. Did here and there an amorous la- 
ment steal through the verse, it was more like a dreamy, yearning ques- 
tioning of his own heart, or like an exclamation of surprise at sight of 
a swiftly-disappearing mirage. 

After the poems came detached thoughts, aphorisms, alike suggest- 
ive and striking, which appeared fragmentarily in the local journal. 
Uappetit vient en mangeant^ and one day there made its appearance, in 
one of the most prominent literary journals, a novel from his pen, well 
conceived and executed in no ordinary style. This was followed, in 
the course of the year, by two others equally attractive. 

Even Erwin^s father, although not over pleased with this tendency 
of his son, in whom he would have preferred to see the dry servant of 
the government, could not avoid acknowledging the perspicuity of 
style, as well as of thought, of these firstlings. Frau von Schonberg, 
too, fairly swam in rapture whilst the novelty lasted, and compliments 
were being made her on every side upon her son's talent. She read 
the novels with great attention, but no longer with perfect satisfaction, 
after the discovery that not one of them ended in a happy reunion of 
the lovers of the plot. The third drew from her a very disapproving 
shake of the head, because the elegant, highly-cultivated and rather 
nervously-organized heroine was represented totally in contradiction to 
all her own preconceived notions. 

This gave her great cause for anxiety, and in her very next letter to 
the darling of her heart she wrote that she feared he was in the snares 
of just such an enchantress, and implored him to free himself from a 
connection that could be productive alone of heart-burnings and unhap- 
piness. It cost Erwin many an assurance to partially convince his 
mother hereafter that he was not himself the hero of each and every 
one of his own romances ; wholly, he never succeeded in doing so. 

Then ensued a long pause in his literary labors. He was preparing 
himself for a large, earnest work, destined not merely to entertain, but 
to be productive of useful results. Meanwhile came the sudden death 
of his father, after a brief illness. 

Erwin arrived shortly tefore the funeral, settled up the estate, but 
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did not go down to Rothensee, as the place there being purchased in his 
mother's name, it was not necessary to do so, neither was the season 
of the year inviting for a trip into the mountains. In the first days 
of her grief his mother seemed as though she could not survive the 
separation from her husband, but upon the whole she consoled herself 
very speedily. Now she had only one person to care for ; and for this 
one she did care unremittingly to the very letter ; she would most have 
liked to tie her son to her apron-strings once more, had it been possi- 
ble to do so without leaving her beloved Rothensee, or taking Erwin 
fi-om his career. The thought of her beloved child some day becom- 
ing president of the courts, like his father, of blessed memory, or else, 
^^wenn es der liebe Herrgott wolle^^ * of seeing him once more, bright- 
ened her life like the star of the wise men of old. 

From this retrospect it is easy to conjecture her horror and the 
series of gradations from mere grief to utter despair her mind under- 
went when Erwin briefly imparted to her his resolution to retire from 
the state service. A lengthy explanation of his motives appeared to 
him superfluous, because he knew his mother had no comprehension 
of his character and mode of thought. 

The political condition of the realm, and the temporary reaction which 
he would now be obliged to serve, it was, that made a longer endur- 
ance appear impossible to him. So soon as the resignation he promptly 
tendered was accepted, he hastened first of all to the Residenz to at- 
tend to correcting the proofs of his politico-social romance, and await 
the results of its appearance — a celebrated North German firm had un- 
dertaken its publication — before settling upon definite plans for his 
future, but the momentous events that were transpiring worked greatly 
to the detriment of his expectations. 

The book appeared, was greeted as an earnest, unusual apparition 
and honored with the most marked attention. Yet this, as all else, was 
soon swallowed up in the burning interest evoked by the increasingly 
precarious state of politics, and the enormous preparations for war, not 
only in Germany, but throughout Europe. 

Erwin, too, found himself impercepdbly drawn into the vortex. He 
entered as an officer into the corps of volunteers equipped by the me- 
tropolis, and forgot all his political views and all his convictions in 
the ardent desire to defend his Fatherland. 

This he was not permitted to do ; the armistice was concluded before 
his division had seen the enemy ; and as his military sword hung now 
as uselessly at his side as formerly his official rapier, he discarded it, as 
he had previously done the latter, as superfluous ; and one day, availing 
himself of the once more unimpeded railway, he left the discordant 
Residenz to hasten down to the peaceful valley where he hoped to pass 
some time in repose, or at least in noiseless activity, trusting to the 

* If the good Lord so willed it 



32 SPHINX. 

future to take up again the now severed threads that he had, before the 
war, spun out in literary circles. 

He felt neither depressed nor discouraged, only in want of perfect 
quiet, and this he hoped to obtain here before entering again upon the 
rugged mountain-path that must lead him to the summit of life. 

And now he was at home. 



CHAPTER III. 

ERWIN SCh6*NBERG AT HOME. 



AFTER Frau von Schonberg had become more tranquil, her first 
question was whether Erwin had not fled from the cholera that 
was now said to be raging at the capital. 

Erwin laughingly responded in the negative. 

« Not the cholera, but the terms of the armistice that was just pro- 
claimed, was what I wanted to avoid.'' 

"You surely had no cause of fear?" she asked, still more anxiously. 

« No ; but I breathed heavily under the threatening paragraphs." 

Frau von Schdnberg mournfully shook her head as she took her seat, 
and drew her son down upon the sofa beside her. 

« I cannot understand you," she said, with a shade of embarrassment. 
"When I think of what a noble, excellent boy you were, so quiet and 
wise, and now you will acknowledge ho law and no fixed rule of con- 
duct. Why, it would never do to let everything go, and when one reads 
the atrocious spy-stories in the daily papers — ^for you must know since 
the war I have commenced having Lotti read the articles aloud to me — 
yes, one must really rejoice that the government has at last had the 
good sense to take matters in hand, otherwise we should all be be- 
trayed." 

"Yes, yes, so things are represented," replied Erwin, with a shrug of 
his shoulders, "but in reality the measures are aimed at quite different 
people than the said spies, and concern chiefly the safety of the gov- 
ernment itself, for it has reason to fear that the dissatisfaction that is 
rife in all portions of the Residenz will finally find vent in something 
more substantial than mere worHs of violence." 

"Dear! oh dear! a revolution :' wailed the old lady. "Only don't 
you mix yourself up in it, Erwin, I entreat you, my child!" 

" Such a thing never occurred to me," laughed the young man, sooth- 
ingly ; " my object is attainable in quite different ways." 

Thus the greatest terror of anxiety, at least, was lifted from the 
mother's heart. 
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*« Na / that makes me easier at once. Oh, it never does to play with 
fire : it is very dangerous ! And besides," she continued, loquaciously, 
" do you know what your father — Heaven bless his memory ! — always 
said oi the revolutionary rabble ? He used to say they ought to be 
hung up and imprisoned, every one of them, because the whole dis- 
turbance is made just on purpose to give those folks a chance to fish 
about in the dark, to their own advantage, who in times of peace are 
too lazy to work. What is it they want ? For my part, I can^t under- 
stand people any more. We used to say, < Every one to his trade,' 
but nowadays hardly anybody troubles himself about his trade, and 
all work is being entrusted to machinery, which is only an invention for 
deceit : that is the reason there is no more good linen or honest stock- 
ings in the world. Instead of working, everybody wants to rule and 
have his say in politics, just as if there were no ministry and no officials 
for that. There can't be any pleasure in being a public officer any 
more, if every outsider must interfere with his opinion." 

« Well, I declare ! that does admirably, dear mother," cried Erwin, 
considerably relieved by the turn the drift of his mother's ideas seemed 
to be taking. « If you are coming yourself to this opinion, my going 
out of office can no longer be as painful to you as your letters made me 
fear. You see the vexations of the position yourself and won't be 
angry with me any more." 

** No ; angrf I am not, Erwin, but grieved : it grieves me constantly. 
You should not have pained me so. Oh, I have wept so much ; and if 
I had not had Lotti to sympathize with me, I believe I should have gone 
hence to my blessed husband. I was so proud of you, and had such 
beautiful plans for your future, and now it's all over. What is there 
for you to become ? What lies before you ? What are you, after all ?" 

" A free, independent man." 

« Is there anything so desirable in freedom and independence ?" per- 
sisted Frau von Schonberg. " It don't give you any position in so- 
ciety to be so. it don't even give you a title : there would be nothing to 
address you with if it were not for your doctor^ which nowadays hasn't 
much of a sound except in reference to medical men. Doctor, that 
perpetual, everlasting doctor, without prospects, without preferment, 
without salary and without uniform ; and that was so becoming to you : 
it made you look like some grand officer. Ah, me !" — here she burst 
into tears — <« I will never see you again in the beautiful coat and the 
splendid sword and belt." 

A sigh escaped Erwin, but it was neither one of pity nor repentance ; 
it was rather one of impatience.' 

" ^y Sr^y coat there and my walking-stick please me just as well," 
said he, with a forced attempt at playfulness ; " anyway, they are far more 
comfortable. As concerns the title, the < doctor' satisfies me, and my 
salary for the whole year was scarcely so much as the profits that have 
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already accrued from my novel, that I wrote in a few months. I earn 
not only more pleasantly, but also more abundantly.'' 

« But that is no sure income," interposed the mother, « and when 
you are old, you will have no pension. When you are ill, you might 
starve, and not a soul would ask after you when I am gone. Too bad, 
too bad ! it breaks my heart to think of it ; and all this, in your youthful 
thoughtlessness, has escaped you. I don't know how I can bear the dis- 
grace." 

" Disgrace, mother ?" asked Erwin, in surprise. 

« Yes, to be sure ! Everybody thinks you were not wanted, that 
your superior officers were dissatisfied with you." 

" Who thinks so ?" demanded Erwin. 

<<Just ask Lotti," his mother with difficulty enunciated through her , 
sobs. 

« Ah ! so Fraulein Lotti has forged this opinion," he replied, spring- 
ing up, whilst the flush of impatience mounted to his cheeks. «< She 
would do well to keep her infallible opinions to herself At all events, I 
can tell her that she is very much mistaken if she thinks to gain over me, 
in this way, an influence that three years ago she strove for in vain ; and 
you, mother," he continued, less sharply, but equally decisively — "you 
should not listen to the insinuations of strangers, and refuse to put faith 
in your own son. What I did was not lightly done, but was the result 
of mature deliberation. I could not confer with any other mortal than 
myself, because only my own existence was in question, and, according 
to my opinion, a man should be independent and energetic enough to 
form his resolutions alone. Of disgrace there can be no suspicions, 
because every one who cares to know can find out that I acted without 
any constraint, and that I can be charged with nothing dishonorable 
during my period of service — not even with a trivial neglect of duty. 
And whoever takes it upon themselves to assert the contrary without 
proof is impelled by pure malice or love of slander.^ If such slander 
assailed me from the lips of a man, I should know how to close those 
lips, but the stinging tongue of a woman I despise."^. 

These energetically-spoken words roused Frau von Schonberg from 
her dejection, and even seemed to inspire her with intense respect for 
her son. She brushed the tears from her eyes, and then tried, in her 
way, to pacify him. 

« You must not take up everything so hot-headedly," cried she. " I 
believe what you say, and did not mean to imply anything else." 

"Then, mother, you should use different words," he interposed — 
" words that do not exaggerate, for I am not accustomed to reducing 
their meaning.^ I have come home with a warm, true heart, mother — a 
heart that longs for sympathy from yours, for interest in my career in life, 
and fervent, understanding love, such as can only be found at home ; and 
instead, you meet me with tears and reproaches, with false judgment 
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and harsh words. This is indeed a painful welcome — more calculated 
to drive me back into the noisy, selfish, calculating world than to make 
my home inviting and beneficial. The soft bed, flowers, well-stocked 
kitchen and cellar alone cannot do so. I long for love and under- 
standing !" "^ 

With anxious heart had the old lady hearkened to her son's words, 
gazing earnestly into his eyes as she did so. She was troubled and up- 
set, but at the same time she felt that her maternal authority was vio- 
lated. Should she no longer dare express her opinion ? And yet he was 
her own child, whom she had brought into the world, tended and raised, 
and to whom she had so often expressed her views, that she could not 
see how he had ever come to oppose her so. She was almost twice as 
old as he ; and should her opinion cease to have any importance in his 
eyes ? should she no longer be allowed to say anything, and must even 
the sorrow of her overflowing heart be suppressed ? He doubted her 
love because she shed tears, and what better proof of love could she 
give than these very tears, that flowed from her disappointed hopes in 
him ? She had not an idea of the egotism of a grief caused solely by 
her own disappointment, and she would have been ready to quarrel 
with any one who attempted to prove to her that she might with as 
much justice consider her vexation at the storm that had flooded away 
the new-mown hay as a proof of affection for the meadow-lands, as to 
proclaim her present fretting a proof of aflection for Erwin. 

She felt wounded and injured, which only tended to work more abun- 
dantly upon the lachrymal glands. 

*< Who loves you in this wide world," cried she, « if I do not — your 
mother ? I will be right, right quiet, and bear everything alone, if it 
breaks my heart. Only be my dear, dear Erwin !" 

She clung about him, and he let her do as she would, but he felt 
grieved, for her very assurances proved anew how vain it was to hope 
for a sensible eflbrt on her part to comprehend his mode of thought. 
What had transpired would always seem like a misfortune to the old 
lady, and the idea of conquering her prejudices never occurred to 
her : she thought only of ceasing her outward lamentations. Now, 
however, her mind reverted to the point that usually lay nearest her 
heart 

<* I will run out into the kitchen," said she, when she got through 
with the last flood of tears ; << Resi shall roast a pair of chickens, for 
you must surely be hungry ; and roast chickens and cucumber salad 
were always your favorites.." 

Erwin made no effort to detain her : he was only too glad that her 
thoughts had flowed into a fresh channel, for he felt a decided aver- 
sion to a further expatiation upon his movements. 

Musingly he leaned back in the corner of the sofa, and ran over in 
thought the events of the day. It seemed to kim as if he had travelled 
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not merely miles, but from one planet to another. There, the confu- 
sion of war, that, like the undulating echoes in the mountains, was long 
in dying away, the burning questions of politics, the stirring of pas- 
sions ; here, the stillness of peace, the idyllic repose of country-life, yet at 
the same time the narrowness and pettiness of interests and aspirations. 
For a moment he regretted having left the metropolis, the focus of po- 
litical life. After all, what was it he sought here ? Tranquillity? That 
must be found from within. Distraction ? That he did not need. Or 
was it an opportunity to collect himself for the commencement of a 
new work, whose tendency had clearly developed itself in his mind dur- 
ing the war? But would this be possible in the society of his mother? 
Would he not be likely to be interrupted and annoyed ten times a day 
by some well-meant word or attention on her part? Well, the thing 
could at least be put to the trial : if it did not succeed, he could easily 
return whence he had come. 

Then involuntarily he thought of the encounters in the hamlet be- 
yond the saw-mill. He thought of merry Painter Bokel, with whom he 
had become acquainted in the Residenz, where often of an evening they 
met in the same beer-saloon in company with other literati and artists ; 
he thought, too, of Franz Steinhacke, his former school-comrade, and 
marvelled over the transformation of the light-hearted, energetic boy 
into the priest ; and in dwelling upon these two, his thoughts were con- 
stantly reverting to the almost daemonic apparition of the bold Amazon, 
also his sometime playmate. He felt a decided drawing to renew the 
acquaintance with the Rothenstein family. He was eager to see the 
girls, that he might discover if they were still as kindly disposed to- 
ward him as the brother, whom recently he had often met in the Resi- 
denz, although merely transitorily. 

He was aroused from his meditations by a curious, croaking sound 
that proceeded from without the Venetian shutters, and that strikingly re- 
sembled the utterances of ravens or parrots after their tongues are cut 

^^EfftpfehP michr * was th^ croaking utterance. 

Erwin started up in half alarm, but was forced to laugh heartily when 
he espied the cause of his momentary i.*Tnght. Peeping through the 
shutters was a plump, smoothly-shaven face : to the possessor alone 
would it have been possible to decide whether the eyes were wholly 
closed, or whether there was a trifling aperture between the lids, with 
their short, almost snow-white lashes. 

«Ah, Doctor Aschenbrenner ! is it really you .f*" cried Erwin, hold- 
ing out his hand. " Come in ! come in !" 

«I must be right off again," was the response that must have been 
clearly audible throughout the house and a hundred steps away. " But 
I am delighted to see you home. Look a little worn down, but the 
mother will soon feed you up. EmpfehV mich, Frau von Schonb^rg," 

* Somewhat similar to " My compliments to you." 
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cried he to the matron, who had been attracted by the tones of his 
voice. Erwin and his mother now joined in insisting upon the doc- 
tor's coming in ; but their entreaties were without avail until Frau von 
Schonberg chanced to hit the mark with the right arrow. 

" You must stay to supper, Herr Doctor," said she. " Roast chickens 
with cucumber-salad, fowls like capons, so large and fat, and yet quite 
young." 

« But gold-brown they must be, gold-brown," eagerly ordered Doctor 
Aschenbrenner ; *< and they must not be roasted over too quick a fire, 
understand ?" 

Thus decoyed, Doctor Aschenbrenner entered, and followed Erwin 
into the sitting-room of the worthy matron, who now bustled out into the 
kitchen to watch over the carrying out of the doctor^s directions. This 
sitting-room had a very homelike appearance, although, or rather be- 
cause, it was finished without any pretensions. A sewing- table stood 
by one window, and above it hung a photograph of Erwin, that the 
mother might always have her darling before her eyes ; near the second 
window was a comfortable divan, with a pretty round marble-topped 
table in front of it, besides a cupboard and a few other articles of fur- 
niture : a painting of Christ on the wall, and two landscapes in ebony 
fiames, completed the furnishing of the room in which Frau von Schon- 
berg passed all the time left from her housekeeping cares. 

Doctor Aschenbrenner threw himself without any ceremony — of 
which, by the way, he was no friend — upon the divan, in which place of 
honor the unusually fleshy man in the threadbare miller's gray coat 
looked, if possible, more shapeless than ever. Now that he had re- 
moved his hat, and the obscurity of the. room permitted him to make 
his little eyes a bit wider open, it could be seen that the curious man, 
with his whitish hair and red eyes that seemed so prone to avoid the 
light; belonged to the Albino class. Not a single feature nor a single 
characteristic betrayed the slightest resemblance to his half-sister Char- 
lotte, who was, besides, at least two decades younger than he. 

« Welcome, welcome to our beautiful mountain home, dear doctor !" 
he said, repeating his greeting in his loudest tones ; and Erwin knew it 
was the worthy man's opinion that this return home must necessarily be 
productive of a long-dispensed-with happiness. The doctor so well 
loved this valley, in which for fifteen years he had fulfilled the duties of 
his profession, that during the lifetime of President von Schonberg hef 
had even declined the position of medical counsellor in order not to be 
compelled to leave his beloved Rothensee. 

Doctor Aschenbrenner, who, besides a poetical vein that he sometimes 
allowed to flow for his own amusement, had a proneness for signs and 
wonders, affirmed that the previous evening, from a singular phenomenon 
about the moon, he knew that some good fortune was about to befall 
Rothensee, which was corroborated by Erwin's arrival. 

4 
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Erwin waived the compliment, saying : 

« The miraculous token doubtless concerned the arrival of the new 
curate." 

Doctor Aschenbrenner shook his head, but this time his thoughts 
failed to find utterance. He never went to church himself^ but he was 
the attending physician of the St. Christoph cloister ; therefore it was 
his wont to maintain a diplomatic reticence upon reh'gious subjects. 

The doctor now made some reference to the news that had been 
yesterday received regarding the conclusion of the treaty of peace, but 
Erwin besought that he might be spared all political discussions at 
present 

, « That will scarcely be possible for you," remarked Doctor Aschen- 
brenner, "especially if you purpose going over to Rothenstein during 
your stay. The young baron is much given to talking politics, and 
Count Salizhofen equally so in the time left over from his courting." 

" To which of the young ladies are his attentions directed ?" asked 
Erwin. « I have heard his name mentioned before to-day, but it did 
not occur to me to inquire what were his objects here." 

<* There you are right— object piuralis^'^ said the doctor, in a guttural 
tone : ** political views and purely human aims. The latter are not quite 
clear to my mind, since neither he nor Fraulein Natalie is blessed with 
this world's goods, and both seem like people who need plenty." 

" So, then, Natalie ?" cried Erwin. "Is it already settled ?" 

" Ay ; what a notion ! Settled ? As if any one could say what was 
settled, what not, in such a girl as that ! She flickers and flutters about 
like a will>o'-the-wisp. She is a chameleon, assuming colors that no one 
can decide upon, and whoever undertakes to mix himself up in her af- 
fairs will be cruelly punished for it." 

" Oho, Herr Doctor, that almost sounds as if you had yourself been 
caught in that most undesirable position," said Erwin, jestingly. 

" Take heed yourself ; the warning is meant for you as much as any 
one," was the evasive reply. 

This remark called forth a smile upon Erwin's lips ; he had no fear 
that the slightest danger threatened him from a girl, especially, whom 
he must consider as half and half the betrothed of another. Besides, 
from the doctor's representation and from his own impressions in the 
morning, he could scarcely view Natalie as one calculated to endanger 
'his peace of mind. For many persons there might lie a charm about 
such a character, but Erwin bore quite a diflferent ideal of genuine wo- 
manliness within his soul. To be sure, many times in lonely moments 
he was brought to admit io himself that he was scarcely likely to en- 
counter in life the original of this ideal for which he yearned, yet he 
cherished it none the less persistently. 

He would have liked to ask what political object the count could be 
pursuing at Rothenstein, but the entrance of his mother prevented. 
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Directly behind her came Resi, with a small-sized mountain of « gold- 
brown " roast chickens, which emitted so appetizing a fragrance that 
the doctor's nostrils extended eagerly, and he expectantly pushed 
forward his plate. His fork he already held in readiness, and his eyes 
were at once busied in studying the precise portion upon which he should 
deem it most desirable to make his meal so soon as the dish was placed 
upon the table. His patience was not even put to the trial of any lengthy 
delay, for Frau von Schonberg at once handed him the dish of sliced 
cucumbers, begging of him to prepare the salad, as he could do. it so 
much better than any one else. 

"Are the cucumbers well salted? and have they been standing at 
least half an hour ?'' asked he. <« And has the water been well drained 
oflF?" 

« They have been pressed between two plates, as you have always 
directed ; you may rest assured of that, Herr Doctor," said Frau von 
Schonberg^ soothingly, as she took her seat without making a sign of 
depriving her neighbor of her own usual place upon the divan, which 
he evinced not the slightest symptoms of evacuating. 

« That is what I like," said he, setting to work to artistically com- 
bine the ingredients. « I can't bear the watery stuff they call salad at 
hotels, and in many private houses, too." 

And now he fell into a comprehensive harangue upon the correct 
preparation of salad from an epicurean, a sanitary and a chemical point 
of view, which lasted precisely so long as did the important business in 
hand ; and then, with all the greater access of vehemence for the brief 
delay, he attacked the good things before him. 

Erwin, too, was ready to do justice (to the meal, but it was as much 
as he could do to prevent his mother keeping his plate loaded up with 
«just this and just thaV^ nice piece. Finally, in despair, the worthy 
matron declared, «< it was not natural that he could' not eat any more." 

« You must certainly be angry still, or else ill," she lamented half in 
tears. 

«No, mother, neither the one nor the other," was his cheerfully 
uttered assurance ; "just you see to your own comfort" 

Frau von Schdnberg was readily persuaded to heed this counsel, 
and was soon engaged vieing with the doctor in the enjoyment of the 
meal. 

Before the hero of the table seemed in the least disposed to rest upon 
his laurels, his energy was brought to a stand-still through the appear- 
ance of the cook. 

" Herr Olschmann is here, and wishes to speak to you, Herr Doctor," 
she announced, and without further ado the doctor commanded the new 
arrival to be brought in. Frau von Schdnberg said not a word ; she 
was accustomed, like the rest of his acquaintances, to the ways of the 
eccentric man. 



40 SPHINX. 

Seeing his mother rise to her feet as the new-comer approached, 
Erwin followed her example. 

He was a sligl^t-built, handsome man of medium size, with light- 
brown hair and moustache, which he wore hanging down on either 
corner of his mouth, and was dressed in neat, almost fastidious ap- 
parel. 

He bowed low before the matron, who presented him at once to Er- 
win as Herr Olschmann, a distinguished agriculturist, who for a year 
and a half had most admirably managed the farming-lands of Baron 
von Rosenau. 

« Your excellent mother is kind enough to be very liberal with her 
praise," said the young man of thirty, whose accents at once marked 
the North German. "The truth is, we might all go to school to her in 
agriculture." 

The flattered matron hastened to make place at table for the new- 
comer, but he courteously declined, saying he had merely stopped in to 
ask the doctor to call over at his house. 

« Is Fxau Olschmann sick, or one of the dear children ?" asked 
Frau von Schonberg whilst the doctor was hastily concluding his meal. 

As Herr Olschmann explained that Albertine, the youngest, merely 
seemed a little feverish, he cried, 

"It won't amount to much ; PU come presently." 

Erwin's mother now eagerly inquired if there was not something she 
could do, something good she could prepare for the " dear little heart," 
and Herr Olschmann had difficulty in declining her ojffers until the doc- 
tor came to his aid. 

"No, no," said he, decisively, "keep your good things to yourself, 
Frau Nachbarin,* or share them with well folks. They'll do your son 
Erwin no harm, for example." 

Hastily wiping his mouth, he drained one more glass of wine, cleared 
his throat, and then, springing up hastily, seized his hat. 

" So, now let us go quickly. I must hurry, or else I won't be home 
in time for supper, and Lotti will be angry and have everything scorched 
to death." 

And before Erwin had time to recover from his astonishment over 
this announcement of a huge appetite, the doctor had croaked bis stere- 
otyped ^^EmpfehP michy^ and was gone. 

• Neighbor. 
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CHAPTER IV 

FRANZ STEINHACKE'S POWER. 

FRAU VON SCHONBERG was delighted the next morning to 
learn that her dear son had slept so well his first night at home. 
To be sure, she had done everything to make him comfortable ; even his 
hair mattress had been taken apart and made over since he last slept 
upon it. Now, she would have liked nothing better than to walk 
proudly to church at his side ; but then there was so much to see to 
about the house, she could not possibly leave. 

She insisted, on the other hand, upon Erwin's not neglecting divine 
service, and as he thought it would be a good opportunity both to see 
the gentry of the place together and to judge of the talents of his old 
schoolmate, the curate, he was not loth to be persuaded. 

Directly in front of the physician's house he encountered Doctor 
Aschenbrenner himself, returning from his first round of professional 
visits, while at the same moment there appeared emerging from the 
bouse door the good man's sister. She was attired after the most rigid 
simplicity, which marvellously heightened her air of severity and old- 
maidish pedantry. . Her hands, cased in a pair of half-gloves, were 
modestly clasped over a huge black prayer-book, upon which lay a 
smoothly-folded cambric handkerchief, which was evidently never des- 
tined for use. 

The brother and sister responded quite differently to Erwin's saluta- 
tion. Whilst Lotti remained excessively cool and reserved^ the doctor 
warmly shook his neighbor's hand, croaking his ^^EmpfehV mich^^ so 
loud that a whole flock of sparrows fluttered away from the hedge in 
alarm. 

«iVtf, sleep good? Glad to hear it," he continued, vivaciously; 
" that comes from having eaten moderately at night. The old pastor 
doubtless did the same ; but he took alarm, and thought he had over- 
done matters at the installation-feast ; the consequences were, restless 
sleep, feverish symptoms. Ordered him a good breakfast and a glass 
of red wine, and took one with him, just to give him an appetite. 
Prasente medico nihil nocet ! Ha ha ! and now things go better ; but 
of course the curate must hold mass. What else is he here for ?" 

« And Herr Olschmann's little girl ?" inquired Erwin, sympathizingly. 

«<Not much the matter — vermes sunt. But the coffee they drink at 
Olschmann's I can't accept. The little housewife does pretty well 
usually, but upon this point she understands nothing. Four-tenths of 
beans to the cup, br-r-r ! I spoke ray mind to her, — ^and the milk, it 
seems to me, is increased in quantity in some way or other, for fear it 
might make them fat Did you ever hear such stuff ? For fear it 

4* 
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might make them fat ! I can't comprehend these North German cha- 
racters ! I believe the youngster fell ill from sheer hunger." 

««I must leave the gentlemen," here interposed Fraulein Lotti, «for 
the last bell will soon ring." 

"Are you not going with your sister?" inquired Erwinof the doctor. 

The latter held up both hands deprecatingly. 

" No place for me, no place for me !" he fairly shouted. "The people 
would put me out the doors, for, whilst offering up supplications for my 
daily bread, I would pray in the same breath that they might all fall ill 
right soon. Yes, you may well laugh. But how comes it that you are 
going to church ? I thought you belonged to the free-thinkers .^" 

"I beg of you not to place me in that category," rejoined Erwin. 
« I believe that whoever truly seeks God can find him in the church as 
elsewhere, and that those attributes there prevailing that are so far re- 
mote from devotion have not their origin in religion. Do not I fre- 
quent the theatre, even when something not thoroughly conformable 
with my taste is being represented? And wherefore should I avoid the 
church as anxiously as a strict churchman avoids the place he believes 
will endanger his soul ? For the thinker, heaven may have lost those 
allurements it held forth in childhood, hell its terrors ; but for that 
very reason every scene where power is sought, every weapon used to 
gain it, increases for him in human interest." 

"iVizy very fine, very fine 1" here interposed Doctor Aschenbrenner, 
growing weary of the, to him, already too lengthy discussion ; adding 
playfully, with a mischievous wink of the eye, "Then you are going 
my sister's way, and will be kind enough to see her to church in my 
place." 

Erwin's "A/ir/ Vergniigen^^"^ was here drowned by the croaking 
i^Empfehr mich^^^ but Lotti had heard it, and her frigid reserve thawed 
at once before the friendly words. He did not offer her his arm, to be 
sure ; but then that would only have been proper between betrothed, 
and thus far they had hardly progressed. Would they ever be so far ? was 
her innermost query. Meanwhile, they were walking along side by 
side, and the people who saw them must at least presume a certain in- 
timacy. Lotti most devoutly hoped they would reach church in time 
to be observed by the R6theustein ladies, of whom she and her com- 
panion were just now conversing. 

Erwin spoke of having seen Natalie, and remarked that she must be 
very independent and courageous to ride as she did about the country 
alone. 

" Yes, independent — very independent, if we give it that name," re- 
plied Fraulein Lotti, pertly. " Baronesse f Natalie has proved herself 
quite able to rely upon herself, and that pleases you gentlemen," she 
sidded, sharply. "You call it originality, but I find such behavior 

* With pleasure. ' t The title for an unmarried baroness. 
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very — remarkable, and have never raved about emancipation, for my 
ideal is domesticity and womanly dignity." 

«You rank Natalie amongst the emancipated?" inquired Erwin, 
meditatively. "What does she do, then, to merit this designation? 
Surely a mere pleasure ride without an escort does not justify such an 
opinion." 

The Fraulein's rather long nose seemed to assume a still sharper point, 
and her lips grew thinner as she fully comprehended the opposition. 
With one stroke she thought to bring forward an incontrovertible 
proof. 

"Well, if you will have more," she said, tartly, "she openly acknow- 
ledges that she has read the <Ritter von Geiste' and the <Zauberer von 
Rom.' " 

"And why should she not?" cried Erwin, feeling vexed, he could 
scarcely tell why. "Gutzkow pleases me far better than Thomas \ 
Kempis, or any other of your guides to heaven. It is the misery of 
our system of education that girls often do not even know the names 
of our best German authors, and on the other hand conscientiously 
wade through the entire »Tauchnitz edition.* *She reads French and 
£ngHsh novels in the original,' seems to be the talisman, the ne plus 
ultra^ of our present method of education. Therefore the lack of true 
cultivation, therefore the lack of active national feeling, amongst Ger- 
mans, therefore the miserable position of German authors, who, just as 
well as Roman and Sclavonian authors, write for their whole nation, 
and of whom the greater part are never read because — well, yes, be- 
cause everybody can read them without any especial so-called cultiva- 
tion. The Italian Opera and French frivolities— even such as an Of- 
fenbach Opera Buffo — may be listened to by the most carefully nur- 
tured maiden ; but Schiller's ♦ Robbers ' she must not touch. Yes, truly, 
I am ready to agree with Doctor Aschenbrenner in favor of the natural 
as opposed to the garbled over- refinement that palms itself off under 
the cloak of aesthetics. To the pure all things are pure." 

Fraulein Lotti, without hazarding a reply, quickened her steps, which 
she appeared to be measuring with her downcast eye. Erwin was con- 
scious at once of having^ done wrong to express himself with so much 
zeal in the presence of such an auditor, particularly as his outburst 
might be attributed to personal dissatisfaction with his own literary suc- 
cess. Even if he were not misunderstood, of what earthly avail was it 
to speak such words to Fraulein Lotti ? What had possessed him to 
express his views to her? He felt vexed with his tongue, with his 
temperament, his want of caution, and held his peace. 

He took but little pains to return the greetings of the old acquaintances 
he encountered at the church-door. He was dissatisfied with himself for 
having allowed his present companion to be forced upon his escort, es- 
pecially when he noted the inquisitive glances bestowed upon them. He 
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was provoked at having started for church at all. What did he care for 
the curate's entrance sermon ? 

It was already too late for an interchange of greetings with the baron's 
femily, for the two Rothenstein carriages were being driven away empty 
to the barnyard of the adjacent agricultural lands, where they were 
always put up. He would then be obliged to remain during service in 
the church or its vicinity if he would not miss seeing them drive 
away; and that seemed like an unpleasant constraint. For a moment 
he felt half inclined to turn away, and later in the day go directly from 
home to the castle ; but immediately he accused himself of being un- 
reasonable. Suppose he had allowed himself to be carried away, his 
utterances had not robbed him of a single thought ; and it was im- 
material to him, after all, what people like Lotti Aschenbrenner thought 
of him. 

That she did not think well of him was evident; for she barely 
thanked him, with a stiff inclination of the head, and at once advanced 
to her seat, whilst Erwin, on his part, dropped down in an obscure seat 
near the doorway. The curate was just ascending the pulpit, but, not- 
withstanding that, Erwin*s gaze hastily scanned the gallery, where there 
had been established an oratory for the especial use of the baronial 
fcimily, in the vicinity of the altar. 

First of all, he descried the brave horsewoman of the previous day — 
Natalie. 

Her half-short, golden hair streamed out from under the charming 
little hat she wore, in apparently disarranged locks, encompassing the 
back of her head and her slender neck in coquettish confusion ; her eyes 
flashed around the church, and her delicate rosy lips were parted in 
frequent smiles, displaying the white teeth, and moved, too, in evidently 
mocking whispers, which were received by the kneeler at her side — ^a 
pretty brunette, an entire stranger to Erwin — with reproving glances, yet 
at the same time with an involuntary burying of the face in the hand- 
kerchief to suppress the rising laughter. Now Natalie turned haughtily 
to an elegant, pale-faced young man behind her, whom Erwin at once 
recognized as Count Salizhofen, and exchanged a few words with him, 
which, however, she cut abruptly short as the curate, with the intro- 
ductory, " In the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Ghost," 
began to read from the Gospel according to St. Matthew, " No man 
can serve two masters." 

There was depicted now in the girl's features a certain attentiyeness, 
which nevertheless seemed rather bestowed upon the speaker than upon 
the words he was uttering ; and Erwin was confident he could correctly 
surmise the thoughts passing through this little head. She was nneasur- 
ing the priest as she might have done a new ball acquaintance. Was 
she perhaps comparing him with Bonaventura, the bishop of Robil- 
lante, the mesmerist, the pope of the future ? he asked himself, and in- 
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voluntarily his thoughts reverted to Lotti Aschenbrenner*s remarks 
about the " Zauberer von Rom." 

Then he pursued further his scrutiny of the "reh'gious proscenium- 
box," as he styled the oratory to himself. At Natalie's right sat her 
father, blond, slenderly formed, petite^ not without certain reminiscences 
of the daughter in his features, yet at the same time displaying a 
marked air of timid reserve. Erwin asked himself for what purpose the \ 

stone-deaf baron could possibly attend a sermon ; was it through sheer 
piety, or was it for that example's sake by means of which folks are so 
fond of investing themselves with dignity in their own eyes ? 

Behind him stood £mil, his eldest son, a tall, manly form, with 
straight, fair hair, and sufficient growth of beard to partially conceal the 
rather homely features. 

There was also Albin, who closely resembled his elder brother, -* 

although he could not yet boast of either his height or beard, and who 
still remained under the supervision of a hofmeister.* This enviable 
position — so conjectured Erwin, upon whose ear fell unheeded mean- 
while the words of his old school-comrade — was held by the young man 
of medium stature and slender form, who could scarcely have attained 
his majority, who had a pair of eye-glasses stuck foppishly upon his 
nose, wore his hair brushed back rather artistically, and whose beard 
was just beginning to sprout. 

Baronin Rosenau and Painter Bokel were not of the number, but 
there knelt in front, a Httie to one side of the unknown maiden, yet 
another young lady ; and upon a stricter scrutiny of the fresh, lovely 
blonde, with the great eyes devotionally upturned, evidendy wholly ab- 
sorbed in the divine message, Erwin concluded that this must be 
Natalie's two-year younger sister, the "little Helene" of the old 
times. Little she could no longer be called, for, although only her * 

head and shoulders were visible, Erwin fancied he could not be wrong 
in his supposition that Helene was taller and more vigorously built 
than her sister. She resembled rather her brothers, whilst Natalie,, not- 
only in stature and in the color of her hair, but also in the contour of 
her features, markedly differed from the rest. 

« Ye cannot serve God and mammon !" the preacher said, in con- 
clusion of one division of his discourse, and involuntarily Erwin's eyes 
sought the pulpit. By the fixed attention of the congregation he saw 
how completely the orator possessed the power of grasping the h^rts 
of his auditors. This was no wild, boisterous shower of language | 

hurled impetuously forth upon the shrinking ear, but rather the melo- 
dious rustling of a calmly-flowii^g stream that cradled him soothingly in 
dreams, where memory was permitted to lave itself in visions of the 
past. His youth, the days at Rothenstein, the merry intercourse with 
the children, all passed before him in panoramic succession. Now he 

* Tutor. 
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thought of the old schoolmate, the light-hearted son of one of the pro- 
fessors, who had always displayed great predilection for the quiet, rather 
spoiled Erwin, and who, being of straitened means, was glad to accept 
gifts from the friend's liberal supply of pocket-money in exchange for 
aid in all difficult tasks. 

And little Franz Steinhacke was now yon tall, grave man in the pul- 
pit, whose discourse he had himself come hither on purpose to hear! 
It seemed like some fiction ; besides, he had until now heard not a 
single word. He determined to listen attentively as, after a brief pause, 
the young priest began anew. 

Ere long Erwin felt constrained to admit that the man possessed a 
power of speech such as he had seldom heard. The unusually melo- 
dious voice lost nothing even by the manifold modulations its owner 
had at his command, never once degenerating into that mad ranting 
and howling one so often hears in the pulpit, and which would be far 
more in keeping with a war-shout than with the utterance of the << mes- 
sage of love." In a similar manner the speaker avoided all theatrical 
display. He spoke mildly and gently, yet the effect produced was soul- 
stirring and exalting ; both tone and words were an outpouring of his 
innermost being. There was nothing overwrought, nothing unnatural, 
and at the same time nothing common or trivial. And with these ex- 
ternal attributes corresponded the main essentials, the spirit and pur- 
port of his discourse. Erwin was in the highest degree agreeably sur- 
prised. He had there before him a genuine priest of love, no narrow 
zealot ; and it pained him to think how reserved he had been the day 
previous with his old school-comrade, merely because he wore the 
priestly garb. 

"I am no better than the rest," he thought, reproachfully, "for I 
judge, as they, by the outer garment." 

Deeply moved by the reflection thus awakened within him, he heark- 
ened with eager intensity to the concluding words that were now falling 
from the orator's trembling lips : 

« In the love with which ye encompass your brethren ye serve God, 
but mammon in the vain contention and worthless strife with which, for 
a momentary advantage, ye crush the priceless jewel of your souls : love 
for your fellow-beings alone brings peace, quietude and happiness, and 
what strife signifies, you and our poor sorely-tried realm have recently 
experienced. Thank Heaven that peace reigns once more ! Let there 
be, however, peace amongst yourselves ; quarrel with no one for enter- 
taining a different opinion from your own or for displaying faults, for 
no one is faultless, nor are the greatest thoughts free from error, no, not 
even the statutes of the Church. Peter the Rock three times denied 
his Master, and Christ the Lord twice prayed his Father to let the 
cup pass, which was nevertheless decreed to be drained to the bitter 
dregs. What else finally moved him to accept it than Eternal Love ? 
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Serve, therefore, not with Judas — mammon, but with the Saviour — God, 
in whose house are many mansions where are places prepared for alL" 

Erwin could scarcely credit his own ears. 

A priest who admitted that error could possibly exist in the Church, 
citing for example the Founder as well as the apostle whose fisher- 
man's ring is supposed to emit such marvellous flashes of power ! A 
priest who preaches atonement for those holding different opii^ions, who 
lovingly proffers heaven to all men, and only laments over strife and 
mammon-service, without any thunders of excommunication ! 

He could only compare it to an idyl amidst a battle-field. What 
could he be who uttered such words ? — ^a hypocrite or a fanatic ? Surely 
only such could dream of love and peace amidst the embittered struggle 
for existence, where the opinions and interests of individuals as well as 
of parties were brought to clash with such desperate violence. He was 
a fanatic: Erwin clung to that; a hypocrite would have misused the 
euphonious, moving exordium through sophistry in the peroration. But 
the curate concluded with love ; before it could be transformed into 
hatred, the sermon was at an end. 

How unusual this appeared was displayed by the deeply-moved congre- 
gation, who were accustomed to thundering peals of accusations, threats 
of everlasting punishment, reproaches and anathematizings. Aston- 
ished, questioning glances were exchanged ; an excited murmur of ap- 
plause ran through the church, as though a great weight of care had 
been rolled from many a heart. Yes, even the gay, prattling girl up 
yonder in the oratory knelt, silently communing with herself; and the 
diamond glitter which Erwin saw, what else could it be than a tear lit 
up by a ray of sunshine breaking in from the opposite window.^ It 
struck him as singular that Natalie could weep, her sister kneeling 
there beside her bad her face illumined with so peaceful a smile. What 
difference of temperament in the two ! 

Musingly, his gaze wandered through the church, in which there was 
a universal clearing of throats, coughing, sighing and changing of posi- 
tions, preparatory to settling down once more to profit by the brief pause 
for silent devotion before the beginning of mass. There was Lotti 
Aschenbrenner bowed resolutely over her prayer-book, as if she were 
determined not to grant herself the most trivial respite in the house of 
God. But just at this moment she uplifted her eyes, and upon what 
was it she bestowed so severe and reproachful a glance yonder in. the 
oratory, as though she had there scented out a crime against propriety 
and morals ? Erwin followed the direction of her glances. Natalie 
bad leaned over and whispered a few words to the hofmeister, and now 
she giggled nearly out loud, so that her sister had to hold up her prayer- 
book to hide her own confusion. Unmistakable derision lay in the 
glance with which the indignant one of the doctor's sister was met. 

M Incomprehensible being 1'* thought Erwin; *< strange mingling of 
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superficiality with swiftly-blending moods and strong impulses ! This 
lack of repose, this changefulness ; but now in tears, now laughter 
again ; mockery and emotion in one and the same sack, as they say 
of children, and yet there is nothing actually childlike about her." He 
felt himself nonplussed ; nevertheless his eyes would wander up there 
over and over again — " simply to investigate this interesting psycholog- 
ical problem," he. thought as he once detected himself in the act 

Divine service was over, the congregation streaming out of the 
church. Erwin stood just outside the door: as Fraulein Lotti passed 
him, curiously enough, her prayer-book fell from her hands, so that 
he could not very well avoid stooping to pick it up. Whether a con- 
ciliatory spirit had entered into her during the sermon, or whether she 
was in hopes of regaining his escort, she thanked him very pleasantly, 
even condescending a few remarks concerning the new curate. 

« He always was an excellent fellow," was Erwin's rejoinder, thus 
unintentionally betraying a previous acquaintance with Franz Steinhacke. 
This caused further questioning upon her side, which he was content 
to answer, until all at once he perceived the Rothenstein party emerg- 
ing from the sacristy door and moving towards the farmyard. 

He had taken it for granted they would have to pass him, but now 
for the first time it occurred to him that the carriages had not driven 
up in front as they used to do. Either new customs had been intro- 
duced in the course of time, or it might be merely an arrangement for 
this day. Fraulein Lotti followed the direction of his glances, and 
made use of the opportunity for a sally upon people who " take the 
liberty of thinking they can act as they please," " outrageous devotional 
interruptions," " strong-minded behavior," and other improprieties, but 
it was all lost upon Erwin. 

« Please excuse me, mein Fraulein," said he as he bowed himself 
abruptly away, leaving the amazed Lotti, her lips white with rage, to 
find her way home alone, as she had lingered so long in conversation 
with him that all her friends had gone on in advance. 

, With long strides, Erwin crossed the " Platz," and reached the gate 
of the farm courtyard just as Baron Emil, with his younger brother 
and his hofmeister, was about following the ladies, who had already 
crossed the threshold. 

The grieeting between the two early friends was a hearty one. Emil 
said he had proposed hunting Erwin up, as Painter Bokel had already 
announced his arrival. Erwin shook hands warmly with Albin, who 
seemed disposed to hang back a little, but responded rather coolly on 
being introduced to the hofmeister, whom Emil called " Kern," and 
who struck him upon this nearer approach as being nothing but an 
arrogant school- boy. 

" You have just come in good time for the chase," exclaimed Baron 
Emil, «< I am bound to clear the entire upper hunting district. Your 
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arrival is also very opportune for the political campaign : of course you 
belong to our side ? After the shameful results of the late military 
campaign, it is time for decisive action. Salizhofen is of the same 
opinion too." 

He seemed inclined to expatiate farther, but Erwin, thinking they 
could fiod hereafter more fitting opportunities, interrupted by inquiring 
if he might take the liberty of paying his respects to Baron Rosenau 
and the ladies. 

«< To be sure ! to be sure ! They have already been rejoicing over 
'your arrival. Come in with me at once." 

« But will it not be an intrusion upon strangers ?" hesitated Erwin. 

« That*s nothing : they are charming people ; you shall become 
acquainted with them without delay. We always chat a while at 
Olschmann's on Sunday after mass, while the horses are being har- 
nessed up. We often come into contact with them at other times 
besides. Herr Olschmann is from the Rhine, and his brother was an 
officer in the enemy's army, but upon the whole he is himself a pretty 
good Austrian, and liberal to the core." 

Erwin stated that he had already made Herr Olschmann's acquaint- 
ance, and was therefore more easily persuaded to enter the comfortable 
though not large sitting-room where all were assembled, chatting so 
merrily that even the canary birds in the window-aviary were incited to 
more- than their habitual efforts. 

Baron Rosenau, who was standing near the door, first spied the new- 
comer, and came eagerly forward to shake his hand, bid him welcome 
and inquire the latest ^ews from the Residenz, particularly whether 
the gradual return of the fugitive families was beginning to be noticed. 

Erwin was obliged to put his lips close to the baron's ear, and shriek 
oat his reply that in the universal tumult their absence had been 
scarcely noticed. Farther than this the dialogue did not extend, for 
the young baron, taking Erwin by the hand, now presented him to the 
agriculturist's wife, a pretty little black-haired woman, with kindly dark 
eyes that were spoiled by a certain redness, as though from weeping. 
She held by the hand a little three-year-old maiden, whose eyes bore 
the same inflamed appearance, whilst Natalie was playfully fondling 
the Httle one, a year younger, who looked very sickly, notwithstanding 
Doctor Aschenbrenner's assertion to the contrary. 

Handing over the child to the brunette companion, to whom Erwin 
was not presented, she held out her small, almost too slender, ungloved 
hand without further ceremony. 

»* Good-day, Doctor Schonberg!" said she ; and there was a strong 
vein of raillery in her tones. « It never for an instant occurred to me 
that one of the valiant knights of yesterday was an old acquaintance 
of my own, and at the same time so devout an adorer of Miss Grille * 

^ Miss Cricket. 
5 D 
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that her chirping at the church door quite made him lose sight of old 
friends." 

Pleasantly as Erwin was affected by this frank cordiality, he felt 
nevertheless at a loss for an answer, not fully comprehending the sig- 
nificance of her words ; besides, what he had heard concerning her rela- 
tions with Count Salizhofen, who was present a few steps distant con- 
versing with the younger sister, contributed largely to his restraint 

He bowed with stately formality, barely touched the little hand that 
had grasped his so warmly, and murmured something about the great 
changes wrought by time. He had failed himself to recognize << Bar- 
onesse Natalie." It was no wonder, after all these years, that she 
should cease to recall his features. 

Perhaps he might -have continued further in the same strain, but 
Natalie plainly showed that she was hurt by his manner ; the playful, 
merry expression of friendly regard was at once changed to one of cold 
indifference, and the delicate lips were wreathed with a something 
strangely akin to scorn as, turning with an almost rude brusqueness 
from Erwin, she -engaged Herr Olschmann in a lively, playful conver- 
sation. 

Too late it occurred to Erwin that by Miss Grille was doubtless 
meant Lotti Aschenbrenner, to whom the name was excessively apro- 
pos, and that Natalie must have seen him at the church door and mis- 
comprehended his abstraction. He felt provoked that he had not re- 
plied in the same gay, unconstrained tone, and upbraided himself for 
being such an incarnate Philistine, who had grown too clumsy for even 
the most insignificant intercourse in polite circles. 

Now he approached Helene, observing, as he drew near the tall, 
graceful form, how splendidly the rather insignificant child of the old 
days had developed. Her complexion was perhaps not so exquisitely 
delicate and transparent as Natalie's, yet it was fresh and clear, and 
the healthful glow upon the cheeks deepened a few shades at Erwin's 
greeting. This time it was he who offered the hand in frank uncon- 
straint, and retained the one placed within it longer than was perhaps 
needful in his warm pressure. A feeling of satisfaction came over 
him in the presence of these true-hearted, hazel eyes, veiled a trifle 
with embarrassment though they were, as though he had found again a 
good old comrade. 

He reminded her of years gone by, and replied to her inquiries about 
all that had since befallen him, meanwhile exchanging a formal 
salutation with Count Salizhofen. Erwin could not explain to himself 
why it was he viewed this man almqst in the light of an opponent. 
He knew nothing disadvantageous concerning him, but there was as 
instinctive a power of repulsion between the two men as between the 
poles of a magnet. The count was a handsome, slenderly-built man 
of about thirty years of age, whose pale face at times impressed one 
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with the suspicion that there was a certain refined cruelty in his character^ 
but who, upon the whole, with his dark, almost black, carefully-arranged 
hair, and light, luxuriant beard, which only left the full, rounded chin 
uncovered, might be considered interesting-looking, especially by ladies. 
He now left the ground free to the new-comer, and himself approached 
Natalie. Involuntarily, Erwin's gaze followed him, and he could not 
but note how little inclined Natalie seemed to allow herself to be in- 
terrupted in her chat with Olschmann, who had roused up to extreme 
gayety, and had eyes for none other in the room than his companion. 
She treated the count with the same nonchalance she had previously 
bestowed upon Erwin, and received his announcement that he must 
now set out upon a necessary tour of political calls with the bantering 
remark that he must take heed not to glide down upon his knees by the 
way. 

«»And pray do not bow too low before the worthy Frau Biirgermeis- 
terin and our Sir FalstafF Backermeister ♦ when you hold out your hat 
for alms in the shape of votes, count," she laughed; "and remember, 
you have my full approbation to engage the Fraulein Tochter of our 
Rothensee Vulcan for the first dance at the next church festival." 

"You ought rather to pity me," he expostulated, reproachfully, "for 
being compelled to mix myself up with the canaille*'* 

" Who compels you ?" asked Natalie, sharply. « Free choice — your 
own inclination." 

She paid no further heed to him, and, muttering something about 
« Politik^'' he withdrew. 

Erwin could not avoid overhearing the brief colloquy, and he was re- 
joiced at the sharp cuts this singular being, who was now laughing 
merrily as ever, had inflicted upon the count, whilst at the same time 
he felt highly indignant over the latter's contemptuous designation of 
good, honest people, whom he nevertheless did not deem it beneath his 
aristocratic dignity to visit in quest of patronage and support. 

If the count were Natalie's betrothed, some peculiar circumstance 
had brought the girl to yield her consent ; the compact was not sealed 
by love on her side. So much was clear to Erwin. 

Meanwhile these reflections had not interrupted his conversation with 
Helene. They had fallen at once into a social, pleasant intercourse, 
which even lost nothing of its freedom from restraint when Helene, 
flushing up once more, acknowledged to the much-fiattered author that 
she had read with interest all his works, even the last romance. 

"Is it possible that it could interest you ?" he asked, in unaffected 
surprise. " Well, its tendency is chiefly a social and political one," he 
added, explanatorily, as he observed the questioning glance she turned 
upon him. 

« And do you think we girls care only for sweetmeats ?" she replied, 

* Master Baker. 
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with an earnest smile, that so well became her lovely, full lips. « Does 
not that partake of the masculine arrogance that is too apt to look con- 
temptuously down upon our sex ?" 

« You may be right, Helene," he admitted, forgetting to add the cus- 
tomary title. " We are a set of ill-favored frogs, puffed up with our 
own conceit. Let me acknowledge my fault and beg your forgiveness." 

He took her hand sportively, and without withdrawing it she said ; 

« And do you forget the interest a book must have for us when we 
are personally acquainted with the author, who seems, on that account, 
to be addressing us as he would in a letter 1 Mamma says one is anxious 
to know the mode of thought of the friend whom one has not seen for 
long years." 

"Why merely mamma? Do not you entertain similar sentiments?" 
he asked, quizzically, as he gave a friendly look, without awaiting an an- 
swer, into the eyes that drooped before his gaze. 

One equipage had already driven up before the door, and Baron Emil 
now cut short all further parley. 

"So, then, how shall we arrange it ?" he called out. "Suppose papa 
drives on with you two and Kern ; Albin can sit on the box. In my 
basket chaise there is room for two besides myself. You, Olschmann, 
can harness up, and bring over Count Salizhofen when he gets back. 
I will take Erwin and Doctor Aschenbrenner along with me." 

"Very good," remarked Natalie, gayly. "I invite Raven Never- 
more to dinner, as an especial incentive to appetite." 

This time Erwin comprehended forthwith that the curious epithet 
applied not to himself, but to Doctor Aschenbrenner. Thinking how 
the girl had ready her little talons to pounce upon every one, he turned 
to Baron Emil with an apology. His mother counted upon having him 
dine at home, he said, therefore they must excuse him. 

Neither the young baron nor his father, who was called into the 
council, would listen to a denial. Helene, too, added her word of en- 
treaty, reminding him how pleased her mother, who had been detained 
at home through indisposition, would be to see him. Natalie uttered 
not a word, as though it were all a matter of supreme indifference to 
her. She was now bestowing her whole attention upon, the children. 
Erwin gradually yielded, upon condition that he might first go home and 
notify his mother; Olschmann said he would take him over in his car- 
riage, whilst Emil could wait for Count Salizhofen and Doctor Aschen- 
brenner. 

It was a careworn, anxious look that Frau Olschmann now bestowed 
upon her husband, as she asked in a playhouse whisper if he really 
meant to leave her alone with her sick child. He grew very red, 
whether from anger or embarrassment it was hard to tell, and had evi- 
dently a sharp retort at his tongue's end, which was restrained on ac- 
count of the presence of the guests. 
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The ladies now took leave of Frau Olschmann amidst that lady's 
regrets and deprecations that no one besides Albin and his hofmeister 
had partaken of the delicacies she had placed upon the table expressly 
for the visit 

The young girl whom Erwin had failed to recognize took her leave 
at the same time, and started across the " Platz " to the parsonage. 

« I will leave the doctor to Olschmann,'' £mil suddenly called after 
her, «» and come for you in the course of half an hour." 

Without stopping, she turned her head and nodded her thanks. 

« Ah, I knew Emil would not be so ungallant as to forget Kurtine," 
fell banteringly from Natalie's lips as she sprang lithely into the car- 
riage. «* When you fetch her home from Soffitte, you may as well bring 
the new curate along ; that would be nothing more than common polite- 
ness." 

<« You are right : I will go over and see about it at once," he re- 
plied, setting forth without delay for the parsonage. 

Then the carriage drove off. 

« Kurtine, Soffitte !" What curious epithets were those ! or could 
they be names ? Were Natalie's lips for ever busied with such allu- 
sions ? Erwin did not feel quite sure of the impression made upon him. 
For the first time he wished for Lotti Aschenbrenner's, or Miss Grille's, 
« clearness about everything." 

He declined Herr Olschmann's invitation to drive him over, saying 
he preferred making the short distance home and thence to the castle 
on foot. He felt the need of motion,' and really would enjoy the walk 
across the fields and meadows. 

So it was decided as he wished. 



CHAPTER V. 

OUR HERO DINES AT THE CASTLE. 



SCHLOSS ROTHENSTEIN is situated at the head of the western 
opening of. the valley, where the Rotha, as it breaks forth from the 
mountains, is reinforced by the waters of an affluent stream (the Rinz) 
flowing in from the south ; and thus is formed a lovely side valley, 
bursting most unexpectedly upon the eye at this point, where lies, about 
a mile above here, the cloister of St. Christoph, with the pilgrim's 
chapel belonging to it 

The structure merits the name of castle rather from its commanding 
position upon a rising slope than because of anything especially grand / i 

or magnificent in its style of architecture. Somewhere in the early / 

part of the last century it derived its title from the ancient castle, which ^^l 

6* 
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now, as a picturesque ruin, looks greetingly down upon the park from a 
fir-crowned rocky prominence. 

For the space of a century and a half the most indispensable repairs 
alone had been bestowed upon the new building. In the course of 
this time, Rothenstein had been handed down to the fourth generation, 
and being a rather inconsiderable entailed estate, with income pretty 
well clogged, none of the owners had really been able to lay out more 
upon the castle than was absolutely needful to preserve it from decay. 
The farm out-houses that lay back of it might almost be said to be in 
better repair, and certainly Nature had been largely instrumental in 
beautifying the park extending sidewards from the castle toward the 
mountain declivity and ravine. 

Erwin, who was now passing through the open gate into the courtyard, 
around whose limited space were strewn all manner of agricultural con- 
trivances and implements, smiled involuntarily as he recalled how, years 
ago, Rothenstein had seemed to him the proudest, grandest place upon 
earth. Since those days it had lost its awe-imposing power over him ; 
and yet in the dim twilight of memory it had retained a magic charm, 
like the scenery of a fairy-tale. There had been here enacted a fairy- 
tale, too— that of his youth. And where was it now } For ever flown ! 
The prince had developed into a retired civil officer and rising man of 
letters, who devised romances, but no longer lived through them ; the 
elves, fairies or princesses, into two well-grown, marriageable frauleins, 
one of them, perhaps, already an affianced bride. 

Was she really so .? The question would rise up within him. Where- 
fore ? What did it concern him ? It was a matter of utter indiffer- 
ence to him, of course ; and yet he would gladly have known. 

« Only do not lose your heart !" had been the half-playful, half- 
serious warning of his mother, who had most unwillingly consented to 
sit down alone to her carefully- prepared dinner. The good old lady ! 
Did she really think a young man could not come into ladies' so- 
ciety without losing his heart } Perhaps at one time this might have 
been the case, but at the present day man's brain was distracted with 
too many serious questions to admit of his occupying himself much 
with such trifling nonsense. Fall in love, forsooth ! Well, after all, 
why not? Helene was a dear, beautiful, good and, apparently sensible 
girl ; but he experienced none of those anxious heart-throbs, those fiery 
thrills in her presence he could so thoroughly and convincingly por- 
tray in his novels ; on the contrary, he felt free and unconstrained with 
her, as the friend of his childhood. And Natalie ? Well, she was be- 
trothed ; that is, if— and if not, she was diametrically opposite to his 
ideal — too Proteus-like, not clear or reliable enough, too little of the ele- 
giac type. 

« I must come to your rescue and break the spell of petrifaction," 
broke startlingly upon his ear from a voice behind him. 
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In truth he had been, standing motionless, gazing earnestly up at the 
castle, completely lost in thought, with his hands crossed behind his 
back. Simultaneously with the words he had felt something glide into 
the one open hand, and quickly turning about, he faced Natalie, who 
had just conle from the garden, and was amusing herself by dropping 
little pebbles into his hand. The jest deddedly struck his sense of the 
comical, and completely dissipated his reserve of the morning. All 
that he was inwardly resolved to view in the light of reproach suddenly 
served to act as a charm. The beauty of the girl in itself might have 
sufficed to prove a powerful attraction. How well the light, elegant 
robe, with its alternate stripes of white and light green, became the 
delicate complexion, the confusion of golden locks ! And did not these 
great eyes seem fairly to emit flashes of wit and roguery ? 

« Since jthese pebbles have wrought the designed miracle," cried he, 
assuming her own tone of sportive raillery, « I dare not preserve them 
as mementoes of this hour. What remains, then, for me but to cast 
them, like a second Deucalion, over my shoulder, that they may become 
reasonable human beings ?" 

«* As such they might be useful to us— of people, you will find enough 
at table," she observed. 

He gave the pebbles a toss, and the whole handful came showering 
down upon the head of the old spaniel who lay peacefully dreaming in 
the sunshine, and who now with a howl sprang up and took to flight. 
As he chimed in, not without a tinge of embarrassment, with Natalie's 
merry peals of laughter, Erwin scarcely perceived that one of the peb- 
bles still clung between his fingers and remained there as the hand ab- 
sently sought the pocket. Was it mere chance ? 

« There ! you see what takes place when one seeks to transform stones 
into human beings," said he. ' 

*<One makes enemies of dogs," she concluded. 

« Dear is thoroughly out of humor with me, I suppose." 

«*Ah ! you know Dear? You still remember some one in the house ? 
Strange ! I fancied we were all forgotten, and that you only communed 
with the creatures of your own imagination since you ranked yourself 
amongst the poets." 

Erwin defended himself from the reproach, that, unmerited as it was, 
did him more good than he cared to show, and whilst so doing pro- 
ceeded toward the house at Natalie's side. She ran lightly before him 
up the broad stairs, then ushered him into the grand saloon, from which 
a folding door led to the balcony, and whose elegant, comfortable ap- 
pearance was in striking contrast with the exterior of the castle. 

All the other invited guests were already assembled, and Erwin ad 
vanced at, once to the sofa, where the baroness sat talking with the 
young curate, whilst close at hand Doctor Aschenbrenner was croakint; 
into the ear of the cheerfully listening baron a learned harangue. 
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The baroness was a grand, noble-looking woman, who bore the im- 
press of matured thought upon her perhaps too lofty brow, as well as 
that of suffering in the almost masculine features of her pale face. 
Scarcely half through the forties, she appeared, on account of this ex- 
pression and of the calm equilibrium of her demeanor, nearly as old as 
the husband, who was at least ten years her senior ; and this effect was 
heightened by the silver threads that already began to streak the glossy 
brown hair. One could see that sorrows had not been spared her, even 
though she never let fall a word concerning them. She had had several 
children, some of whom had died young, and thus the difference be- 
tween ^mil, who was five-and-twenty, and Natalie, who numbered twenty 
years, and the four years between Helene and Albin. These losses had 
caused her much grief^ and the rapidly-increasing ear malady of her 
husband was also the occasion of deep sorrow. 

She had always been to Erwin a loving patron, treating him as ten- 
derly as if he were one of her own children. The welcome she now 
accorded him was particularly friendly, although naturally the old fa- 
miliarity had lost somewhat through these long years of separation. 
The baroness saw in him no longer the ambitiously-aspiring youth in 
need of kindly encouragement, but rather awarded to him the esteem 
due an independent man, who has not dallied in grasping his own des- 
tiny with energetic hand. On his part, he listened with reverential at- 
tention to her words, that were, as ever, replete with delicacy of feel- 
ing and depth of understanding. He could not help sighing when he 
compared this woman with his mother ; not as though he were ashamed 
of the latter, but because she was only his mother in the flesh, whilst 
the baroness was his true spiritual mother, having exercised a great in- 
fluence over his education, even though she had never seemed directly 
to control it, that not being her way. 

*< I believe you did right, Erwin," she remarked, in the course of the 
conversation, "in making yourself free. Understand me aright. I 
would not speak thus to every one ; but I cannot avoid seeing that the 
position you were in must have been totally antagonistic to your 
nature." 

« Yes, Frau Baronin," he replied lightly, not deeming the present a 
propitious moment for a serious discussion. « I grew Anally disgusted 
with always presenting myself objectively, always alluding to myself, in 
the third person. When the Chinese wish to be especially courteous, 
they say of their own remarks, * So speaks the blockhead ;' whilst the 
Cochin- Chinese ofHcial style is : « The slave proclaims ;' and in our 
phraseology we have : < The undersigned herewith announces.' A deli- 
cate shade of distinction, yet in substance one and the same thing." 

The baroness smiled. 

« Yes, yes," said she ; " such fetters were not meant for you. You 
required freedom. Portions of your works I have read for myself, 
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others I have had Helene read aloud to me. You have, by the way, a 
great admirer in her, and for myself^ I cannot do otherwise than ac- 
knowledge in you the most decided talent. Nay, you have no cause 
to blush ; you must yourself be aware of what I tell you, else you had 
never so resolutely followed your true calling. The news surprised me, 
I confess, yet I very soon began to rejoice over it." 

«« These words give me new courage, Frau Baronin, and strengthen 
the confidence that at times seems almost ready to fail me.*' 

The curate, who had hitherto only silently greeted Erwin with a 
friendly nod of recognition, now put in his word. 

"You are then encountering what befalls every one who is not will- 
ing to float thoughtlessly down the stream of destiny, or who is not so 
blinded by vanity as to esteem his own nothingness as the very summit 
of all excellence," he said, adding, half playfully, yet with a strong un- 
dercurrent of earnestness : « In such doubts those of our profession 
come off the best ; we seek our refuge in God." 

« I wonder how often it is found ?" observed Erwin. 

The baroness making no comments, the curate here entered into a 
mild though fervently devout expostulation. 

" I mean it is better for us to rely upon ourselves than upon any out- 
side influence, even though it be a divine one," persisted Erwin. 
<(Such an axiom instilled into Us from childhood up would spare us 
many a bitter experience, many a hard turning back." 

"That I do not hold to be necessary when one has struck out in the 
right path," suddenly fell in Herr Kern, who between his matriculation 
at college and the continuation of his studies had deemed it not inex- 
pedient to interpolate a few years of tutor's life, in order that his ac- 
cumulated maxims of life and education might not be allowed to waste 
away unapplied. "For the most part, transcendentalism, with general 
lack of certainty in knowledge, is the result of a sickly vacillation and 
of that necessity for change which is characteristic of a weak nature." 

Erwin looked the speaker full in the face. He felt vexed with the 

arrogance that would here, in such an uncalled-for manner, intrude re- 

. marks so evidently meant to be personally offensive. Silence would no 

doubt have been the best reproof, but we do not always do what is best, 

especially when we are excited. 

"Transcendentalism, or, in other words, the universally prevailing 
false sentimentality and false poetry of the day," said he, "like false 
knowledge and false faith, is simply the result of the present system of 
education, and no one readily escapes from its effects. As a general 
rule, people leave school nowadays arrogant and conceited beyond en- 
durance, ready to overlook their elders entirely, at the same time de- 
voured with a dreamy enthusiasm. One's further development de- 
pends solely upon that ; and at best the reaction comes at first slowly, 
then spasmodically — I might almost say eruptively. The act of work- 
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ing one's way upward to the light first awakens the consciousness of 
error — the perception of nothingness. That is a work, Herr Kern, 
which must be undertaken after the school years, and in which but 
few, alas ! succeed. Most people get no farther than that bare idea of 
nothingness. Therefore, I blame education; for how much easier 
would it be for all were they started from the first upon the right track !" 

With the last words Erwin turned to the baroness, without deigning 
to glance toward the hofmeister. The latter, however, suddenly hissed 
out, in the most venomous tones : 

"Weakly characters are very apt to find fiiult with education when 
they are groping about in uncertainty, lacking strength to walk straight." 
With this he turned quickly away, somewhat like a school-boy who 
fancied he had committed an heroic deed, yet deemed it prudent to 
avoid any punishment that might be in store for him. 

Erwin looked after him in surprise. Was it possible that he had 
made here an enemy for himself? If so, it was as unpremeditatedly as 
in the case of Dear. . 

"This thrust, at all events, did not reach me," cried he. "The sally 
was lost in the air." 

^ " Never mind him," said the baroness, soothingly ; "if anyone lacks 
strength, it is precisely himself. Feuchtersleben most justly observes : 
< Only too often is power (JCrafi) confounded with intelligence {Sinn). 
TJtAHikitter, which has its growth with sickly delicacy, our time culti* 
^i^tes abundantly ; the former, being the very quintessence of health- 
fulness, lies waste. We have intelligence enough for everything, but 
power for little if anything.' You should esteem yourself happy," she 
concluded, " that in yourself the two exist in perfect harmony." 

Erwin, well remembering the baroness' predilection for Feuchter- 
sleben,, from whose works he had often before heard her quote, made 
no reply, although he was strongly impelled to observe that she judged 
the arrogant youth too leniently if she attributed intelligence to him. 
It was also upon his tongue's end to ask how, with her views, she 
could trust her child's education to such a hofmeister ; yet he felt him- 
self scarcely authorized to thus meddle with what did not concern him. 
Besides, there was now no opportunity, for at this moment a little 
shrivelled-up gentleman of about forty years of age approached them, 
and was introduced by the baroness to Erwin and the curate as Fabrik- 
besitzer* Leiteneder. 

Erwin was now aware that this was the wealthy proprietor of the 
saw-mill on the Rotha, and of a coffee manufactory which lay not far 
remote from St. Christoph. He owned, besides, extensive forest-lands, 
of whose hunting facilities Emil had always been envious, and carried 
on an enormous timber-trade at the Residenz, floating logs down the 
Rotha to the railroad for this purpose. 

* Proprietor of a manufactory. 
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As the little man seemed burdened with some important communica- 
tion, Erwin retired with the curate to the window-recess, where he made 
use of the opportunity to express his appreciation of the morning ser- 
mon. 

" To be candid with you," he remarked, * in my last book I said 
many things concerning our priests which I cannot take back ; but, I 
assure you, they do not apply to you. If, from my own philosophical 
stand-point, I am compelled to oppose the reasoning of your discourse 
to-day, it does not prevent my admiring the spirit from which such a 
train of argument could originate. That was indeed noble and truly 
worthy a priest — that is, if one could only consider the priesthood as 
altogether necessary." 

« How ? Do you not know that with the necessity of the priest- 
hood you set the divinity in question .^" was the shocked interruption. 

"By no means," contradicted Erwin. "The man of science, the 
teacher of a philosophy founded as well upon nature's laws as upon the 
iron decrees of history, not only renders the priest unnecessary as a 
teacher of religion and morals, but even finds in him a trammel and 
hindrance in the education of mankind to higher knowledge." 

The curate was confident of justly confuting this assertion. He was 
no enemy to enlightenment, only his idea of it was quite different from 
that entertained by Erwin, and the latter's broader views were equiva- 
lent in his eyes to most tremendous paradoxes. While these two 
were thus absorbed in earnest discussion, the painter, Ojschmann and 
Count Salizhofen had gathered around Natalie, and appeared alter- 
nately to be the objects of her raillery, in such regular succession did 
each two seem to have occasion given them for making merry over the 
third. 

Doctor Aschenbrenner was availing himself of the propitious mo- 
ment to edify the baron, upon whose shoulder he had placed his hand 
for the purpose of drawing as near as possible to the poor man's ear, 
with a learned harangue upon diverse symptoms of disease, which was, 
of course, audible to the entire company. 

"So, then, as I was about to say," screamed he, "the degree of the 
brain's activity determines the measure of intellectual acumen, the 
grade of difference between will and intellect. The highest degree 
of brain-activity — and, mark well, of the spinal marrow also^s the 
highest degree of knowledge and volition, the morbid overtaxing of 
which leads to insanity. The smallest degree belongs to the cretin. 
Certain it is that the utterances of what we call mind are the result of 
material activity, whose impetus alone has rise in the life-principle. In 
the same way, for example, Will makes itself perceptible in other crea- 
tures in accordance with the amount of energy displayed without me- 
chanical communication. How? You think that a contradiction? 
Not at all. Communication, even though imperceptible, is nevertheless 
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a mechanical act. The increasing brain-activity sets in motion a cer- 
tain fluid, which, permeating the nerves, acts in waves upon external 
matters ; it is precisely the same as in the creation and perception of 
sound." 

Erwin here committed 'the imprudence of remarking that this theory 
necessitated the admission of a sixth sense, if not of a seventh. This 
incited the doctor to strain his shrill voice to a still louder pitch. 

« And wha can prove aught to the contrary ?" queried he. " Now 
I maintain that what we call intellect is nothing else than a more com- 
prehensive degree of activity, produced by this fluid working upon the 
Ibrain. Disease, however, opposes a barrier to the free conception, flow 
and development of this fluid ; in a word, partially paralyzes this ac- 
tivity, and so the approach of a spell of illness is not unfrequently 
marked by a certain abstraction, a weakness of volition, a difficulty in 
grasping idea^. As I tell you, one cannot be careful enough ; and it is 
truly, a thoughtless trifling with danger to conform with the modern 
&shion of parting the hair in the centre, as Count Salizhofen wears his." 

The whole company laughed ; but Painter Bokel, being no particular 
friend of the doctor's, took advantage of a weak point here displayed. 

" All the rest is Spanish to me," quoth he ; " so far as I am con- 
cerned, the doctor may invent a fluid dissecting-knife. I am not able 
to judge of the correctness of the deduction ; but I do know that you 
are in error about your modern fashion. What you refer to is a pretty 
old one. Bandinelli modelled a statue some three hundred years ago 
with the hair parted * in the centre.' " 

" What do I care for your Bandinelli ?" croaked the doctor, indig- 
nantly : " you give only a proof that he had no understanding at all. 
Can tell him so when you see him ; EnipfehV mich /" 

« * Quoth the raven — nevermore !' "^ here declaimed Natalie, with irre- 
sistible ludicrousness, mimicking the doctor's raven-like croaking to per- 
fection with the last word. 

The laughter called forth by the doctor's remark was irrepressible. 
Even the baron laughed, although the poor man had not the most re- 
mote notion wherefore, but he saw the rest laugh and followed suit. 

" You proclaim yourself to hold very materialistic views," observed 
the curate, rather gravely. 

« That is precisely in my line," apologized the doctor, apparently 
somewhat embarrassed ; << upon most occasions I avoid speaking of re- 
ligion. Castis omnia casta,^^ 

Herr Leiteneder had meanwhile drawn near ; he was the only person 
present besides the originator of the merriment who had not entered 
into it. With an indescribably troubled expression he laid his hand 
upon the doctor's arm, and asked : 

«»You think, then, doctor, that exposing the brain-covering at the 
back is dangerous ?" 
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« Why, what would nature have provided a covering for, were it not 
needful ?• There is nothing without a purpose in the world, except stu- 
pidity." 

« You are right. I have been myself for a long time experiencing 
what you spoke about — abstraction, weakness of volition, a difficulty in 
grasping ideas. Do you think, doctor — do you think I had better begin 
to wear a wig ?" 

The two proceeded in a similar strain, whilst the painter approached 
Erwin, 

« I shall have^o make my escape, or else I will get off something I 
had better not," said he. *« The fellow acts as though he knew every- 
thing, and, in truth, knows nothing." 

« Of whom are you speaking ?" asked Erwin. 

« Of whom else than the count ? Plays the connoisseur and patron, 
forsooth I suggests Bandinelli to me, and TU wager he knows as little 
of him as does the doctor. Why, not long ago he was telling me he 
had a very fine engraving by Haid from a painting by the talented 
artist August Vindel, that he liked vastly better than my sheep ! He 
only did it to get a chance of bringing in the latter cut. I did not feel 
much troubled upon that score, but I did rack my brains over the 
painter August Vindel. < You gentlemen of the art-profession are not 
generally well posted in art history,' he observed, sarcastically, as he led 
the way to the library, and condescendingly pointed to the inscription 
under a picture of domestic life, by Valentin, I believe. Only think of it 1 
he had taken the August Vindel — augusta vindelicorumy the father city 
of the talented family of engravers, Haid — ^for a celebrated old master 1 
But that is characteristic of the man." 

Helene, who this week had the oversight of the kitchen — the baroness 
deeming such a school advantageous to her daughters — ^at this moment 
entered the room, and Natalie took the opportunity of making over her 
companions, of whom the hofmeister was now one, to her sister, whilst 
she bounded lithely as a gazelle across the saloon and joined the group 
in the window-recess. 

A charmingly fascinating smile was at her command, and her eyes 
sparkled so bewitchingly that whoever was the recipient of one of 
their beams could not so easily free himself from the spell. This time 
it was the curate upon whom she exercised her power. 

« I have not yet thanked you, geistlicher Herr," ♦ said she, approach- 
ing him, « for the words that fell from your lips to-day. I am always 
glad to be roused to deep emotion, it is so pleasant to feel earnest for 
once." 

"Is that a rare occurrence for you, baronesse ?" asked the curate, in 
evident embarrassment, as the color that dyed his usually pale cheeks 
plainly betokened. 

* Reverend sir. 
6 
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« To be sure," she replied, roguishly ; " the world, taken as a whole, 
evokes chiefly derision, with an occasional variation of ennui. But 
now that you are aware of your power over me, I trust you will not 
misuse it ; you might otherwise transform me into a devotee like Soffitte. 
So pray be merciful !" 

The curate was probably not accustomed to such a style of conver- 
sation. The last petition thoroughly confused him. He could find no 
reply, but Natalie expected none. As though fearing some one might 
be in advance of her, she hastily possessed herself of Erwin's arm, 
before the latter had observed that Helene had been followed immedi- 
ately by the servant with the announcement that dinner was served. 

Count Salizhofen looked searchingly around for a moment, then, ob- 
serving Natalie, immediately advanced to offer his arm to her mother. 

^^Bei des Teufels Gemskrikeln P^ muttered the painter, slowly, follow- 
ing the first couple. «* My name is August Vindel if the whole man- 
oeuvre was not for the sole purpose of getting Schonberg's arm. She 
did it well, too. Ah ! she is a Blitzmddel P'^ 

As they passed through the suite of rooms leading to the dining-hall, 
Erwin, feeling in rather enlivened spirits through the mark of old-time 
familiarity Natalie had given him, inquired why she called the doctor 
the « Raven Nevermore." 

«* Are you not acquainted with Edgar Allan Poe's celebrated poem, 
The Raven ?" she asked, continuing, upon his replying in the affirma- 
tive : " Well, the raven croaked his mournful < nevermore * just as per- 
sistently as the doctor his no less nerve-shaking * empfehl ' miM I love 
nicknames, they are so very expressive." 

« So I have observed ; I know some of them already : Miss Grille, 
Kurtine, Soffitte. By the way, who are the last two .»*" 

« They are two sisters. Kurtine spends many weeks sewing at our 
house. She is a dear, good girl, and her right name is Konradine. If 
instead of Konrad, one says Kurt, you see, the rest of the version 
comes of itself Soffitte is at service at the parsonage, but, as an ex- 
ception, the nickname was not given her by me. She has always been 
called so." 

« Do you honor every one you come into contact with in the same 
way ?" 

" Pretty nearly so," was the laughing rejoinder. 

»♦ How, for example, do you designate the painter ?" 

<< Ah ! he has. cared for that himself He paints sheep and goats, 
and is called Bokel." * 

« How shaU I fare ?" 

« I will take that into consideration," she replied, mischievously. 

« With all justice, you should have some such cognomen for yourself, 
Baronesse Natalie," he observed. 

* A play upon the Gennan for ram — Bock. 
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«Withoat any difficulty. Peradventure, Sphinx." 

« You have no enigma to offer ?" 

A tremor ran through her frame, so that he plainly felt her hand 
quiver upon his arm. All merriment had vanished from her face, as he 
looked up, surprised. About her mouth lay bitter scorn, and the same 
trembled in her voice as she abruptly exclaimed : 

« Who knows ?" adding, after a brief pause, in passionate accents, 
" I am one myself." 

With these words she turned her head to the right, evidently to 
escape his observation, drew her hand abruptly from his arm, and 
hurried up to Kurtine, who stood modestly waiting in the dining<haU, 
where they had meanwhile arrived. Now, for the first time, it occurred 
to £rwin that neither she nor Baron Emil, who, with flushed cheeks 
and evident embarrassment, was bending over a flower-stand, as though 
to give plausible excuse for his presence here, had hitherto appeared in 
the saloon. Was it pure accident that had brought the two here to- 
gether ? The same query seemed to flash through the baroness' mind, 
for Erwin was confident that a troubled expression flitted over her face 
before she requested him to be seated beside her. 

The dining-hall was almost the largest apartment ' in the castle, as 
was conformable with the gigantic table that stood in its centre. The 
baroness took her place opposite her husband, who had the worthy 
doctor and the curate on either side ; to the rights next the baroness, 
sat Count Salizhofen, to the left, Erwin, upon whose other side was 
Natalie, followed by Olschmann, whilst Helene sat between Count 
Salizhofen and Herr Leiteneder. 

The count did not appear to be very well pleased with the arrange- 
ment. A little hesitation on the part of Helene, a few hastily-exchanged 
glances, convinced Erwin that the sisters had changed places in pursu- 
ance of a previously-arranged plan of Natalie's. 

Erwin was not a vain man, nor was he troubled with a conceit of 
his own irresistibility ; nevertheless, his pulses quickened involuntarily. 
This was the second manceuvre, and even were it merely for the pur- 
pose of avoiding the count, he was flattered to think that the girl 
should choose him as a refuge, a sort of brotherly protector, as it were. 
For one moment, it is true, the idea gained credence within him that 
Natalie was, after all, merely playing a game of coquetry, only making 
use of him to arouse the jealousy of her affianced, with whom, as he 
had observed in the morning, she seemed to be out of humor, and he 
resolutely determined that she should see he was not easily deceived 
into playing the part of decoy-bird. The next moment, however, he 
felt provoked with himself for entertaining such a notion for an instant 
Had Natalie any such designs in view, she would surely have devoted 
her whole attention to himself, instead of bestowing it so copiously upon 
her neighbor to the left As in the morning, she laughed and jested 
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with Olschmann, and Erwin, as be watched her, could not help thinking 
of her self-bestowed appellation. She had called herself a sphinx, and 
her lively manner seemed indeed many times overstrained and enig- 
matical. 

Occupied with such musings, it was natural that Erwin only met ab- 
stractedly the repeated efforts of the baroness to draw him into conver- 
sation, whilst Count Salizhofen, as a skilled man of the world, under- 
stood far better how to conceal his state of mind. The chief conver- 
sation was carried on by the curate and Painter Bokel, who were en- 
gaged in a controversy upon Grecian archaeology ; and the former ex- 
pressed his views with such eloquence as even to rivet Natalie's atten- 
tion. 

The hofmeister appeared to be listening ; Baron Emil from time to 
time addressed a few words to his neighbor, Kurtine, who received this 
mark of attention with evident embarrassment ; the worthy doctor was 
so absorbed in doing justice to the good things upon the table that he 
had no time for other occupation. So the dinner passed. 

When the guests arose from the table, Baron Emil invited the gentle- 
men to join him in a cigar upon the balcony. Erwin offered Natalie his 
arm, yet not a word was exchanged between them. He felt no little 
vexed at her silence, and yet probably she was waiting for him to break 
it Arrived at the saloon door, they parted with a formal bow. 

After the meal th^ baron retired as usual. Albin and his hofmeister 
set out for a walk, and Doctor Aschenbrenner withdrew, on the plea of 
certain professional visits. Thus diminished in numbers, the little circle 
found ample room upon the balcony, where coffee was handed around, 
and Baron Emil recommended his cigars to general notice. The 
painter, Olschmann and Salizhofen once more gathered around Natalie, 
and as Erwin leaned over the railing, his eye wandering over the 
glorious landscape presented by the valley below, he heard her asking 
Bokel to paint her portrait. 

«< You have not patience enough to sit for it," was the reply. 

"Just try me once, and you will be surprised how quiet I can be," 
she rejoined ; and it was curious to note how soon she succeeded in 
gaining a ready consent. She even went so far as to promise him that 
if he felt bashful, he should not be troubled with the presence of a 
third party. 

Erwin puffed out his tobacco smoke with sudden access of energy. 

"She is nothing but a coquette, after all," thought he, "and one of 
the most ordinary kind at that, who merely wishes to draw all men into 
her snares to gratify her vanity. Well, I, at least, will not be one of 
the stupid fish." 

Seeing the baroness absorbed in a conversation with Steinhacke, he 
approached Helene, who was standing in front of the grand piano idly 
striking desultory chords. He begged her to play something. 
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« With pleasure ! Shall it be a song, or something from the opera ?" 
she asked, with winning simplicity. 

« Beethoven," he cried, urgently, proceeding to look for a sonata in 
the great pile of music. 

« No, no," she rejoined ; " for that one must be in the right mood." 

She then seated herself and began a waltz. 

With folded arms he leaned against the wall behind her, listening to 
the tones that encompassed him like waving billows, hardly noting the 
moment when the performer, at the end of the waltz, glided into the 
gentle melody of a song. 

Suddenly he started from his reverie — Natalie stood before him. 

" Here you are," she cried, vivaciously, " apart from the rest, like a 
true poet moved by tones to poetic flights. • Pray, let me for once be 
your muse. What is your favorite piece ?" 

« I thank you," he rejoined frostily ; " I have none." 

« You should not deny the truth, Herr von Schcinberg," cried Helene, 
breaking off her own performance. « Rather be grateful that Natalie 
is willing to give you a musical treat. She is not always so ready to 
offer." 

« Perhaps the gentlemen have this time been successful," he observed, 
ironically, not heeding how Natalie, with a shrug of her shoulders, 
turned away. 

« Here is what Herr von Sch5nberg selected," said Helene, handing 
the sonata to Natalie — "your own favorite piece. How wonderfully 
your tastes accord !" 

Without a word Natalie seated herself, opened the music and began 
to play, While Helene stood ready to turn over the leaves. With the 
first notes Erwin stepped out on the balcony in time to hear Salizhofea 
exclaim : 

«< What a surprise ! That is Baronesse Natalie's master-touch !" 

« Divine !" exclaimed Olschmann, drawing near the door with the 
count and Bokel. 

Erwin was obliged to acknowledge to himself that he had done the 
girl injustice. She had not been asked to play ; her offer to do so was 
purely on his account, and he had shown his appreciation by rudely 
leaving the room. 

« She only did it, though, to display her talent before me — Steinhacke 
and myself; we have neither of us yet praised her. She was wrong 
in her calculations, however, if she expected flattery from me." 

Nevertheless, he could not help admitting that her performance was 
striking, her technique finished, her execution expressive and altogether 
remarkable. As he listened, a strange, hitherto unknown bitterness 
stole into his very soul. He felt his presence here superfluous, deter- 
mined to take his leave, and — remained notwithstanding, and waited. 
Wherefore ? He knew not himself. 

6* E 
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CHAPTER VI. 

POLITICS NOT THE SOLE INTEREST. 

IT was a positive relief to him that Baron EmiPs voice at this moment 
aroused him from his brooding irresolution. 

« You are not smoking any more !" exclaimed the friend of his boy- 
hood. 

« I have just laid aside my cigar." 

" Wasn't it a good one ? Wait : Til get you another." 

« Thank you ; it was good, but I wish no more at present." 

«As you will. But now about that point we touched upon this 
morning. You are one of us, as before — the liberal party ?" 

« So long as you do not especially comprehend under that head an 
adherer to the former ministry and its system — ^yes," replied Erwin ; 
« for that the latter would not prosper I had decided long before the 
sudden change of a year since took place." 

" Surely you were no partisan of this change, which led us to our 
present position !" expostulated Baron Emil, who was always easily ex- 
cited. 

Erwin calmly shook his head. 

«< If you require of me a confession of faith," he responded, with an 
earnest smile, << I should proclaim myself an opponent of the present 
administration, although it is not my opinion that its course was the 
cause of what we this summer experienced. Matters were ripe, and 
would have transpired as they did under any circumstances. Few of 
those who now wring their hands in lamentation were prepared for the 
final crisis. Why, then, reproach the ministry with lack of sharper 
foresight ? A minister is naught but a man, and is not possessed, as a 
rule, with the attribute of second sight Why, then, make him an- 
swerable for the faults of others and the result of a peculiar combina- 
tion of circumstances ?" 

« Then you would justify the course of the administration ?" 

Erwin did not hW to observe the scornful distrust that lurked both 
in Emil's tone and look. Softly he placed his band upon his old 
friend's arm, and looked him full in the eye as he said : 

« It is marvellous how these tiresome politics ruin our tempers, sow 
the seeds of mistrust even between friends, and soon swallow up every 
other interest. Did I not tell you I was an opponent of the views and 
principles fostered by our present ministry ? I merely make excuses 
for individual office-holders, who doubtless firmly believe that they are 
acting for the interests of their party. I admit the right of every one 
to act according to his own convictions, and see no justice in reproach- 
ing any one because his views differ from mine." 
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" But I cannot be the friend of any one whose views do not thor- 
oughly coincide with my own." 

" Then I fear you will have difficulty in finding friends, for the most 
harmonious opinions are apt to differ in some one point One cannot 
block them out with circle and rule, or with the logarithm table in 
hand." 

« Oh ! it doesn't matter about minor points, provided the main tend- 
ency accords." 

<«The divergence of two lines not running thoroughly parallel be- 
comes finally so great that miles will in time intervene." 

" Well, well, I will not dispute it," interrupted Emil, not considering 
this precisely to the point « Tell me, though, in what way you show 
yourself to be the opponent of a movement if you voluntarily accord it 
justification." » 

« By opposing it with all my might, and never ceasing in my efforts 
to defeat it" 

« A la bonne heure I In that we are one," cried Baron Emil, grasp- 
ing Erwin's hand. " May all who are of a like opinion unite to over- 
throw a ministry that is already beginning to totter, and thus aid in 
resurrecting our seemingly lifeless constitution !" 

" Thus far undoubtedly we are together," remarked Erwin ; " be- 
yond this, I fear each of us has before his eyes a totally different goaL 
That is the way with this common tendency : it is always liable some 
fine day to reach a point of divergence. You aspire, like myself, after 
the dominion of the so-called liberal party and the attainment of the 
rights claimed by it" 

.i Well— and then ?" 

" At that point we diverge. You go no farther — I seek a fetherland." 

« Ah, that is beginning to go too far," interrupted Emil, and added, 
regardless of the faint smile that played about Erwin's lips, " We do 
best to grapple first of all with the attainable. Salizhofen holds the 
same opinion." 

« You set great store by his opinion, I observe," here threw in Erwin, 
lightly. 

« I do. He is a clever fellow, a true liberal, ready to do combat for 
our interests at any cost" 

« Provided you do him the favor to aid his nomination as candidate 
for a seat at the Diet This would be an admirable stepping-stone to 
higher honors." 

Erwin spoke ¥nth a dry humor that made Emil look questioningly up 
to ascertain whether acquiescence or derision lay in the words. 

«• Why, of course," rejoined he ; "a man must accept some position 
if he would gain influence. There is considerable talk about calling a 
meeting of the chambers'. The administration, fully realizing its shat- 
tered condition, grasps after this as its sole possibility of support We 
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are determined to be prepared for the times, so day after to-morrow we 
hold a private nominating convention. We may agree upon addressing 
a petition to the throne, urging a return to constitutional proceedings, 
but that will depend upon circumstances. Will you come i*" 

« I will." 

« And as decisive action is needful, will you aid us by bestowing 
upon Salizhofen the vote your mother can empower you to give ?" 

*< That remains to be seen. I must first form my own estimate of 
the man." 

« Ah, that is the trouble," cried Baron Emil, warmly ; « we have no 
party discipline ! Each individual persists in making his own esti- 
mate. Is it not enough for you if I indorse Salizhofen ? Really that 
is an affront !" 

« Not so stormily, dear Emil," was Erwin's soothing rejoinder ; « it 
is the old fault again, this moving too trustingly hand in hand." 

"Why, you yourself reproached me a while ago with too much mis- 
trust," Emil was about to object, when Erwin interrupted him by in- 
quiring what guarantees he had for Salizhofen. 

« I know his views." 

<* That is, what he professes them to be. Into his innermost soul 
you have not looked ; but it seems to me as though I could do so, 
and — " he broke off suddenly, for it just occurred to him that it was 
hardly proper to express a derogatory opinion to Emil of the man who 
was perhaps his brother-in-law elect. He thought it would be wisest 
to first ascertain whether such a connection were really proposed, and 
in view of this dropped a few incidental allusions to it. 

« Hm ! Such a thing is possible, I believe," was the reply, " but it is 
all vague as yet. There is some difficulty in the way of fortune." 

"Ah, well, perhaps the political career will make that all right," 
rejoined Erwin, slowly and musingly. 

Emil murmured something unintelligible, and dropped the theme. 

« Then it is j^ctually so," mused Erwin, « and I was ready to swear 
there was nothing in it. How one can deceive one's self! Yet, after 
all, what concern is it of mine ? My voice would have no power in 
turning the scales either in the political choice of a deputy or in the far 
more interesting one of a bridegroom. Why does she take such pains 
to attract my attention, though ? I wish she would go her way and 
leave me in peace !" 

Baron Emil had now turned with a jest to the sewing maiden sitting 
modestly by the side of the baroness. 

"You are gazing up so devoutly at the skies, Kurtine," said he, "I 
should almost fancy you saw me there !" It sounded ungallant, perhaps, 
yet was meant good-naturedly. The girl, however, was not at a loss for 
a suitable reply. 

"Why, Baron Emil," laughed she, with ready wit, «even if you were 
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in heaven, it would hardly be worth my while to seek you there, for on 
earth there are plenty more as good as you." 

They kept up this badinage for a while, even after the loud clapping 
and cries of << Bravo !" had aroused Erwin from his brooding. 

The applause came from the gentlemen*at the balcony door, particularly 
from Fabrikbesitzer Leiteneder. 

« Superb ! incomparable !" he exclaimed, over and over again. «One 
piece more, baronesse, I beg of you ! Just one more ! Grant us the 
pleasure. Your playing is so admirable, so delightful, so— so finished — 
und ein dies und ein das^^ * 

« Bravo !" cried Painter Bokel, caricaturing the concluding «< und ein 
dies und ein das,^^ 

Olschmann and Count Salizhofen both laughed — the latter rather 
constrainedly — and united their entreaties to those of the others; but 
Natalie, having started to her feet with the last notes of the sonata, 
persisted, almost vehemently, in her first abrupt refusal. She threw 
herself impetuously down upon the sofa near the balcony door, without 
even seeming to find it worth her while to control the vexation her £aice 
so plainly betokened. 

One hasty glance sought Erwin on the balcony, as though she would 
ask: 

« Well, have I been persuaded by the gentlemen ?" 

Marvellous was the influence of this look upon him ; yet not a 
muscle of his face betrayed how nearly he was impelled to beg her 
pardon for his uncourteous demeanor. Resolutely he fought down this 
impulse in obedience to the fierce defiance that was warning him from 
the humiliating r61e the others played at her feet. 

Yes : Erwin was not mistaken — at her feet. 

Not only Count Salizhofen, from whom, according to current reports, 
it might naturally be expected, and the gay, sprightly painter, whose 
wont it was to yield to every impulse regardless of the consequences, 
sunned themselves in the often rather clouded beams of her eyes, but 
even Olschmann seemed to have totally forgotten his* wife and family, 
and only to follow Natalie as unconditional sovereign ruler. It was 
Herr Leiteneder, however, who most unreservedly displayed his adora- 
tion, revolving about her, not figuratively, but literally, like a planet 
about its sun. And Natalie seemed to have selected him as the especial 
football of her caprice. 

« Knowing what pleasure it would afford you, Herr Leiteneder, I 
should have been most happy to have sung something," she murmured 
in her most languishing tones. 

"Ah !" exclaimed the fabrikbesitzer, in tones of ecstasy, his wrinkled, 
caoutchouc-like face opening out like a crumpled-up balloon upon the 
introduction of gas. There, every one present had heard it — she would 

* Literally, "and a this aod a that," equivalent to, " and thus and so." 
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have been most happy to sing in order to afford him pleasure — the ador« 
able creature ! 

«But I feel such a disagreeable tickling in my throat," she con- 
tinued. 

«< Tickling in the throat V^ he echoed, putting his hand up to his own 
throat with sudden anxiety. . 

«Yes; I have taken a decided cold; the air out on the balcony 
a while ago was entirely too sharp." 

« The air was too sharp, you say ?" he echoed, clearing his throat 
several times. « Yes, yes ; I noticed it too. I fear for myself also, 
ein dies und ein das^ 

«A slight prickling sensation," she continued, with extraordinary 
gravity. 

<<A slight prickling sensation," he repeated, with rapid access of 
alarm. 

« I hope inflammation will not ensue." 

« Do you think that possible ? Why, that is dreadful ! What pre- 
ventive is there ?" 

« Half an ounce of gum-arabic dissolved in water is said to be very 
efficacious," put in Olschmann. ^ 

« Yes ; I will try it," said Leiteneder, already in imagination an in- 
tense sufferer. « Must it be warm water ?" 

« Tie an old stocking around your neck," counselled the painter ; 
« but not one of your own ; rather borrow one of your fat coachman." 

«* Yes, yes ; I have heard of that." 

" A better remedy yet is to bind a wet towel about the neck at night," 
suggested Count Salizhofen. 

« I have often derived benefit from the remedy myself," once more 
chimed in Natalie, « but according to my opinion the best of all is to 
gargle with fresh water direcdy from the well. The doctor wouldn't 
believe in that, but — " 

** Well, I will try it immediately," ejaculated Herr Leiteneder ; yet 
even his nervous haste did not cause him to neglect the opportunity for 
a compliment : « What you advise, holde Baronesse,* must surely prove 
beneficial." 

No sooner had he left the saloon than every one, Erwin included, 
burst out laughing, and Bokel exclaimed : 

« Poor soul ! he'll stand gargling down there for half an hour, until 
his throat is fairly raw." 

Here Erwin was positively obliged to turn away in order that he 
might conceal the comical impression the whole proceeding had made 
upon him. 

Even the baroness could not restrain a smile ; nevertheless she called 
her daughter over to her, and Natalie promptly obeyed the summons. 

* Lovely baroness. 
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With an expression of deepest tenderness the noble lady held out her 
hand to the girL 

"Was it quite right to practice such a piece of pleasantry?" she 
asked softly, yet in tones sufficiently audible for the others to hear the 
reproof. « Herr Leiteneder is our guest, and is, besides, a hypochon- 
driac whom you should pity. The anxiety you caused him is just as 
serious to him as a real illness." 

"But, Frau Baronin," put in Bokel, «a hypochondriac never con- 
siders himself well. If no one aids him in discovering symptoms of 
his supposed maladies, he is bound to find them in the hundred and 
one books he studies over for the purpose.'* 

Natalie showed no disposition to avail herself of this excuse. She 
bowed silently over the hand she had grasped, and kissed it repeatedly. 
Evidently her mother- possessed great moral influence over her. Only 
a tinge of her former mischievousness flashed across the girl's grave, 
agitated countenance as she looked up and said to the gentlemen : 

« I have fixed my own punishment ; it is to gargle my own evil throat 
for half an hour." 

With these words she had vanished like a wraith, and with her, as it 
would seem, all cheerfulness. The gentlemen drew very long faces, 
busied themselves most zealously with their neglected cigars, and there 
was soon entered into a political discussion which gave Count Salizhofen 
the opportunity of airing some most oracular sentences. 

"Worn-out ferming-lands," asserted Olschmann, "yield only the 
most miserable produce. A strong plough is first needed to tear up 
the soil ; then possibly the entire surface, which has becoijle sterile, 
may disappear beneath the richer soil upturned from lower depths. 
Otherwise, of what avail the finest seed ? It can be productive of no 
good results." 

" That is precisely what I say," joined in Count Salizhofen ; " upon 
the hand that guides the plough depends whether it cuts deep enough. 
The span of oxen in front is undoubtedly requisite, but it must follow 
the guidance of the ploughman ; and no one would be so senseless as to 
expect otherwise." 

" Yes, yes ; that is my opinion," put in Baron Emil, without having 
precisely comprehended the count. "The reins belong in powerful 
hands, and for that reason comes our right of representation. The 
people want to govern themselves." 

" Yes, dear friend," interposed the count, with a deprecatory shrug 
of the shoulders, " that is right enough in theory, but the masses are 
far too narrow-minded to admit of its being put into practice. One must 
force them first to enlightenment. I am of the opinion that our realm 
can only be steeled for freedom by means of a bath of despotism. If 
I had a voice in the matter, a ration of patriotism should be beaten into 
the people before all else." 
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« That would be utterly superfluous," interposed Painter BokeL 
« We have abundant patriotism already." 

« I am not speaking of the educated," retorted the count, with un- 
mistakable signs of vexation, «but of the masses." 

<< Very good ; but the masses are just as capable of being roused to 
enthusiasm for right and the fatherland." 

" My dear sir — enthusiasm for the property of others, you mean." 

" I beg leave to diflfer from you," here spoke up Erwin j «< and for ex- 
ample need only mention the uprising of the Tyrolese in the year 1809. 
That was indeed a case of people's inspiration." 

"There you are quite in error, Herr von Sch5nberg. That entire 
uprising had no other aim than to make the < nobles in the city ' ac- 
quainted with the * peasants' fists.' Instances are cited of peasants who 
quartered themselves in the houses of the nobility, demanded the right 
of eating at the table with them, and even had the audacity to raise 
their eyes to the daughters of the house for wives. Is not that cha- 
racteristic ? One must understand the people ; their tendency is to run 
into excesses." 

« And do you not suppose these < excesses ' only occurred because 
those families of the nobility by their adherence to Bavarian dominion 
ranked themselves on the side of the enemy .?" 

Count Salizhofen knew not how to reply to Erwin's calmly-uttered 
reproach. After a pause, during which he seemed striving in vain to 
call to mind some contradictory example, he exclaihied, more vehe- 
mently than one would have expected from a polished man of the 
world : 

** Ah, what of that ? Every uprising of the people tends to com- 
munism. At bottom they arc little better than wild beasts." 

<»Yes; there you are right," declared the fabrikbesitzer, who had 
meanwhile appeared amongst them unj^erceived : "they are for ever want- 
ing more fodder, softer beds, greater conveniences, und ein dies und 
ein das^"* 

" Admirably spoken !" cried Painter Bokel, sarcastically ; « but are 
we already through with the gargling ?" 

"An extraordinary remedy, I assure you — acted like magic. Am 
greatly indebted to Baronesse Natalie for the suggestion. I have tried 
various things before — fumigation, electuary, und ein dies und ein das — 
but nothing was so practical." 

The political discussion was now further pursued, but Erwin had no 
heart to enter into it ; the painter appeared to see everything in a ludi- 
crous light ; Olschmann had disappeared from the balcony ; the three 
others were either not very' clear in their views, or else were, like the 
count, unworthy opponents. 

What sort of political man was this ? Ambition alone actuated him, 
and to satisfy it he belied his own convictions, professed to be in favor of 
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the constitution, at the same time declaring the strictest despotism ad* 
visable ; aspired to be a representative of the people while viewing 
these people as canaille ; stooped to flatter worthy folks whom in the 
depth of his heart he despised, merely to gain their votes. He was 
playing a part; and the strangest thing of all was that he deemed 
others sufficiently shortsighted not to see that he wore a mask, when 
his real face was peeping out from behind it every moment. 

It provoked Erwin to see a man fly so boldly in the &ce of truth, 
and yet succeed in his gross deceptions. 

<*Upon the whole he is right," thought he, bitterly, "to deal so with 
the world, if it be imbecile enough to mistake a fresco painting for 
nature." 

He did not feel disposed to hearken any longer to these empty 
phrases, with their contradictory undercurrent of the man's real senti- 
ments continually breaking through them. As he was not obliged to 
conne into contact with this man, he determined to avoid running the 
risk of being exasperated into a controversy with him, which must surely 
unmask him before this little circle of auditors. 

"Why should I play the police-guard?" was his concluding reflec- 
tion. "Let each one see to himself that he be not deceived I Suffice 
it that he does not cross my orbit." 

Returning to the saloon, he seated himself in a very comfortable 
easy-chair that stood near the door communicating with an adjacent 
room, which was furnished not exactly luxuriantly, but with all manner 
of little tasteful appointments indicative of the presence of ladies of 
culture and refinement. Upon a low stand, which without an eflbrt he 
rolled up to his chair, lay an album, and Erwin turned it over with in- 
creasing interest in the collection of old engravings it contained. Baro- 
nin Rosenau had in former years entertained a strong predilection for 
such works of art, and the album contained but a tithe of the treasures 
that, at an enormous expense, had been stored up in the Rothenstein 
libufu-y. 

This collection opened with a series of Albrecht Diirer's well-known 
designs, and after turning over a leaf or two, Erwin had become so ab- 
sorbed that he did not at first hear the sound of approaching footsteps 
upon the inlaid floor of the adjacent room. By the time he was fully 
aroused to their import the sounds had died away, the steps having 
ceased near the threshold of the saloon door. Then Olscbmann's voice 
was heard, and though he spoke almost in a whisper, Erwin could not 
avoid distinctly comprehending every word uttered so close to his ear. 
The back of the easy-chair in which he sat and the heavy brown velvet 
portiere concealed him wholly from view, and the agriculturist believed 
himself safe from listeners. 

" No, no," said he — and low as was his voice, it was plainly discerni- 
ble that overpowering excitement caused it to tremble — « No, no ; you 
7 
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shall not 'escape me this time. You must at least grant me a single 



concession." 



It was as though an electric spark quivered through Erwin's every 
vein as he heard Natalie's voice, itself not free from emotion, replying : 

« Well, yes ; I will grant you one. It shall be in the form of a 
request. Seek to conquer your passion." 

« That I will never have the power to do. Demand all else of me 
that you will, but do not require me to enter upon a strife which I 
know beforehand must be fruitless. You cannot prevent me from ad- 
miring, adoring, and — '* 

« Good, then," cried Natalie, interrupting the further outburst of his 
feelings, «« I suppose I cannot ; but I can forbid your speaking of it to 



me." 



Olschmann seemed to derive courage, from the tone in which they 
were .uttered, to defy these words. She must allow him to speak, he 
insisted. 

" Not unless I choose," she said, firmly ; « and unless you wish me 
to refuse 'seeing you altogether, you must comply with a certain con- 
dition." 

Whatever it might be, he assured her, he would joyfully comply 
with it. 

« Well, then, listen ! Your wife is depressed in spirits — she seems to 
shed many tears. You are harsh and unkind to her, and I can't bear to 
see it, for she is a good woman, far too good for you. My condition is 
this : give her no occasion for jealousy, treat her kindly and consider- 
ately, and at least do not rob her of the belief in her domestic happi- 



ness." 



Until now Erwin had sat as one petrified. Then he had been right 
in accusing Natalie of coquetry. How far must the girl be changed 
from the frank, honest-hearted, merry child he so well remembered, that 
her coquettish caprices could have brought her to respond to a bare- 
faced declaration of love from a married man by a mere reminder of 
the propriety of keeping up outward appearances. No dignified re- 
pulse — merely a private concession ! How repugnant this seemed to 
him ! and he could scarcely comprehend how for a few moments he 
had really allowed himself to be interested in Natalie. He knew not 
what further conversation there might have been between these two, for 
he now remembered that Olschmann had left the balcony some time 
-before — undoubtedly, he persuaded himself, to seek Natalie. He was 
vexed, and at the same time his feelings revolted from longer playing 
the r61e of eavesdropper ; so he pushed aside with considerable noise 
the stand holding the album. 

The voices were hushed at once, and he was under the impression 
that the hastily-retreating steps were brought to a standstill in the 
dining-hall. At this moment the painter appeared in the saloon. 
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« Ah, there you are !'' he cried, drawing near, « sitting as dolefully 
over Diirer as Frau Melancholia herself. What has put you so out of 
humor ?" 

But Erwin, not being in a mood to discuss his feelings, felt it even a 
relief that Olschmann, having meanwhile resolved to return to the 
saloon, now approached him with a few indifferent remarks, as though 
nothing had occurred The man was evidently in hopes that he had 
heard nothing, and thought it best to keep up appearances even if he 
had. 

His manner, however, disgusted Erwin, and he was about to move 
away, when a loud chorus of male voices was suddenly heard without. 
Bokel and Olschmann at once hastened to the balcony. 

It was a little surprise prepared for the baronial family by the R6th- 
ensee Gesangverein, who were holding a festival in celebration of peace 
and had chosen Sunday that all the members might participate. The 
versatile schoolmaster, already mentioned, officiated* as leader. Very 
friendly relationships existed between the people of the adjoining market- 
town and the family at the castle. The baroness, especially, had ac- 
corded to her marked veneration for her numerous deeds of benevo- 
lence amongst the families of the woodsmen and other laborers. 

The possessors of the divers tenor and bass voices had quietly en- 
tered the castle gates, marched around the building, and were now 
stationed in front of the balcony. They had even brought with them 
small firearms, which they discharged at the end of their march, and 
then struck up, in illustration of the peace they were celebrating, the 
«* Deutsche Vaterland." 

That was a little too much for Erwin. The song seemfed in this ap- 
plication like a mockery, and yet in his heart he knew that the people 
were not to blame for having been misguided by their leaders. The 
song was undoubtedly the expression of their real national feelings. 

Yet he was unable to stand quietly there and listen to it, so he pro- 
ceeded to take leave of the baroness, who begged him to come over 
soon and often. He pressed Helene's hand, bowed to the rest, and 
went away with the curate, who had joined him on the plea that he had 
remained long enough at the castle for a first visit, and was sure, be- 
sides, that the pastor would need him. 

As they passed through the saloon they met Natalie, who bestowed 
an eager glance upon Erwin, as though questioning whether he had 
overheard her conversation with Olschmann, and entreating him to 
judge her leniently if he had. In a moment, however, she had turned 
to the young priest and begun playfully to reproach him for hastening 
away so soon. 

« Well, the distance is not great," she said, half banteringly, « and 
we are ever ready for clerical admonitions here. Perhaps I may have 
many things to confess to you, geistlicher Herr ; one often has more 
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upon the heart than appearances would indicate," she added, with 
abrupt transition to seriousness. Erwin could not help looking up in 
surprise, but she was already gone. 

« A singular being," murmured the curate, in a tone that rendered it diffi- 
cult to determine whether the words were addressed to Erwin or merely 
meant for himself; « she is like some rare exotic : a marvellous fragrance 
encompasses her, but it is dangerous and intoxicating— dangerous and 
intoxicating," he repeated, as though warning himself with the words. 

Erwin was silent, but there wreathed about his lips a bitter smile. A 
sphinx she iiad called herself — an enigma. Ha ! how readily he believed 
himself to have found the solution, and a solution, too, that was scarcely 
worth the trouble of seeking ! Dangerous, forsooth ! Yes, as a pit- 
fall might be for a blind man. 

At the foot of the stairs they encountered Emil, who in vain insisted 
upon their going back with him. He had just been giving orders to 
have a keg of beer brought from the cellar, and bread and cheese from 
the pantry, for the singers. The march and the singing would certainly 
sharpen appetite and thirst. 

The two old schoolmates fell into a pleasant discourse as they walked 
along. The curate told Erwin how he had always longed to work in 
some, remote valley amongst the unspoiled children of nature, and that 
he now looked forward to a calm, useful future ; and he smilingly shook 
his head in gentle protestation when Erwin maintained that sooner or 
later he would be drawn into the great conflict of the Church for domin- 
ion, as it was gradually becoming more and more impossible to remain 
neutral. 

<» I will refrain from any discussion upon this point until some time 
when we come together for an undisturbed hour of pleasant chat," said 
the curate, « for I hope you will come over to see me soon, or, if agree- 
able, I will come to you." 

Erwin saw that he evidently wished to be undisturbed with his 
thoughts, and henceforth gave vent pretty much to monosyllabic utter- . 
ances. About half-way from the castle they encountered Baron Albin 
with his hofmeister ; they passed with the ordinary salutations, and it 
did not occur to Erwin how aggravatingly triumphant had been Kern's 
bearing until he reached home, and was taken to task by his mother 
for not having treated Lotti as courteously as he should, while at the 
same time she dropped something about the cutting remarks the " Herr 
Hofmeister" had made concerning him to Fraulein Aschenbrenner, whom 
he occasionally visited. 

« As your mother it pained me so deeply," added the good matron, 
« that I went off and left the two alone, for the young baron I took with 
me to get some plums from the tree near the garden wall. Byt tell 
me, Erwin, what did happen between you ?" 

His observation about that being as easy to tell as why Caro howled 
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at the moon did not seem sufficient to pacify her, but at last her atten- 
tion was diverted by remembering that it was time to see about prepar- 
ing the evening repast 

« For at the tables of these great folks/' she added, sympathizingly, 
« one can't eat as much as one would like. You must be real hungry, 
poor boy !" 

Erwin stood gazing from the window, and a whirl of thoughts in- 
flamed his brain. Sounds of fireworks and rejoicings reached him 
through the open window, causing one thought to gain the upper hand, 
and in obedience to an inspiration of the moment he seated himself at 
the writing-table. Undoubtedly those were patriotic emotions that dic- 
tated the lines that flowed from his pen ; but who knows what remote 
feeling, inexplicable even to himself, aided in embittering these emo- 
tions and lending sharpness to the words ? It is not so easy to deter- 
mine the influence of yet unacknowledged emotions of the soul upon 
form and color, upon fidelity and expression of a picture, a song, even 
of a word let fall in conversation. 

He was so agitated that his lips quivered with anger and scorn as 
he wrote the following poem : 

" Drill eye and hand for the fatherland. 
Wear one garb grand, 
And dream ye're one united band. 

" Shoot in the Verein, drink German wine, 
Sing of the Rhine, 
Let huzzahs ring from line to line I 
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This is the way with deeds ye play, 

Trifling alway. 
Alas 1 the iron gnp &ils you to-day. 

" Ye bid the heart glow, yet the pulse so slow 
Shrinks from the blow 
That must free our severed realm from woe. 

" Quivering and worn, with banners torn. 
Ye wait forlorn. 
Poor ^aves I of every glory shorn. 

" O'erwhelmed in wrong, in slavery long^ 
Where tyrants throng. 
What profiteth festivals and song? 

" For German might, shrouded now in nighty 
Like German right, 
Courage and. strength must crown with light*' 



7* 



y8 i ' SPHINX. 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE AUTHOR OF GYMNOTEN. 

TWO days later Erwin sat working industriously at his writing- 
table, which no longer stood in the well-appointed back room, 
always kept in readiness for him by his mother. The view over the 
courtyard made him melancholy, he- asserted ; he could not bear the 
cackling of the hens ; the crowing of the cocks awakened him too early 
from his sleep ; the lowing of the cattle was so intolerably near ; even 
the sparrows that hopped about the yard twittered too incessantly. 
Besides, the sun burned with fearful intensity upon the gravel-walks ; 
the north side of the house was far cooler ; in short, he had determined 
upon taking possession of his father's old room, that had hitherto 
remained undisturbed, and, notwithstanding the objectipns raised by his 
mother, had carried his determination into effect. Erwin had taken 
great pains to render all these reasons obvious, and had only neglected 
mentioning that the position of the window in this room was particu- 
larly advantageous to an eye that had an interest in scanning the road 
leading from the castle to the market-town. 

The occupation consequent upon this moving did not suffice to dis- 
burden his nerves from the electricity that scintillated from his eyes, 
his brow, his hair, his very finger ends. Finally, he made an effort to 
expend, through the medium of his pen, this superfluity of compressed 
energy. The long-cherished scheme for a great romance was now well 
matured ; a new, vigorous impulse, too, had imperceptibly mingled with 
the original design, and the young author entered upon the labor of 
composition with a zeal almost savoring of the precipitation with which 
an engineer might tear open the valves of an overcharged boiler. 

His mother sadly shook her head as she stood watching him one 
day, after having deposited the coffee- tray upon the table beside him, 
and the troubled expression of her countenance plainly betokened her 
anxiety of heart. 

« I cannot consent to this over-exertion, my son," said she. « After 
all, your work only amounts to writing down notions that you think are 
going to make a great commotion in the world, when in reality they 
won't so much as lure a sparrow from its bough. What is the name 
of the new book ?" 

« Gymnoten." 

« What ?» 

Erwin must involuntarily smile at the astonished face, with mouth 
pursed out of all shape in its efforts to pronounce the unwieldy word, 
which he now repeated with a slow, distinct emphasis upon each 
syllable. 
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« What on earth are they ? Tight-rope dancers, folks at the gym- 
nasiums ?'' she exclaimed, adding with lingering hesitation, " but they 
are called differently, I believe." 

«<Yes, they are called diflferently," said Erwin, laughingly corrobo- 
rating the latter assertion. *♦ Gymnoten, properly speaking, are eels ; 
gymnotus eledricus is simply the electric eel. There are in the 
human world just such slender, slippery, elusive apparitions, so charged 
with electricity that they must necessarily impart shocks to all who 
come into contact with them — ^shocks that are oftentimes deadly. Such 
fine, supple, dangerous beings, whom it is impossible to retain in one's 
grasp, I would here delineate." 

Before Frau von Schonberg had time to reply there came a knock 
at the door, and immediately thereupon Doctor Aschenbrenner's voice 
was heard without 

With the inevitable ^^EmpfehV mich P^ he came croaking into the 
room, closely followed by Painter Bokel. The latter proceeded forth- 
with, after his own quaint fashion, to present his compliments to Frau 
von Schonberg as «the mother of his valued friend," assuring her 
with his most emphatic « Bei des Teufels GemskrikeM^ that she should 
esteem herself fortunate- in having enriched the world with <isuch a 
rising' star in the firmament of the publishing trade." All this had its 
due effect upon the maternal pride. 

" How is this ? Still over your coffee ?" cried the doctor, as Erwin 
arose from the writing-table. « Would not a glass of wine better aid 
the muse and cause the verses to flow more readily ?" 

« May I have the pleasure of serving you with a glass ?" asked Frau 
von Schonberg, viewing this suggestion as a delicate hint ; <* and you'll 
have some cakes with it, won't you, doctor ??' 

« Hunger never rejects food, nor thirst drink," came the ready re- 
sponse. 

The worthy matron bustled away to comply with this gentle insinu- 
ation. Erwin meanwhile urged the visitors to be seated, assuring them 
as he did so of his extreme pleasure at seeing them. 

" We have come to take you off with us," explained the painter. 
« The doctor here was kind enough to show me the way." 

"Yes, yes ; I only came to bring him over. It's your place to call 
on my sister and myself," interposed the doctor. « I never stand much 
upon ceremony, however, and am very glad of this opportunity to look 
in again. By the way, since you chance to be at work, pray tell noe to 
what species do the thoughts belong that you are about launching forth 
into the world ?" 

"What species?" echoed Erwin, wonderingly. "Why, thoughts 
come spontaneously, or with an effort, I suppose, but I should hardly 
know how to classify thenn." 

"Ah! that is precisely the thing — they come, but how do they 
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come ? Now this I can speedily render clear to you. The origin of 
the different species of thought is threefold. Either we inwardly con- 
template mere images without analyzing them fully, or else there moves 
an abstract idea through the mind, similar to a mist rising gently from 
the earth, or, thirdly, we grasp both image and idea and transpose them 
into words, requiring only the impetus of the will to bring them to 
utterance. Now, pay heed ; the more wide awake a man is, the more 
the exterior world impresses him through the medium of his senses, 
the less consideration will he bestow upon the two first, his thoughts 
being clothed almost instantaneously with spoken language. On the 
other hand, the more a man excludes himself from the exterior world, 
the more inactive his senses are, so much the rarer become thoughts 
of the third species, while those of the first and second appear in the 
foreground, until, as in dreams, the first gains precedence." 

"In dreams? Ah, Herr Doctor, do you, too, believe in dreams?" 
exclaimed Frau von Schonberg, who had just returned with a flask of 
wine, glasses and a plate heaped with pastries. Arranging all before 
the gentlemen, she invited them to partake, and then repeated her 
question. 

" Dreams ! Why, a whole chapter might be devoted to them, Frau 
Nachbarin. Ah ! what superb flowers !" 

To the last remark the worthy lady merely gave a nqd of satisfaction, 
without permitting her attention to be distracted by it Another chord 
had been touched, which, with her, always yielded abundant vibrations. 
It was, indeed, a complete and a very important chapter, that of dreams. 
She remembered every one of her dreams, especially those of evil omen, 
and could expatiate upon them by the hour. She was convinced that 
every misfortune of her life had been foreshadowed to her in dreams — 
the death of her parents and of her husband, the loss of her dear 
Erwin's first tooth ; and when the dear child had determined upon his 
resolution to " become a mere nothing at all," she had suffered three 
nights in succession fi'om the most terrible forebodings. Even con- 
cerning the defeat in the late war, the god of dreams had not left her ia 
doubt 

« You will see ; you will see ! I have dreamed it," was her standing 
Cassandra decree, which was always received by her old cook with be- 
seeming abhorrence. 

The good lady was now quite ready for a lengthy discussion, but 
Doctor Aschenbrenner was not the man to be easily diverted fi'om a 
theme suggested by himself. 

« So, then, as I was about remarking," he continued, wholly ignoring 
his friendly neighbor's communicative intent, « you can readily convince 
yourself of the force of what I have just explained if at twilight, or any 
time when you are sitting quietly with closed eyes, you would atten- 
tively follow the play of your thoughts. You must try it some time. 
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You will then realize how images dart up, sharply outlined and with 
strong coloring, yet often as unreal as the images of dreams, whicji serves 
to prove that dream-images do not appear odd because upon awakening 
we lose their connection, but because they really are odd. By paying 
proper heed to these images, it is a very easy matter to describe them in 
words with due regard to their most minute details. These three kinds 
of thought are always active, even though one or two of them be less 
sharply prominent. All this I have observed myself in the half-dozing 
state that precedes sleep.'' 

« But a connection is always to be found in dreams," here interposed 
Frau von Schonberg, having waited all this time for a pause to edge in 
her opinion. " With me, at least, they all come true. Yes, you may 
believe what I say. Why, didn't I dream Saturday night that the globe 
had burst asunder, and there on Sunday evening came poor Joseph's 
accident .?" 

« Very good ! the bursting of* the globe and bursting of guns accord 
admirably, honored Frau von Schonberg. No doubt you can call to 
mind other analogies in abundance," cried Bokel. 

Erwin's mother smiled most condescendingly upon him, at the same 
time helping his plate to macaroons, which was quite advisable, as the 
doctor was making them disappear with marvellous rapidity. The 
painter knew admirably well how to gain the old lady's favor ; the sly 
humor of his remarks she did not detect through the thick coating of 
flattery. 

In reply to Erwin's inquiries, the doctor gave a favorable report upon 
the condition of the gardener-lad from Rothenstein, who was none other 
than the good-looking, hardy trumpeter whom the pretty bar-maid at 
the " Sun " had taken such delight in tormenting the Saturday previous. 
As he was without voice for singing, the charge of one of the guns had 
been accorded to him in the « Gesangyerein's " serenade at the castle. 
Whether ambitious to excel the others in the manner of discharg- 
ing his duties, or whether his chagrin over his NannerPs treatment, ris- 
ing even more powerfully to his head than the generously-flowing beer, 
impelled him to give vent to his overburdened heart in right vigorous 
reports from his .overloaded gun, he charged his old " piece " so full 
that it burst. This certainly gave evidence of the great durability of 
his still unbroken heart, yet at the same time cost him two Angers of 
his left hand, and a considerable slice from his head, a splinter having 
lodged in there by way of warning. 

The bloody disaster had naturally put an end at once to the festivities. 
Every one ran out from the castle to assist, wet cloths were bound about 
the damaged head and hand, and the ladies, especially, did all in their 
power to alleviate the wounded lad's sufferings. Before Doctor Aschen- 
brenner could reach the spot the poor fellow had fallen into a raging fever, 
and begged piteously to be taken home, or, if this were impossible, to be 
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carried to his aunt in Rothensee. All reasoning being here out of the 
question, nothing remained but to accede to the patient's entreaties, lest 
the excitement of a refusal should further endanger his safety. With- 
out music or song, the "Verein" for vocal exercise — which it may 
here be well to remark was also a corporation of important political 
significance, laying claims as such to especial regard — ^moved slowly 
home, in striking contrast with the lively manner of its outward march. 
The day upon which it had signalized its importance in the remote 
valley through the hardy singing of its poh'tical protest had ended sor- 
rowfully and dejectedly enough. Superstitious people were very much 
inclined to view the occurrence as an evil omen. 

Surrounded by the members of the society, who, oppressed with the 
foreboding of something still more disastrous yet to come, unanimously 
accorded the sufferer their entirely superfluous escort, the poor lad was 
borne along upon a bier. And thus the whole company drew up in 
front of the parsonage, for the aunt to whom they were bringing him 
was none other than Frau Kolbinger, the parish priest's old housekeeper.- 

Great was this worthy's indignation when she learned what was . 
expected of her, and she stoudy refused to admit her nephew, persist- 
ing that it was the place of those in whose cause he had been injured 
to care for him. The noise and excitement attracted the attention of 
both pastor and curate, .who speedily interposed in behalf of the uncon- 
scious lad. 

All duties of Christian charity, as well as of consanguinity, seemed 
like works of supererogation to Frau Kolbinger. Had she not dwelt 
for years in a parsonage ? The painstaking to win heaven common 
folks found needful she could readily dispense with. She was a very 
eccentric old body : many folks thereabouts asserted that she. was not 
altogether right about the head, especially when a full moon stood in the 
calendar. 

Once disposed of in an unoccupied apartment of the spacious house, 
Joseph had fallen to the charge of Kurtine's sister, here known simply 
as Sophie. The following day, however, her duties were materially 
lightened by the two sisters from the castle. Natalie, in especial, 
passed the greater part of each day in the sick chamber, her services 
being highly satisfactory to Doctor Aschenbrenner. 

As the whole market-town was ringing with all this, it had naturally 
not failed to reach Erwin's ears, and scarcely an hour had elapsed since 
from the window <* with so pleasant a northern exposure " he hsid seen 
Natalie traverse the road leading from the castle to the parsonage, in 
company with the painter. The distance was so great that he had no 
fear of this surveillance being detected. 

Joseph was now rapidly mending. Doctor Aschenbrenner and the 
painter had just come from the parsonage, where both had breakfasted. 

« We come," now explained Painter Bokel, « to take you with us to 



SPHINX. 83 

I 

a political meeting. It is to be held at the < Eagle/ because we decided, 
after extreme deliberation, that it was more advisable to assemble there 
than at the castle. I am going to join in the drinking part — otherwise 
the proceedings have little interest for me." 

« Ah ! at the * Eagle * there is most excellent « Adelsberger,' " inter- 
polated the doctor. « Variato delectat^'^ he added, viewing his glass 
most lovingly. 

Erwin could not help laughing outright 

"You are a living spring of Roman wisdom to-day, doctor," ex- 
claimed he ; « if this continues for the benefit of our convention, I shall 
believe myself to be in \}[i^ forum romanum^'^ 

« Quando bibo vinum,^^ retorted the doctor with ready repartee ; 
«< loquitor mea lingua latinumP 

" Ah, that must be very interesting if I could only understand it," 
remarked Frau von Schonberg. 

« Perhaps if you could it would not please so well," suggested the 
doctor, as he emptied his glass and sprang to his feet He and the painter, 
after taking leave of their hostess, started on slowly, with the understand- 
ing that Erwin was to overtake them so soon as he had made ready to 
go out 

His mother remained busying herself with collecting together the 
plates and glasses. 

>. « A very nice man, that painter," said she ; « I never should have be- 
lieved that such people could be so agreeable and cultivated. But see 
here, Erwin, don't let yourself be too much mixed up with him ; he 
seems after all to be inclined to be light and frivolous, like, all artists, 
actors and writers. / Ah me ! Ah me !" she suddenly exclaimed with 
a de^p sigh, as though th^ situation were first appearing to her in its 
true light : « You are ontf of them yourself now. There, there, I will 
say no more," she suddenly cried without giving her son a chance to 
remonstrate, looking up to the ceiling at the same time with the air of 
a martyr. " But now let me tell you how much I hope that you will 
appreciate this visit from the Herr Doctor. You see what a conciliatory 
character Lotti has. Believe me, Erwin, it will be a lucky man who 
gets her for a wife. Nowadays there are precious few such solid, do- 
mestic, excellent women as she. And if you only knew how much in- 
terest she takes in you ! Why, many times when I was beginning to 
grow quite calm, she would drop in, and I could see at once that her 
grief at your mistaken course was fresh as ever." 

« Well, all I can say is — " but here Erwin broke off his angry ejacu- 
lation, and merely added ironically : " may Heaven reward her for it !" 

The others had walked on slowly and were speedily overtaken. The 
« Eagle " was not the first inn of the town, but was chosen on account 
of its large halL It was situated almost at the extreme end of the 
*^ Platz," and to reach it the church grounds must be passed. Just a 
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few steps removed from these there came hastening toward the friends 
a peasant maiden, whom the painter at once recognized as the bar-maid 
from the « Sun." 

"If you are looking for me, Nannerl, here ^I am," said he, playfully ; 
but she resolutely rebuffed him. 

" To-day is no time for jesting," said she, gravely. « Last night I 
first heard of Joseph's misfortune, and IVe come down on purpose to 
see the poor lad. Herr Doctor, tell me, is it really so bad as they say ? 
If he should die it'll kill me." When Doctor Aschenbrenner had 
somewhat succeeded in calming her, she continued in a voice nearly 
choked with tears, « Heaven be praised! I'll just run in and get a 
glimpse of him and then hurry back home ; his mother lies sick in bed 
with fright, little Hans and Mirzl have almost cried their eyes out, and 
the granny sits in the corner rocking back and forth like the pendulum 
of a clock." 

« I will accompany you," was the painter's playful offer, but Nannerl, 
having by this time recovered her native tone of resolution, called back 
over her shoulder as she sped away : 

« Oh, you can accompany the red Fraulein. She was the bird of 
ill-omen that fluttered about the day of the installation ; now there comes 
through her another disaster." 

"There'll be an interesting encounter between Baronesse Natalie 
and our sharp Nannerl," remarked the painter. 

Olschmann and several others now came up behind them, and after 
an interchange of greetings they proceeded together to the inn. . Erwin 
walked silently on amongst them. He was inexpressibly moved by the 
inflexible antipathy this peasant maiden evinced toward another maiden 
who could in no respect have called it forth ; and yet, on the ojher 
hand, he should not deem Nanni an envious, ill-natured person : so far 
his power of reading physiognomies could not be at fault. Was it 
possible that this antipathy proceeded from jealousy ? Surely the dif- 
ference in station was too great to admit of this ; even if Joseph had 
chanced to speak enthusiastically of the « gnadige Fraulein," who was 
so kind to everybody, it could scarcely have sufficed to call forth such 
deep-rooted aversion in so sensible a girl. He fell to musing upon 
how effective, after all, was the polarity in human beings in awakening 
likes and dislikes. In this case it struck him as particularly remark- 
able, for properly Nannerl should have been drawn toward Natalie, he 
thought, and in his heart he classed both as coquettes, each in a differ- 
ent way. 

In the great hall of the " Eagle," where, as a general rule, the reunions 
of the " Gesangverein" were held, and where during the carnival balls 
were given in which all the beauty and style of Rothensee participated, 
there was already assembled a numerous company.' Baron Emil, ap- 
pointed to the presidency by general acclamation, was just about open- 
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ing the convention and presenting Count Salizhofen as candidate, 
when the doctor's croaking " EmpfehV mich P'* completely destroyed 
the beautiful solemnity that was beginning to reign in the minds of 
those present. 

"And a flask of Adelsberger — now you know what I mean," he 
added, in the same loud tone, turning to the host The result of this 
interruption was a rush of other orders, and what with welcoming the 
new-comers, making room for them to be seated, and the commotion 
consequent upon these orders, the solemn stillness gave place to deaf- 
ening disorder. 

When quiet was finally re-established, the candidate, recommended 
by Baron Emil, came forward to deliver his well-studied speech. The 
majority of bis auditors seemed vastly pleased with it, for it was accom- 
panied with lively applause ; but Erwin gnawed at his moustache with 
ever-increasing disgust as he thought how easy it was, upon the whole, 
to throw sand in people's eyes. How diametrically opposed to the utter- 
ances of day before yesterday was the count's speech of to-day ! It 
was, in truth, astonishing to behold with what composure and effrontery 
he presented himself to his auditors as the people's friend. The red- 
dest constitution savored for him,. according (o his present assertion, too 
much of feudalism. 

« Yes," he cried, with great show of enthusiasm, yet at the same time 
with such measured delivery that the well-considered preparation upon 
paper of the so-called improvisation was evident — "Yes, gentlemen, 
I must express my opinion, even should the acknowledgment be pro- 
ductive 'of the most unpleasant results — I cannot help confessing to you, 
here in this confidential circle, that a constitution like that of the North 
American United States alone could perfectly satisfy me. I am prin- 
cipled against absolute monarchy, and demand equality of confession, 
freedom of word and autonomy of the community in the widest sense !" 

The good people of Rdthensee were fascinated, entranced. Such 
large-minded contemplation had never been openly disclosed to them, 
and whatever objections they might have against the details, in essen- 
tials they were agreed with the orator. In other words, they rejoiced 
over the phrases, yet would most scrupulously have avoided any attempt 
at carrying them into execution. 

It seemed to Erwin as though he must spring to his feet and snatch 
the mask from the hypocrite's face ; but then he persuaded himself that 
it was none of his business if the world enjoyed being cheated ; he only 
came here to study human follies, and surely ample opportunity was 
being accorded him for the purpose. There had been no public an- 
nouncement of the convention, no consent of the majority had been ob- 
tained for it. The prime movers intended it to have the appearance of 
an accidental reunion, and through proclamation it would have been 
hampered by the presence of the police. The orators were, therefore^ 
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at liberty to give undisturbed play to their native eloquence, and there 
came forward several, in fact, after the count, who proceeded, amidst in- 
creasing applause, to set forth variations upon the same theme. Finally, 
Baron £mil spoke ; his healthful mind, however, preserved him from 
mere repetitions. In a few concise words, perhaps with a slight hesi- 
tancy at first, but that was speedily overcome, he brought forward the 
proposition to forward a petition to the throne for the re-establishment 
of the constitution in question, signed by all the voters in favor thereoL 

This proposition met with such lively murmurs of sympathy that no 
voting upon the subject was deemed needful, and there was an unan- 
imously-expressed desire that the drawing up of the petition should be 
entrusted to the young baron. He himself must select the needful com- 
mittee for its publication. Erwin saw with pleasure that the majority 
of those present displayed the courage to come forward with their sig- 
natures, and felt all the more vexed to think how they had allowed 
themselves to be hoodwinked by Salizhofen. 

The laurels earned by all previous orators gave Herr Leiteneder no 
rest until he had made an effort to win his own share. Perhaps he was 
also swayed by the anxiety he had recently experienced from the rest- 
lessness of his workmen, and thought this a good opportunity to give 
a definite object to the loud-spoken demands, and at the same time 
make himself popular. So he arose, and with reference to the interests 
of mankind, the progress of civilization and the demands of humanity, 
called for a second address soliciting government to decide in favor of 
lessening the number of hours for work in the manufactories, as well as 
to settle by law the maximum of holidays to be permitted. A further 
extension of the period of labor per day than ten hours was injurious 
to the health, interfered with mental improvement, hindered the work- 
men from pursuing any household or field labors — in fine, reduced man 
to a mere machine. 

The satisfaction was now certainly accorded Herr Leiteneder of 
seeing his proposal received with marked rejoicing ; he even had the 
proud delight of coming modestly forward to bow his acknowledgments 
in response to the call of one voice, which, it is true, was wholly unsup- 
ported. His proposal gave but the signal for an excited, confused de- 
bate, in which all joined at random, without the least effort at parlia- 
mentary order. 

A sagacious-looking old countryman finally got the fioor. His two 
younger sons worked in the saw-mill on the Rotha, and, according to 
his opinion, even ten hours were too many ; while they were about 
drawing up a petition, it would be better to specify eight hours as the 
limit. Eight hours gave abundant time for labor, and if such a law was 
adopted he would have a chance of employing his sons at home, which 
was very desirable, as he was growing old and his eldest son would 
shortly have to serve his militia time. 
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« Yes, then you had better not put your children out to work," put in 
the fabrikbesitzer ; « do you want to extort a double day's earnings from 
them ?" 

Now the waves surged high once more. Herr Leiteneder was far 
from inclined to make any further concessions, and appealed repeatedly 
to the humanity that had impelled him to take the initiative in this 
matter. He certainly had correct judgment, and was able to estimate 
what labor a man could reasonably perform ; he believed, therefore, that 
he must hold to the ten hours. 

Erwin had trusted himself too fax when he thought he could witness 
these proceedings with undisturbed equanimity, as a mere humorous 
observer. His veins became swollen, his heart throbbed with rapidly- 
increasing violence ; he could contain himself no longer, so strong was 
the impulse to open a channel for sound reason. All efforts to regain 
his composure being vain, he sprang excitedly to his feet 

« Yes ; but why does not each manufacturer setde these matters with his 
workmen ? one might ask,'' cried he, in a voice that rang out clearly and 
distinctly above all others, and, like a charm, caused instantaneous silence. 
Every eye was turned upon him ; his winning exterior was not without its 
effect, and the simple yet eloquent manner in which he spoke commanded 
attention. There was nothing constrained in his style ; it was rather 
like a foaming mountain stream that leaps swiftly and vigorously down 
its rocky bed, thus making amends in force for what it lacks in breadth 
and calm, even flow. « I should think that would put an end to all 
doubt For what conscience dictates there is needed neither the decision 
of government nor the consideration of a parliament Employer and 
workman are bound by a simple contract which can be determined upon 
only between themselves ; why, then, this roundabout course, when a 
single step would attain the desired object ? I scarcely like to believe 
that this simple step is not taken because— co-operation forbids." 

"That is precisely it," here interrupted Herr Leiteneder, believing 
that he was thus insinuating a very weighty reproach. 

« You hear it," continued Erwin : « humanity shall be exercised ; that 
is, the workmen are to be appeased ; but co-operation must not be per- 
mitted to suffer through it One is not satisfied to be humane one's self; 
all manufacturers throughout the realm must be so too, and must be 
compelled to reduce the time for labor, just as much as it appears ad- 
visable in one particular place. To me, co-operation, and not humanity, 
seems here to be the prime mover, and on its account comes the de- 
mand for a police regulation, with this everlasting cry for jurisdiction !" 

Without allowing himself to be in the least disturbed by the furious 
looks darted at him by Herr Leiteneder, or the « Ohos !" with which 
Count Saiizhofen strove to turn the tide against him, he continued 
bitterly : 

"Yes ; humanity does not permit that a man should work beyond ten 



88 SPHINX. 

hours ; the workman must have time for cultivation, recreation, private 
employments. Who inquires, though, about the millions of workmen 
who belong to no manufactory ? Would more than ten hours' work be 
forbidden them as not conducive to health or cultivation ? and if such a 
period should not suffice for their requirements, would hunger be imposed 
upon them by law ? Shall this system of bringing everything down to 
a common level by law be carried into all channels ? Must the brain- 
worker be cramped in his efforts by police regulations ? It would be 
positively comical, were it not at the same time so aggravating, to note 
for how many purposes humanity is made to serve as a cloak !" 

The peculiar murmur that followed his words as he seated himself 
was markedly different from the acquiescent, almost senseless, jubilation 
reaped by his predecessors ; nevertheless, the impression produced 
proved to be far more enduring, for discussions arose at once amongst 
the Editors. For applause Erwin had not been eager, otherwise he 
would have contented himself with floating comfortably on with the tide^ 
like the others, instead of boldly opposing himself to it All that he 
desired was to stir up the reasoning faculties of those present, and to 
arouse from their thoughtlessness those who were perfectly competent 
to reflect. 

And in this he had succeeded. In vain were the efforts of several 
others, amongst them Herr Leiteneder, to resume their sway ; their 
empty phrases had no longer power to attract, and the oldest and most 
esteemed of those present nodded pleasantly and encouragingly to 
Erwin. All this was worth far more to him than the formal congratu- 
lations after a speech, according to parliamentary custom, which had 
not yet found its way to this remote valley. 

A few sharp sallies, which Count Salizhofen finally aimed directly at 
Erwin, constrained the latter to speak again, and after having rebutted 
the false charges, he proceeded to speak further. Why, he asked him- 
self, should this Count Salizhofen be chosen as deputy from this dis- 
trict? The most decided absolutist and aristocrat it was possible 
to find, a man who merely conformed outwardly to circumstances, 
and who could only appear to the most superficial eye the opposite 
of what he really was from the bottom of his soul ! The man who 
professed to be the people*s friend, who sued for the favor of those 
whom he designated as canaille behind their backs, who openly de- 
clared himself in favor of the most extended freedom, and to whom, in 
reality, no restrictions seemed too rigid ! No ; this man remained a 
liberal only so long as he stood upon the periphery, and became the 
most inexorable tyrant so soon as he should be safely seated in the 
centre. It was now perfectly clear to Erwin that it was alone this in- 
cessant contradiction between planning and execution, between reality 
and appearance, this, perhaps to himself not thoroughly clear, double 
nature, that awakened, in intercourse with the man, that feeling of di&- 
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quietude, of insecurity, which was greatly heightened by the vehement, 
at times even rough, manner of his utterances. Such a person in an 
official capacity must, notwithstanding a certain degree of information 
and a decided facility for work, have a dangerous influence. Not to 
permit the count to succeed was a patriotic duty that was now clear to 
£rwin, and without a single personal allusion he accomplished his 
object. 

He drew attention to the even too great modesty that, through lack 
of self-confidence, pushed into prominence a foreign element, which, 
however honorable it might be in itself, was nevertheless a foreign, un- 
tried one, while there were no lack of men from whom one knew what 
was to be expected ; finally, he so unmistakably brought into the fore- 
ground Baron Emil, although he did not mention his name, that a large 
majority of the ensuing votes fell to the young man so well known and 
well tried by all. The remaining votes were so divided that but three 
fell to Salizhofen, who, thrusting his hat on his head and drawing it 
down over his eyes, moved away with loud, derisive laughter. 

The impression produced by this contemptuous, ill>bred behavior 
stood Baron Emil, and more particularly still Erwin, in good stead. It 
did the latter good to see the hearty good-will with which he was now 
greeted, and his hand was warmly shaken by many who remembered 
his father as an « excellent gentleman." Therefore it made but slight 
impression upon him when the painter lounged up to him with — 

« From this day forth you have two adversaries more in the world ; 
but, bei des Teufels Gemskrikeltty you spoke well, and — many enemies, 
much honor." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

SYMPATHIES AND ANTIPATHIES. 



« '\TO\J meant it well," Emil hesitatingly admitted to Erwin, as they 

X walked toward the parsonage, accompanied by Olschmann and 
the painter; "and, I must confess, much is now clear to me that I saw 
in a different light before. I can't thank you for it, though." 

« Nor did I expect your thanks," replied Erwin, laughingly ; « I acted 
solely for the good of our cause." 

« I very much fear you deceive yourself there. It does not seem to 
me so very sure that I would be in the right place as deputy. Of 
course I will take the matter into consideration, but if the nomination 
be publicly tendered me I believe I ought to decline it." 

>* You' will not do so when you see how much confidence is accorded 
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you. The country needs men upon whom reliance can be placed, and 
this is precisely in keeping with- your character. You possess the main 
requisite — ^you mean honestly." 

"Yes, that I do," protested Baron Emil; "but would that suffice?" 

" What we need, my friend, is simply one who can openly avow honest 
opinions, and stoutly maintain them." 

Emil shook his head doubtfully. He was not yet quite satisfied. 

« That's all very well," quoth he, " but Salizhofen, you must remem- 
ber, is a man of decided talents ; in a measure, too, it was I who in- 
duced him to come here." 

" It is matter of debate in my mind whether it were not he who put 
the notion into your head." 

Emil paused a moment to reflect Presently lie observed, hesita- 
tingly : 

" Well, at all events, he'll pay me up for this ! It certainly has 
placed me before him in a very poor light Did you not see how he 
hurried off with Leiteneder, like one possessed, never so much as look- 
ing round after me ?" 

"Pray don't trouble yourself about him. This very behavior will 
prove an advantage to you." 

" I am only afraid that his wrath will drive him over to the other 
side." 

"If such a thing be possible, no pains should be taken to keep him 
on ours," rejoined Erwin, earnestly and firmly. "People who unite 
with a party through interested motives, and .not through their convic- 
tions, are very apt to change parties so soon as their interests change. 
To me, it will be a moment of infinite rejoicing when the count bursts 
the cocoon and comes forth, not as my enemy alone, but as our common 
enemy. Then I shall be convinced beyond a doubt that my interfe- 
rence to-day was right, and shall be doubly satisfied with myself." 

" But whence comes this sudden confidence in me ?" asked the baron, 
with a half-suspicious side glance. "You told me yourself that our 
paths must diverge." 

" For the present they run together," replied Erwin, laying his hand 
upon his fi-iend's shoulder as they halted in front of the parsonage ; " and 
later — well, who knows where your path may lead you later ? One 
often carves out ascertain career, and is unexpectedly thrust aside by 
circumstances. From fresh opportunities for contemplation a new gosil 
may develop itself with every step. Before we reach the spot where 
stands the sign-post denoting my course, there is yet a little stretch ; 
perhaps after that be traversed you may decide upon continuing onward 
with me." 

Just as Emil was about making his comments, there drove past an 
elegant equipage, in which sat Leiteneder and Count Salizhofen. The 
latter bowed carelessly, but Leiteneder deliberately looked the other way. 
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"There they go together," cried Emil, testily. « I thought it would 
be so." 

<<Our h3rpochondriac is bound to have an attack of spleen after 
this," ejaculated the painter. « Only think, two defeats in one day !" 

« How so ?" asked Erwin. 

« Why, the count's defeat and his own," explained Bokel. 

Erwin now learned that Count Salizhofen had long held a certain 
business relation with the owner of the saw-mill and the manufactory. 
First, a fine piece of forest-land and a handsome farm, both* situated in 
the Rinz valley, had wandered from the count's possession into Lei- 
teneder's hands ; then, his tastes not leading him to conform with his 
slender means, Salizhofen had become largely indebted to the wealthy 
man. Herr Leiteneder, it seemed, had begun finally to deem it prudent 
to draw in some of his outstanding capital. In lieu of other security, 
he determined, after his own peculiar fashion, to convert the count's 
talents into money. This was the secret of the introduction into the 
political arena. That he would succeed in obtaining an honorable posi- 
tion Leiteneder doubted as little as did the aspirant himsel£ 

The whole manoeuvre was now clear to Erwin, and his heart glowed 
with satisfaction at the thought of having succeeded in making a rent in 
this spider's web. 

« Let them continue to drive on together," cried he to EmiL 

"To the dogs, for all that I care !" growled the latter, his ill-humor 
having been no little heightened by Bokel's communicativeness. 

" So ! that is the right way to take it," laughed Erwin ; and then, 
taking leave of the others, he set off for home. 

Emil rang the parsonage door-bell. In answer to the summons, 
there appeared a decrepid old woman, attired, as she might have been in 
mid-winter, in a heavy stuff dress and thick woollen jacket. She was 
as shrivelled and dried-up as a mummy, her eyes alone having the sem- 
blance of life, and they flashed sharp, suspicious glances from beneath 
the bushy gray brows. 

It was, indeed, far from a friendly glance that now met the young 
baron ; the tightly-compressed lips, especially, seemed to betoken de- 
cided hostility. Nevertheless, when he inquired for his sister, she 
could not do otherwise than bid him enter. 

« We've had our meal," she added, roughly ; « so that pert baggage 
Nanui can sit by the lad again. Fraulein Natalie is all ready to go 
now. We can soon get along without her altogether." 

Emil was not in the least disturbed by the old housekeeper's crusty 
manner ; he was too well accustomed to it. Requesting Olschmann 
and the painter to await his return, he stepped into the hall. The old 
woman shufHed on before him, leading the way through a long corridor, 
to the improvised sick-chamber, a room overlooking the garden. 

The invalid slept. Natalie, w)io to-day wore a simple gray dress, 



92 SPHINX. 

with neat linen collar and cufis, had withdrawn to a window at the re- 
mote end of the room, that she might not disturb him. She sat there 
with an open book in her hand, while the curate stood in front of her, 
leaning over the back of a chair that served as a barrier between the 
two. It was not the caprice of the maiden that had obliged him to 
stand, but he seemed to feel safer behind this bulwark than if seated so 
nearly opposite the << dangerous being." 

They were engaged in a singular conversation, when Emil's entrance 
interrupted them. It concerned sympathies and antipathies. A re- 
markable theme for a priest to discuss with a young lady — dangerous, 
yet pursued, in this instance, with the utmost purity and simplicity. 
The conversation had first originated through Nanni's unconcealed an- 
noyance at finding Natalie with the patient she herself had come to 
visit. The blunt damsel had greatly mortified the young gardener, who 
held the « gnadige Fraulein " in high veneration, by loudly insisting that 
he could never get well under such nursing. After giving full vent to 
her irritation, the girl declared her intention of hurrying -back to ease 
the mind of the lad's mother, give warning to mine host, and then, with 
such articles as she might need in a bundle, returning to the parsonage, 
prepared to remain with Joseph until he was well enough to be taken 
home. 

" For aught that I care, you may take him there at once. Pll only 
be too glad to be rid of him," had Frau Kolbinger responded. « But 
it's hardly worth your while to think about taking up your quarters 
here ; we don't care about having another mouth to feed, and one, into 
the bargain, so given to abusing our dear, good young lady." 

The curate had chided the old woman for her unchristian demeanor, 
but had gained nothing by so doing : it was no easy matter to influence 
Frau Kolbinger's movements. For forty years she had reigned supreme 
in the Rothensee parsonage, and the time had yet to come when she 
would evince readiness to patiently endure fault-finding from either the 
pastor or any of his coadjutors. Faithful and trustworthy she un- 
doubtedly was, and ever mindful of the weal of her master ; indeed it 
was whispered abroad that in early days, before she had attained the 
canonical age, she had taken too deep an. interest in him — ^that.of late 
years she was ever on the alert to gratify certain weaknesses of the 
easy-going, convivial old gentleman. Certain it is, that the worthy pas- 
tor, who loved a good table as well as a friendly face, had no cause for 
complaint in either particular, for as Frau Kolbinger grew older and her 
face became withered, her countenance harsh, she was mindful betimes 
of making amends, and took heed^ that neither the skilful cook nor the 
bright-faced house-maid should be lacking. 

Frau Kolbinger certainly understood very well how to secure her 
lasting dominion, and presided over the household with extreme economy 
and good management, although people did say that this was owing to 
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her avaridousness, and that she hoarded up the old priest's income fbr 
him because she anticipated some day inheriting all that he possessed. 
Now, whether people, as is so often the case, were unjust, or whether 
there were really more than a grain of truth in all this, the old woman 
did not seem to concern herself much about this ill report. Every 
year, however, she became more and more eccentric, her peculiarities 
being supposed to date from the death of her niece— daughter, some 
people said it was — who had died twenty years before, while absent upon 
a journey with Baronin Rosenau, whom she had accompanied as Wluting- 
maid. 

Kaplan Steinhacke had now an opportunity of learning what it signi- 
fied to call.forth the ill-will of Frau Kolbinger ; in fact, Natalie alone was 
successful in quelling the storm — yes, and even in gaining the permis- 
sion for Nannerl's return at first so stoutly denied, which, in a measure, 
conciliated the latter toward the «« red FrSulein." 

«You will .grant me occasional admission here, I know," Natalie 
playfully remarked. « I promise you faithfully not to bewitch Joseph." 

Notwithstanding this promise, Nannerl still betrayed unmistakable 
signs of distrust. Quickly adjusting her black silk^ head-kerchief^ she 
now resolutely started upon her homeward journey, in order that she 
might have time to be back again before evening. 

Before taking her departure, she turned to Natalie, saying : 

«« I am obliged to you, Fraulein. No offence meant, but I'd rather 
have you remain at home in your beautiful castle, and leave the care of 
Sepp entirely to me. *It's no fit work for you, and I can't think what 
induces you to undertake it You can't possibly expect to gain any- 
thing by it" 

«« Who knows ?" was Natalie's grave rejoinder. 

Frau Kolbinger cast a scrutinizing glance at her favorite. 

«« Let every one look put for himself," she snapped out in cat-like tones. 

The curate shook his head disapprovingly, yet desisted from attempt- 
ing a direct discussion with the old woman, addressing himself this time 
to Nanni, although his words were evidently meant for both. 

«< And do you consider love of one's fellow-mortals no incentive ?" he 
mil3ly asked. « Doubtless at school you were taught the passage : < In- 
asmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, 
ye have done it unto me.' Such, also, is the sublime teaching of the 
parable of the good Samaritan, and you, especially, ought not to speak 
as you have done on the very eve of undertaking good Samaritan work 
yourself." 

** But I, reverend fether," exclaimed the girl, ready as ever with her 
word — " I know exactly why I do it. It is not for the reward up yon- 
der, nor because it is a good work either ; I do it simply because it's 
for Sepp. And I must say, I don't believe much in this vague < love for 
one's fellow-mortals.' Heaven help me !" 
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The curate had after this been summoned to the noonday meal, in 
compliance with Natalie's express request ; however, he had returned 
to the room, and had just resumed the conversation when Baron Emil 
entered. Placing her slender finger upon her lips, Natalie indicated the 
propriety of moving softly. Emil had designed inquiring personally after 
the gardener lad's condition, but, of course, would not have him awa- 
kened, and merely asked his sister if she were ready to go home with 
him. 

At this moment there entered the room a tall, slender damsel in black, 
almost nun-like apparel, with face that was interesting, notwithstanding 
its irregular features ; the continually downcast eyes, however, invested 
it with almost too oppressive an expression of humility. With only a 
short, stolen glance from Natalie to the curate, the new-comer glided 
softly to the sick bed, and seated herself at the foot with demurely 
folded hands. 

« Now that Soffitte is here to release me," said Natalie, « I am at 
liberty to go. In a quarter of an hour," she said, turning to the new- 
comer, "it will be time to give him-the medicine from the brown botde." 
Then turning to the curate, who was exchanging a few words with 
Emil, she held out her hand, saying : " Do not judge too severely those 
to whom victory is less easy than to yourself." 

The curate contemplated her in mute confusion. It seemed to him 
that he heard the rushing of his blood through his veins ; and the buzzing 
in his ears, as strong as that caused by the rapid motion of a threshing- 
machine, seemed from second to second fraught with the question : 

« Wilt thou triumph ? Is victory so easy ? Wilt thou triumph ?" 

Suddenly a voice* reached his ear from the other end of the room, 
and he started violently at its sound. 

"In prayer lies the victory," was the softly-murmured utterance. 

In prayer ! A look of almost ecstatic fervor swept over his face, 
and instinctively he drew near the sick-bed. As before an altar he 
knelt beside the peaceful slumberer and folded his hands. 

" You are right, Sophie," he said, softly yet eagerly, to the black-robed 
maiden, without so much as looking toward her. « Let us pray for the 
poor and heavy-laden, who struggle and contend, not only with worldly 
care and sorrow, but with themselves, that mercy may be accorded 
them, and that they may become' strong in the conflict for their souPs 
salvation." 

While soft words fell from murmuring lips in the sick-room, Natalie 
followed her brother through the narrow corridor, and coming suddenly 
upon the old housekeeper, she seized the brown, withered hands and 
looked the old woman Rill in the eye. 

" Must not quarrel with Nannerl, grandmother dear," she said, be- 
seechingly. « After all, she is only following the dictates of her heart ; 
her presence will do Joseph good. She has already worked wonders, 
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and he is now having his first satis&ctory sleep. It won't be long be- 
fore he is entirely well." 

«' Yes, these hearts," growled the old woman ; « girls will follow their 
hearts even though they are led to ruin by them, like my blessed child. 
Yes, all, every one ! But men have no hearts ; they don't trouble them- 
selves much about such stuff, and women-folks would do better if they 
had none — bring them nothing but misery. All, every one !" 

The laughter was forced with which Natalie accompanied the reply : 

« Oh, not all ! I, for one, will look out that mine plays me no absurd 
trick. In fact, I believe I have no heart ; and as for men — well, you know 
that — I despise them !" 

« You're right I you're right !" muttered .the old woman : « despise 
them, bate them, the wretched brood of liars ! Despise them, hate 
them !" 

£mil now hurried his sister away. 

«< Come quickly," said he ; << I never can understand why you talk 
so much to that crazed old fool." 

« Why, Emil, have you forgotten how good she used to be to us 
when we were children ? Many a fresh pear or dried plum has she 
saved to give us on Sundays after church." 

u Nevertheless, she always reminds me of the wicked old crone who 
gave < Schneewittchen' the poisoned apple." 

Natalie made jio reply. 

Olschmann and the painter now came forward with eager salutations. 
Natalie's eye wandered quickly around, as though seeking another 
form. 

** How ? Only two vassals ?" she cried, banteringly, « and I had 
hoped to find my whole court" She seemed wholly to have recovered 
her usually capricious mood 

** We are a whole host in ourselves — pray, let us suffice," rejoined 
the painter; and Olschmann narrated to her all the previously- recorded 
events, while Emil motioned for the light basket-chaise to be driven up. 

<«That explains the flight of the Philistines," cried Natalie, when 
Olschmann had finished ; <«but it is all the more reason why Samson, 
who it was that routed them, should have .come to receive my thanks 
for the advantage gained through his intervention for my brother. 
Verily, Emil, I am beginning to acquire respect for your political im- 
portance. I had no idea of it before, and your friend Erwin must be 
possessed of keen penetration to have discovered it." 

"Take care! I'll pay you back for your ridicule," retorted Emil, 
with a half-vexed laugh. << Now see that you get into the wagon. Bokel 
can sit inside with you." 

But Natalie made no move to comply with her brother's commands. 

" No, no, we have plenty of time," she exclaimed. « You wait a bit, 
that Soffitte may have a chance to remember any message she may 
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want to send her sister. I most go over a moment to the agriculturist's 
house, to call upon your dear wife, Herr Olschmann." 

«But why will you keep the carriage waiting when the horses are 
ready to start ?" exclaimed the latter, eagerly. 

" Oh ! that is of no account ; and it would be very unfriendly not 
even to drop in a moment to exchange a few words with your wife : 
she might take it amiss." 

«<That she certainly would not," interposed Olschmann; « besides, 
about the hour of the noonday meal a housewife has her hands so full 
that, much as she would like such a visit any other time, it might prove 
inopportune just now." 

The agriculturist's determination to prevent this visit, if possible, was 
so unmistakable that Natalie flashed upon him a sharp glance, before 
which he had to drop his eyes. 

« I shall only stop a moment : we women are not so easily disturbed 
by one another. Besides," she added, significantly, « I must see how 
my conditions are fulfilled." 

She hastily crossed the grass-plot, without accepting the proffered 
arm, and as she approached the house, descried Frau Olschmann at the 
window. She quickly withdrew, however, and when Natalie entered 
the room, came forward to meet her with much embarrassment, her 
fiu:e disfigured with weeping, her eyes redder still than her face. 

The table was spread in front of the sofa, and the youngest child 
was already seated, impatiently drumming upon her plate with her 
knife and fork, while Johanna was addressing a quaint harangue to the 
doll she held pressed into the corner of the sofa, telling it that it must 
not complain so much about being hungry. 

« Don't you know, Amalie, that's not right at all ?" said she ; « the 
soup is being kept warm until papa comes. Surely you can wait ; he 
can't be long now." 

" Here, Johanna, I am bringing him to you now," cried Natalie, over- 
hearing the concluding words ; " now Amalie will be consoled. Dear 
Frau Olschmann, I just wanted to run in a minute to ask you why you 
don't bring the children to Rothenstein any more? Albertiueis well 
now — I am glad to see that." 

Frau Olschmann pretended not to see the outstretched hand, and, 
untying the apron she wore, spoke without any reference to Natalie's 
question. 

« You see me a little out of sorts, Baronesse Natalie," said she ; « I 
have just come from the kitchen ; there is a great deal of smoke there 
to-day, and it affects my eyes." 

«Yes," piped up Johanna, in her shrill little voice, "mamma has 
been crying so hard, and it has been a good while since she was in the 
kitchen. I thought it was because she had waited so long for papa to 
come home that she was hungry." 
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« Oh, yon droll little thing !" laughed Natalie, going to the table and 
kissing both children. « Now I will not disturb you any longer," said 
she, "for I see the children are in earnest about the hunger.'' 

She took leave of Frau Olschmann with as much friendly ease as 
though she had really noticed nothing amiss. Both husband and wife 
followed her to the house-door, in front of which Emil had meanwhile 
driven up the carriage, and the painter, who had quickly alighted, now 
vied with Olschmann fpr the privilege of assisting Natalie in. 

Natalie managed to find opportunity for whispering to Olschmann 
that she was displeased with him for not having kept to his agreement. 
The words were uttered carelessly, so that no one should notice them ; 
but the look that accompanied them was stern and cold, causing Olsch- 
mann to bite his lips with vexation. After the carriage had driven off, 
he turned and strode past his wife, as though he did not see her, into 
the &mily-room, where he took his seat at the table wjthout a word. 
His wife followed him, and, struggling with her tears, began to help the 
soup which the maid had meanwhile brought in. The children attacked 
their portion as though famished : Olschmann ate nothing, neither did his 
wife, who DOW stealthily wiped away the tears she could no longer 
restrain. 

" Are those meant for an appetizing side-dish ?" he began, finally 
giving vent to his pent-up ill-humor, accompanying his words with a 
savage look. « I have had enough of these eternal tears.'' 

« The smoke," she faltered. 

" How awkward you are at patching up excuses !" he retorted, in a tone 
whose every word resembled the sound of a switch whizzing through 
the air. ** It is very agreeable, forsooth, for a man to have his wife 
appear so before strangers, and to have her show so little tact as to call 
attention to her appearance." 

« I had to say something," rejoined Frau Olschmann, irritably and 
bitterly. « What made you bring her here ?" 

« Would you have me forbid folks my house because I cannot tell at 
what moment you may take a whim to indulge in your foolish fancies ?" 

« Foolish fancies !" 

<« Can I be supposed to know," said he, tartly, « what petty grievance 
you have up now ? I don't pretend to inquire into it any more, but 
these everlasting tears before strangers are a mortification to me." 

«* I don't shed tears on purpose." 

« You should learn to control yourself." 

(< How much easier it would be if I had no cause for my tears !" 

« Cause ? Your own excitable imagination takes good heed always 
to provide you with one. Do you call it a cause for whining that I 
come home to a meal later than usual ? Why don't you let the children 
eat ? What's the use of waiting ?" 

<( Mother says the food wouldn't taste good if papa wasn't here," 
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timidly interposed little Johanna, who until now had not understood 
much, ^nd only saw that her father was angry. 

" The child says that off as glibly as a parrot. You've taught them 
a lot of such senseless phrases by heart, I suppose," stormed Olsch- 
mann. 

Every trace of the smiling amiability he so assiduously maintained 
when in company had vanished, his whole demeanor had undergone a 
transformation, and his rather good-looking though unmeaning features 
were distorted with rage. 

His wife turned upon him an offended and reproachful gaze. 

«< How can you speak so, Felix ?" cried she. " Why should I put 
such words into the children's mouths .?" 

« Oh, just some of your womanish tricks to make an impression upon 
me. Damn it ! you must think me green if you fancy I can't see 
through such absurdity." 

« At least you should not expose me so before the children." The wife 
invested herself with greater self-esteem than she had hitherto displayed 
when her dignity as a mother was in question. The reproof was uttered 
gravely and decidedly, and because its justice was, therefore, all the 
more perceptible, it only increased Olschmann's ill-humor and violence, 
for, like so many other people, he was led to greater wrong by having 
his faults pointed out to him. 

♦<I don't expose you; you expose yourself by your absurd, beha- 
vior," he hissed out « First, you bring your husband to such a pitch 
with your eternal perverseness, tears and fault-finding that he loses all 
patience, and then you set your children up to join you in reproaches 
when the measure is running over." 

« It don't take much to make it do that with you," said she, ironically, 
laughing bitterly amid her tears. 

"If you know that, why do you add drop by drop ? Does it give 
you pleasure to torment me until I forget myself ? Look out for the 
children yourself, instead of reminding me to do so. Go out of the room, 
both of you," he cried, turning savagely to the children ; *« take your 
plates out into the kitchen." 

Then he fiercely pushed away his untouched plate, upsetting a por- 
tion of its contents upon the tablecloth. Timorously the children made 
their escape to the kitchefi, where the cook, wondering greatly at the un- 
usual delay, impatiently awaited the ringing of the bell to bring up the 
beef, and now gathered from the little folks, as well as she could, what 
was amiss. 

Olschmann had left the table and was standing at the window ; his 
wife, whose tears now streamed down her cheeks, and who never ne- 
glected little housewifely duties however intense might be her anguish, 
was busy in wiping the traces of soup from the tablecloth. 

« Oh, the disgrace ! the shameful disgrace !" Thus at last her grief 
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broke forth. « One must feel mortified before the very servants, and 
all through blind passion for a coquette." 

Olschmann wheeled around as if impelled by a power beyond his 
control, his eyes blazing with fury. 

" Say rather through blind jealousy, which you do not know how to 
control," he shrieked. 

«Oh, what I see with my own eyes I am sure of: there can be ho 
question of blindness," she retorted, mechanically clearing away the 
things from the table and carefully folding up each napkin with the air 
of one who deemed this a duty of the utmost importance, which under 
DO consideration should be neglected. 

" See what you please, then," he growled. " Am I never to look at 
or speak to another woman because I am chained to you ? Oh, it's 
easy getting rid of such compulsion." 

« You surely wouldnH — ?" She got no further from very horror ; her 
heart stood still, her tears ceased to flow, even her hands left off their 
urgent employment. The expression of her face touched her husband, 
in spite of himself 

" Don't drive me to it," he said, gloomily, but less hai'shly. " Don't 
make a house of correction of our mairied life." 

Their married life was a house of correction to him, and she to whom 
he said it was accused of having made it so. And her heart did not 
break ! Oh, the life that refuses to leave the body is often far more 
cruel than death ! What a change there had been in these few years ! 
Who could have foretold this when, almost against the will of her good 
&ther, she became Felix's wife ? 

The old gentleman, an esteemed professor in one of the North Ger- 
man universities, would not listen, at first, to her union with a young 
man without means ; he would rather have had his daughter marry a 
professor or a doctor, with certain income; but the mother, won by 
Olschmann's attractive manner, aided her daughter in conquering the 
father's ** pedantic predilections." Julie was the only child, and " what 
was the use of being well-to-do in the world if the poor thing could not 
follow her inclinations ?" 

And in the first years what triumph ! Julie and her mother could 
point with pride to the exemplary husband, and the father had to admit 
that his son-in-law was a solid, industrious man, even though he were 
not over-lucky in his farming enterprises. 

How sadly had the young wife wept when three years previous the 
two old people died within a short time of one another ! Now she blessed 
the hour, thanked God that he had taken them hence, and at least spared 
them the pain that racked her wounded heart. A house of correction 
marriage had become to him, and he had already thought of breaking 
these chains 1 

She trembled so violently that she was compelled to sit down. 
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« Fdix," said she, after a pause, hesitating between almost every 
word, « have you — what you said just now — really not spoken in the anger 
of the moment, without reflecting how dreadful it was ? Are you not 
ready to take it back ?" 

« What shall I take back ?" he snapped. « I spoke in anger, to be 
sure, but it depends entirely upon yourself whether the action be not 
suited to the word. I have said it before : Don't drive me to it." 

« No, no, it is not possible," was her agonized utterance ; « say it is 
not possible ! You cannot have fallen so deeply into the snares of that 
frivolous girl !" 

« I forbid you to mention her name !" he cried, turning upon her. 
« You don't know what you are talking about." 

"Well, ril hold my peace — I'll hold my peace," said she, keeping 
back the cry that rose to her lips ; « but I must entreat you this once 
to think of our children. If I have lost all value for you, don't mind 
me, but think of them. What will become of them when sorrow kills 
me ? What is their material future, Felix, if you continue as you have 
been doing ? Here, just when everything begins to look so favorably, 
and there seems such encouraging prospects for settling up arrears, you 
lose all interest in the farm business, spend all your time at the castle, 
and give the farm-hands free scope to cheat you at pleasure. I will not 
weary you with Supplications for myself. I am nothing — nothing ; but 
think of the future of your children !" 

With the last words she had risen to her feet, approached her hus- 
band and endeavored to grasp his hand. Quickly he snatched it from 
her reach. 

" Let me be," he cried, harshly. « So that's what you're after, is it ? 
You're fretting over the paltry property ! And that's why I must make 
through these distasteful jealousy scenes, must for weeks long see your 
tiresome tears until they embitter me, must now have a stubborn 
silence, now be heaped with reproaches because the fancy for your pretty 
doll's face and the few brains that, insignificant as they may be, are 
almost more than you know what to do with, can't last for ever. I 
only considered you importunate and lacking in tact and dignity before ; 
now I see I was mistaken, and that the motive that impelled you was a 
for lower one. It was fear for your few dollars that led you to play the 
jealous. You may spare yourself the comedy hereafter. I see through 
it now. You think you bought me, and now you're fretting about 
goods and price together. Oh ! I must go out and get a breath of air ! 
That I suppose I can have without putting your few dollars in jeopardy." 

With this he seized his hat and rushed out, almost upsetting the 
cook, who stood listening at the door. The poor wife sank upon her 
knees, completely crushed, wringing her hands, and uplifting her stream- 
ing eyes to heaven. Amidst sobs and waitings she groaned with un- 
speakable bitterness : « For my few dollars !" 
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CHAPTER IX. 

CHANGEFUL AS A CHAMELEON. 

AFTER a few truly autumnal days of rain, summer strode forth vic- 
torious, as it were, from the brief struggle. A fresh breeze had 
arisen during the night, sweeping away the clouds, and speedily dissi- 
pating the moisture from the saturated earth. Morning dawned with 
marvellous splendor, and the sun's warm rays absorbed the last re- 
maining drops upon leaves and blades of grass. 

The little birds, with ruffled plumage, had been listlessly perching 
upon the most sheltered boughs, only drawing forth the tiny head from 
beneath the protecting wing at rare intervals, to interchange a hasty 
twitter of dissatisfaction over the disagreeable weather. Now, they 
began gayly preparing their choicest promenade-toilettes, whilst with 
loud jubilation they attuned the most joyous toasts, each warbling forth 
his sweetest strains. 

Erwin, whom the glorious morning had lured from his work for a 
stroll in the open air, paused repeatedly to listen to the delightful con- 
cert that seemed to unfold an enchanted forest to his dreamy imagina- 
tion. His lungs, drank in hearty quaffs of the fresh aroma of the pines, 
and his eyes were entranced with the grotesque phantoms evoked by 
the golden sunbeams that glided, with curious light-effects, between 
darkened branches and mossy stones. 

Ere he was himself well aware of it, he had reached the court of 
the Rothenstein ruins. Taking his seat upon a well-remembered, moss- 
covered stone, he now yielded to the youthful reminiscences that here 
thronged upon him. So completely, in feet, did he become absorbed 
in them, that he felt not the slightest surprise when there fell upon his 
external ear the barking of a dog and the clear, ringing tones of a 
young girl's voice. 

«* What is the matter, Dear ? In with you, this moment I" 

Dear and Natalie stood before him. What was there unusual in 
that ? How often had she come upon him unawares in this very spot, 
the little basket of strawberries, gathered in the woods, hanging on her 
arm, and proceeded forthwith to tastefully decorate the hermitage-table 
with her treasures ! 

Nevertheless, Erwin sprang up in unwonted agitation. He could not 
meet Natalie now — not now of all times. This was not the Natalie of 
his childhood, the merry, wayward, yet in many respects precocious 
child. As she had changed in outward form and lineaments, so much 
so that he had failed to recognize her at first, so, too, had her whole 
character become as that of a stranger to him. What now distinguished 
her from an hundred coquettes ? Determined that the beautiful dreams 
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of his childhood should not be disturbed, he was on the point of hasten- 
ing to the other side of the tower, when Dear proved swifter than he. 
Unmindful of the call of his young mistress, the wilful animal came 
bounding down the path leading past the hermitage, paused directly 
in front of Erwin, and set up a most fearful howl at this, his recognized 
enemy, who had aroused him from a glorious noonday slumber with a 
malignant shower of pebbles. ^ 

« No,'* thought Erwin, bitterly ; « the dog would, after all, betray 
me, and I have no desire to make myself ridiculous by being caught in 
the act of flight Besides, wherefore should I shun her ? There is no 
cause for me to feel shy, nor have I aught to fear." 

Proudly throwing back his head, he took his book and sauntered 
slowly along the path toward the dog, who, showing his teeth with 
alarming access of violence, drew slightly back and put himself in 
readiness for an attack. There is no telling what might have come to 
pass had not Natalie, springing around the corner at this critical mo- 
ment, energetically seized her enraged companion's collar with her deli- 
cate hand. 

« Be quiet, Dear. Couchez P'^ she commanded; and still snarling 
his deep resentment. Dear obeyed. Now for the first time the girl 
looked up ; hitherto she had been too engrossed in preventing mischief 
to think of doing so. Her lips parted for a friendly apology for the 
dog's unmannerly demeanor, but the words died away and deep crim- 
son suffused her cheeks as Erwin, with distant formality, raised his 
hat, and, passing her without a word of salutation, started for the 
■ woods. 

« Herr von Schonberg, one moment, if you please," he heard called 
after him, and could not very well avoid stopping and turning around. 
He did this so lingeringly, and with so little show of meeting the ad- 
vance, that it really increased the former affront. He knew this was 
so ; it afforded him a cruel pleasure to thus unmistakably betoken his 
disregard. 

He knew that there could be no more poignant expression of con- 
tempt and indifference toward a lady than the strictest and at the same 
time most frigid courtesy ; and so he once more removed his hat and 
inquired what the « Baronesse" desired. 

It was a peculiar glance that was flashed upon him from her eyes at 
this question. 

« Merely to beg of you not to let me disturb you. Please keep your 
place ; I am going farther." 

« Most assufiedly not, Baronesse," he replied. " I have no right to 
drive you away, and have been here long enough already." He made 
a movement to bow himself away, but Natalie was not disposed to let 
him escape her so easily. 

«< You are not driving me away," said she. « If that is your only 
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apprehension, we can both remain ; that is, unless you wish to shun me 
altogether." 

« By no means," rejoined Erwin, with some hesitation. What else 
could he say? He wished to display coldness, but not rudeness; 
under no circumstances would he have been justified in the latter, and 
it would be especially unpardonable in the family friend and early play- 
mate of the girl. 

«<Well then, come," was her friendly utterance, and about her lips 
already there played the roguish smile that wore so indescribable a 
charm through the dimples in either cheek. « I have no strawberry- 
basket on my arm, as in the olden times, but I have a book. See 
here ; we can both read without in the least disturbing one another. 
Helene promised to follow me here ; she is just holding a conference 
with the gardener. You know she is perfectly devoted to flowers." 

The mention of the strawberry-basket that had recently mingled with 
such vivid force in his pleasantest youthful reminiscences somewhat 
mollified Erwin ; it pleased him, in spite of himselfj that Natalie still 
thought of those days. Besides, the tSte-d-tite would be of but short 
duration, and now, after hearing that Helene was coming, it would be 
particularly unfriendly, he thought, to hasten away. He made some 
brief excuses about limited time, pressing work, with more to like effect, 
turned back, nevertheless, to the bench where Natalie immediately took 
her seat, and Dear, stretching himself out full length, served as a foot- 
stool for her dainty little feet 

Erwin stood musingly contemplating her, without heeding her re- 
peated invitation to be seated. 

« Green is her ^vorite color. Yes, yes ; she understands how to 
dress, and knows what complementary color is requisite to heighten the 
effect of her hair and complexion." 

Natalie, meanwhile, had opened her book. 

«< You will not sit down ?" cried she, suddenly looking up at him. 
« In that case we will neither of us read any. All right ; let us talk. 
I know what book that is you have in your hand ; it is a volume of 
Stifrer, and you are reading the < Narrenburg.' Am I right? Ah, 
you are astonished ! But I'll wager you ,can form no idea of what book 
I myself have." 

Erwin looked carelessly at the brown morocco-bound book ; he was 
in no mood for guessing. 

"A friend of my childhood is the author of it," she continued ; "and, 
oddly enough, as author he is the same as of old ; otherwise he has 
become an entire stranger. Perhaps you can tell me why this is?" 
With these words she held up the open title-page before Erwin's eyes, 
and he saw now his previous conjecture verified ; it was his last work 
that had appeared in the spring. 

*< Coquetry !" flashed at first through his mind. In a moment, how- 
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ever, he abandoned the suspicion. « She could not have expected to 
meet me here," said he to himself. « The thicket there in front com- 
pletely conceals from observation below any one who is up here, even 
were the eye to employ the aid of the strongest field-glass. Neither is 
it possible that she carries the book around with her every day in view 
of a possible effect." 

As Erwin made no reply, Natalie proceeded further : 

«< I am reading it now for the second time, expressly for the purpose 
of finding out the cause of this. I fancied that perhaps when I first 
read it I had overlooked the change ; but no, it is not there. You 
have something personal against me ; I see that. Now be frank ; what 
is it ?" 

«f You address a singular question to me, Baronesse." 

« Which you decline to answer, thereby proving incontestably that I 
am right. You judge me falsely." 

" I have no right to presume upon any judgment," replied Erwin^ 
coldly. 

" You need not think to evade me thus. Whether with or without 
right, you would be no lord of the creation did you not presume upon 
some judgment. Now I should like to know what it is." 

« What can my judgment possibly signify to you }" 

« I do not choose that you, of all others, shall think of me better or 
worse than I deserve." 

<< Very flattering indeed !" rejoined Erwin, making a low obeisance ; 
« but why precisely I ?" 

" Because we were friends in childhood," said she, eagerly, whilst a 
delicate flush overspread her face, «and you have known me almost 
from infancy." 

« Human beings change in the course of years. Almost every one 
knows this from experience." 

(< Yes ; I see that in you, and in your hateful fashion of shrugging 
your shoulders," she spitefully interposed ; ** the frank, boyish heart of 
old knew no such strokes of diplomacy. The book lies in showing 
you as you used to be. I won't have anything more to do with it** 
With these words she petulantly closed the book and gave it an impa- 
tient toss upon the bench beside her. 

A sarcastic smile hovered now about Erwin's lips. 

" My book," he dryly observed, " shares the fate of many another ; 
the author must be content therewith. Fortunately, a book does not 
suffer from caprice as does a heart ; therefore why should not one who 
is accustomed to trifle with hearts scornfully toss aside a romance when 
weary of it ?" 

« With hearts I have never trifled" 

Erwin was forcibly impressed by the deep earnestness with which 
these words were uttered. " My own version of the well-known Iine>" 
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contmued Natalie, more lightly, « should read, < Beneath these masks no 
feeling heart' " 

«In view of testing that, Baronesse," was the sharp retort, «yoa 
make some most dangerous experiments. Even a disturbed domestic 
happiness seems to appear of but small moment to you where they are 
concerned." 

Bowing her head as beneath a crushing blow, she gazed fixedly 
into her lap ; her little fingers nervously plucked to pieces a blade 
of grass ; otherwise she was motionless. After a long pause she ob- 
served, in a voice whose measured accents betrayed nothing of her 
emotions : 

« You overheard my conversation with Olschmann on Sunday. I 
thought so." 

, « Yes," responded Erwin, less harshly but with increased earnest- 
ness, « I did ; and if you really accord me, on the grounds of our early 
friendship, a right to be frank, I should like honestly and candidly to 
warn you." 

Here the weH-meant remonstrance was interrupted by an outburst of 
laughter from Natalie that brought the very tears to her eyes. There 
was such beaming, genuine merriment in her face that Erwin must 
forcibly bear in mind its cause not to be carried away by it himself. 
The stem looks of displeasure he cast upon the girl the moment he was 
able to control himself seemed finally to check her. 

« Oh, this is rich !" she cried. " One's faults folks glorify, and one's 
good deeds they convert into crimes." More gravely and with pointed 
emphasis she added, ><As if I could hinder a man's admiring me more 
than his wife ! Am I responsible for the absurdities of others ? When 
I make an effort to protect the poor neglected wife by a compromise in 
which I merely recognize what is no Jonger to be avoided, it is held up 
to me as a reproach. The logic is amusing." 

« It would undoubtedly have been more worthy of you," Erwin re- 
joined, sternly, « to have obviated such a mistake at the outset than to 
condescendingly beg akns now for the poor wife who has lost her most 
precious gem — ^her husband's love." 

« The loss was not effected through fault of mine," persisted Natalie, 
with an impatient shrug of her shoulders ; « and what more can I do 
than employ the influence I have unwittingly acquired to soften the lot 
of the poor woman, whom I pity with all my heart, for the children un- 
consciously betray how wretchedly unhappy she is over her. husband's 
neglect Moreover, Sir Rigorist, I am not even bound to do this ; it 
is the wife's business to keep her husband nicely under subjection. I 
would only blame myself did such a thing occur to me, were I in her 
place, or, still better, I would take care that there was no cause for 
blame." 

«Ah!" cried Erwin, with incomparable composure, "it is not every 
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man who can be kept < nicely under subjection,' and occasionally there 
is one found who cannot be ensnared by the usual means." 

« Then unusual ones must be brought into play." 

" That is not always profitable." 

« Prodigious !" cried Natalie, blushing crimson and springing up 
with such impetuosity that Dear moved off in alarm. « You misuse 
the right I gave you. That is a genuine specimen of masculine pre- 
sumption ; you look upon us as nothing better than playful kittens. 
Never fear that I shall use either usual or unusual measures where you 
are concerned. What do I care, any way, for opinions ? They are all 
biassed ; yours most of all." 

She moved quickly to the ruins of the old enclosure-wall, which was 
here upon the very brink of the steep precipice, and, resting her arms 
upon it, stood gloomily surveying the prospect, her back turned to Erwin. 

With folded arms he remained where she had left him, but he had 
slightly turned his head that he might contemplate this singular being, 
with the delicately-moulded form, the graceful movements and the flow- 
ing golden locks. Was he seeking in earnest the golden crown that in 
legendary lore circles the head of the queen with the snaky locks? 
The most contradictory feelings struggled for precedence within his 
breast. Was this really unconscious, unbridled nature, or was it merely 
a variegated garment, well-fitted before the glass ? He failed to arrive 
at any conclusion ; what she had said about Olschmann was unsought 
for, free from the least imputation of affectation, and bore unmistakably 
the semblance of truth. Yes ; there was an original, unusual nature in 
this girl ; and was he right to demand from such an one ordinary 
demeanor ? 

He now appeared to himself all at once in the light of a petty school- 
pedant — as one who only did homage to the original and unusual in his 
writings, but who in real life demanded the most precise, conventional 
commonplace. He had meant (p be serious, but he could not help ac- 
knowledging that he had been instead bitter, almost insulting ; and what 
occasion had Natalie given him to be so ? Even when declaring that 
she cared for no one's opinion, did she not involuntarily betray how 
much weight she attached to his ? 

Already he was upon the point of following her, standing by her side, 
placing his hand upon hers and imploring her not to be angry with him. 
His heart throbbed violently, but pride held him back. 

<< No," he whispered to himself, « she might tliink that unusual meas- 
ures had this time captivated, and that one more of the multitude was 
now conquered and ready submissively to lie at her feet Keep a clear 
head and be calm ! You are not yet sure that you were in error ; you 
are merely swayed by the fascination of her presence." 

And he stayed where he was. 

The advent of Helene altogether put an end to this vacillation. 
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She was rejoiced to see Erwin ; not only her words but her frank, beam- 
ing countenance proved it. They shook one another heartily by the 
hand, and upon Erwin's admiring her pretty little bouquet of roses and 
pansies, she handed it to him, bidding him keep it — there were plenty 
more flowers in the garden. With a few words of light badinage 
he fastened the flowers in his button-hole, and raised his hat to bow 
himself away. 

« Are you going ? Well, then come through the Park, and we will 
escort you," interposed Helene. "It is very quiet down there to-day. 
Mamma is busied with her correspondence and the gentlemen are out 
hunting. They counted upon you, by the way ; why did you disappoint 
them ?" 

« I could not very well spare the time," replied Erwin. 

Natalie had meanwhile joined them, and now walked next Helene, on 
the side away from Erwin. She appeared entirely to have forgotten 
the previous scene, or else to have put it aside as immaterial. Quite 
unconstrainedly, although perhaps confining herself more than usual to 
monosyllables, she mingled in the conversation, from which Erwin learned 
that Emil had started off early in the morning with Olschmann and 
Count Salizhofen for the upper hunting-grounds. He was surprised to 
hear the count mentioned ; he thought he had driven away with Herr 
Leiteneder. 

"After your famous speech ?" cried Natalie, banteringly. "We have 
heard of it, but as we did not deliver it, the scared doves felt free to fly 
back to us again : they are so tame now they will eat their food out of 
our hands." 

" It appears, then, that they find it there," he observed, sarcastically, 
and Natalie gave her head a defiant toss, bestowing thenceforth all her 
attention upon the overjoyed Dear, who in his old age looked upon her 
notice as a recompense for not being taken out hunting any more. 

As Natalie now sauntered on before the others, she held the book 
out to the dog and drew it back each time he snapped at it, as though 
it gave her pleasure to see the handsome binding spoiled by the traces 
of his teeth. Erwin saw it plainly, but it did not annoy him in the 
least ; he comprehended her design, and could not help smiling over the 
curious expression of wrath. Suddenly the book fell to the ground. 
Erwin, who walked directly behind Natalie, nearly stepped upon it. He 
stooped to pick it up, and so came face to face with NataKe, who had 
stooped also ; but as he did so the little nosegay fell from his button- 
hole, and Natalie picked it up without Erwin's being able to prevent it, 
iad he wished to do so. 

"Please rescue my poor, misused book," said he, imploringly, hand- 
ing the book to Helene ; " I fear otherwise Dear will devour it." 

" It is very humane of you to guard Dear against the danger of 
choking," said Natalie. 
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Erwin made no response, but at this moment Helene seized Natalie's 
hands, which were vehemently busied in tearing the nosegay to pi^s. 

«< What are you doing ? Oh, my poor flowers !" cried she. 

« They are already plucked from the stem," rejoined Natalie, without 
permitting herself to be interrupted ip her employment until the very 
last little leaf lay scattered on the ground; «and of what use are 
flowers, anyhow ?" 

'< Oh, they are so beautiful, and I love them 1" 

" Ah ! you — ^yes, I can understand that — but I will have no blossoms ; 
they are distasteful to me, because they wisely presuppose to us that 
life, too> has its blossoms." Her voice had a sharp, bitter ring, causing 
her sister to look up in surprise. 

" Any one to hear you speak would accuse you of having no heart," 
said she. 

" Let them ! Perhaps it is so." 

" Why do you take such delight in representing yourself worse than 
you are ?" expostulated Helene, warmly. « Do not believe her, Herr 
von Sch5nberg ; this is just one of her bad moods. She pretends she 
has no heart, and she cried an hour three weeks ago when she found 
her canary bird dead in its cage." 

" Yes ; but it loved me." 

Scarcely had she uttered these words than she seemed frightened 
over them herself, and her eyes confusedly sought the ground. When, 
however, Helene mentioned Joseph' and several other names, she 
started off, without so much as looking around, upon a race with Dear. 

Helene explained to Erwin that these were names of poor and sick 
people in the market-town and in the surrounding country, whom Na- 
talie sought out as she had done Joseph, the gardener lad, supplied 
their needs, and even waited upon thpm herself. 

« She often rides about alone on horseback for hours on such errands 
of mercy, for which, to be candid, both courage and patience fa\\ me ; 
and she pretends that she^as no heart !" Thus the girl enthusiasti- 
cally concluded her eulogy upon her sister ; but the words half fell 
unheeded upon Erwin's ear ; not until later did he recall them. Now 
he gazed fixedly and in deep thought after the wayward truant : the 
elastic step that seemed scarcely to touch the ground, the fluttering 
garments and hair, the whole magic of this sprite-like apparition held 
his eyes spell-bound, as did her sparkling words his thoughts. A subtle, 
fiery ether seemed to permeate and buoy up his whole being. Invol- 
untarily he quickened his speed, as though he must overtake the fugi- 
tive. In a moment, however, he restrained himself, and accommodated 
his pace to Helene's for the rest of the way. They found Natalie in a 
litde grove, which, owing to its gratefril shade, was the favorite resort 
of Baronin Rosenau. 

The latter was sitting here now with her book, readings and the sewing* 
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girl was at her side, with a pile of cut-out work heaped up on the table 
before her. 

"We found Herr von Schonberg at old Rothenstein, and pressed 
him into service as escort," explained Helene. 

"Now, however, I must humbly entreat my dismissal," spoke up 
Erwia, without being remarkably successful in his effort at pla3rjfulness. 

" But first you must bestow quarter of an hour upon me," besought 
the baroness, and, little as he was in the mood for it, he felt obliged to 
comply. 

It was an intense relief to him that at this moment there came a 
summons from the casde for the baroness. The sisters had meanwhile 
seated themselves beside « Kurtine," and commenced assisting her with 
her work. Helene had entered into a merry conversation with her 
hmnble companion, but Natalie maintained so rigid a silence that her 
sister could not help glancing curiously from her to Erwin. 

So soon as the baroness was gone, Erwin excused himself and pre- 
pared to withdraw, holding out his hand to Natalie— only to her. Col- 
oring deeply, she bent low over her work, and, although she laid the tips 
of her fingers in his hand, she at once shyly withdrew them. Un- 
doubtedly a cloud hovered about the usually clear horizon of her dispo- 
sition. Bowing courteously to the others, Erwin withdrew. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE AUGUST PRESENCE OF TANTE CLOTILDK 

'THE day before the Nativity of the Virgin, the company remained 
J- longer than usual over the breakfast-table at the castle. Such had 
been the custom for many years upon this anniversary, which always 
brought into the house an honored guest. 

For sixteen years Tante Clotilde had made her pilgrimage to the 
miracle-working image of the « Blessed Virgin" with the same punctu- 
ality as the swallows prepare for flight, never failing to stop for a brief 
visit at Rothenstein. Previous to this period, after the storms that had 
shaken all Europe had forced the worid, through bloodshed and vio- 
lence, into calmer tracks, she had taken upon herself a solemn vow to 
make this yeariy pilgrimage, and never once, even upon the plea of 
serious indisposition, had she been deterred from it. She was thor- 
oughly convinced that she was thus performing a duty to herself, her 
^mily, her station, the dynasty, and, in feet, the entire realm, for to her 
intercessions with the Mother of Grace, and the sacrifices connected 
therewith, she ascribed it, in no small degree, that everything had not 
10 



no SPHINX, 

gone to ruin. During the past year she had made separate vows in 
behalf of the menaced Church, which the recent war had endangered 
anew. 

No one would have judged, from the appearance of her highness, the 
widowed Princess Wiidingen, how pious and given to making vows she 
was, for her general bearing was that of a thoroughly energetic, mascu- 
line person. Taller even than the baroness, her much younger sister, 
whom she did not resemble in a single lineament, she held her thin, 
angular form rigidly erect, even when sitting down never making use 
of the back of sofa or chair. Always clad in gray silk, her toilet was 
complete from early in the morning, and even the ladies of the house, 
during her stay, appeared at the breakfast-table in full dress, with their 
hair in perfect style, which necessitated an early rising. The princess 
herself was never seen without having her silvery hair carefully ar- 
ranged on each side of her face in puffs, that peeped out either from 
her bonnet or from the great white blond cap she wore in the house, 
trimmed with gray or straw-colored ribbon, and tied with a ribbon of 
the same under her strongly-marked chin. 

She must have been very handsome once ; her sternly-grave features 
yet bore traces of beauty, although the Roman nose had, in the course 
of years, become almost too strikingly masculine. The daughter of a 
retired diplomat. Count Lorzenbach, she had become the wife of Prince 
Wiidingen, who held a high position in the army, and was very loth to 
see her sister come down a grade in aristocratic position by bestowing 
her hand in marriage upon a not even wealthy baron. Her protest, 
however, had been of small avail. The only brother, whose require- 
ments far exceeded the limits of the old count's estate, was delighted 
to be able to free himself, with a modest portion, from all responsibili- 
ties. Eveline herself cherished a warm attachment for the elegant, 
handsome and agreeable young baron, and so the marriage took place. 
Count Lorzenbach had died in the course of time, leaving no family, 
but also not a farthing of the property ; and when finally the prince 
departed this life, the widow, during the first days of mourning, felt so 
desolate and alone in the world, that she took occasion to resume her 
intercourse with her sister, now the sole remaining member of her 
family. 

In token of this new compact she asked permission to stand god- 
mother at the christening of the infant the baroness was at that time 
expecting, provided that it should be a girl ; and so it came to pass that 
Natalie bore also the name of Clotilde, although^ at the express request 
of the princess, she was called exclusively by the first, to prevent con- 
fusion when they were together. Perhaps this fancy of the princess 
was heightened by the fact that at home she had herself been called 
<«Tilderl," and she dreaded being reminded of the distasteful abbre- 
viation. 



SPHINX. Ill 

Although the intercourse between the princess and her sister's £imily 
was no rare one — ^for not only were they frequently together in the Resi- 
denz, but also often visited in company the different baths — yet the 
princess never came more than once a year to Rothenstein, and then 
remained but for a brief period. The free tone of unconstraint that 
prevailed in the house did not seem particularly to please her, and more 
than once she had expressed herself rather sharply concerning it Regu- 
larly every year she came by railway to the station the evening before 
that preceding the festival, and the carriage that was always sent to 
meet her conveyed her to the castle, where she remained over night. 
After dinner the following day she drove over to St Christoph, and took 
up her quarters in rooms held in readiness for her in the guest-apart- 
ments adjoining the cloister. Thus^ owing to her being able to attend 
the confessional the same evening, she could participate, from their very 
commencement the following morning, in the religious services com- 
memorative of the day, which were attended by throngs of people. In 
the afternoon she returned to Rothenstein, from whence, in the course 
of the ensuing day — before or after dinner, according to whether she 
felt in a good or a bad humor — she drove over to the station, ac- 
companied by one or more of the family. As a rule, her maid alone 
accompanied her to the cloister : several times she had taken with her 
one or other of the girls, but Natalie, particularly, had not been a very 
willing companion. She had now altogether ceased inviting either 
sister, and with this, since their curiosity had been amply satisfied, they 
were well pleased, for Xante Clotilde was very precise, and her sharp, 
clear gray eye spied out the most trivial misdemeanor of countenance 
or bearing even when the lips of the offender did not so much as 
move. 

Even Natalie, who usually was not so easily overawed, had respect 
for these stern, reproving looks, and conformed, so far as was in her 
power, to the behests of her godmother, although allowing herself, by 
way of compensation, to indulge in absurd comments upon this <« un- 
bearable tyranny** to her brothers and sisters, and even to others. 

As conservative as she was pious, the princess was not the woman to 
patiently suffer the existence of opinions differing from her own, and, 
as she was extremely fond of discussing politics, Emil had to place an 
especial constraint over himself not to personally offend his august 
aunt She had her firmly-established notions concerning everything 
that transpired within the world in modern times, and to argue with her 
was as useless as dangerous, for when excited, she could turn upon her 
opponent with such cool, cutting sarcasm that unavoidably she must 
come off victorious, as the same weapons which she so unmercifully 
used could not be brought into play against an elderly ]ady. 

Even now the princess was giving utterance to her displeasure. It 
seemed that she had been much interested in bringing forward Count 
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Salizhofen, and that with his failure bad also been shattered certain 
political schemes she had hoped to engineer through him. 

« I cannot comprehend, my dear Eveline," said she, " how you can 
open your doors to this person, who in the convention came out openly 
against us — this book-writing free-thinker — this Herr von Schonberg, as 
he calls himself, although possessing precious little of that disposition 
which acquired for his fether the distinction of nobility." 

When the princess wished to express her highest disapprobation, she 
always declared that she « could not comprehend," and with this every- 
one to whom the matter was not equally incomprehensible was ranked 
in a sphere far below her own. 

"But permit me, aunt," cried Emil, no longer able to restrain him- 
self: " I, for my part, see in Erwiu my early playmate, with whom I have 
still much in common." 

« I regret to hear that ! People of his political tendency are not fit 
companions for a Baron Rosenau." This was uttered with great de- 
cision ; the princess always spoke as though her utterances were beyond 
contradiction. 

« If I cannot precisely make his political tendency my own, I must 
nevertheless have regard for it," rejoined Emil, obstinately. 

"Well, yes," admitted the princess — "Well, yes, you may respect an 
adversary's consistency, but that does not, I hope, prevent your con- 
tending firmly against his views ;" and she drew up her hejad, evidently 
to increase the emphasis of her words. 

"I beg your pardon, aunt, but — " Emil broke off abruptly, for he 
at this moment observed the imploring gaze of his mother, whom he 
fairly worshipped, and whom for all the worla he would not have an- 
noyed. 

''^Plait-ilV cried the princess, drawing up her head still higher with 
an expression that evinced how monstrous she deemed it to encounter 
opposition when she had once firmly expressed her opinion. 

Emil constrained himself to silence, and this apparent yielding some- 
what mollified the princess. She bore it more mildly when Helene now 
came forward as Erwin's defender. 

« I understand nothing of politics, dear aunt," said the honest-hearted 
child, "but Herr von Schonberg never discusses them, any more than 
questions of reHgion. You do him injustice, and your opinion would 
certainly be altered could you know him personally." 

"Ah, indeed!" rejoined the princess, with sovereign repose. 

"Yes ; I am convinced that you would take back your remarks," con- 
tinued Helene, without observing that her brother was pushing her 
elbow to stop her. " He is as cultivated as agreeable in conversation, 
and so far as his books are concerned — " 

" You don't mean to say you have read them ?" interrupted the 
princess ; and, without awaiting a reply, she continued : " That would 
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be very wrong ; such reading is not intended for children. < La Mire 
d^Aix,^ * Pater Goffine,' or some such good book, to gladden and 
edify, belongs to youth. You are of my opinion, I presume, my dear 
Eveline ?" 

« Most assuredly," replied the baroness, calmly, « inasmuch as I place 
only good books in the hands of my children." 

^Cest celay^ nodded the princess, satisfied with this. 

The matter would have happily dropped here had not Albin suddenly 
chimed in that mamma would not let him read Herr von Schonberg's 
book, although both she and his sisters had read it 

The countenance of the princess for a moment resumed its full stern- 
ness, while the provoking yet comical situation called forth a half-con- 
fused, half-suppressed smile from the rest ; even the cheeks of the bar- 
oness glowed with heightened color. 

"Ah! I see," remarked the princess, after a pause, "my dear Eve- 
line numbers this book among the good ones. But I confess that I 
cannot comprehend ho^ one can do so." 

«The book is -well conceived, bears unmistakable signs of talent, 
and is ably worked out," declared the baroness. 

« Worked out I Yes ; that is the characteristic modem expression, 
which may be said to make a boast of muscular activity. Work is the 
golden cadf about which one dances nowadays, as well as one of the 
battering-rams brought into play against the privileged classes, who are 
hated by those fettered to work on account of their freedom from the 
same. The higher, nobler life is calumniated ; and as toward the 
end of the last century the vulgar hatred was quenched with blood and 
every exalted nature dragged to the guillotine, so in our day one would 
force upon such the yoke of work in order to humiliate them. Formerly 
one wrote in a spirituelU, agreeable, witty, elegant or clever style — in our 
day one works very ably. Ably is precisely the word formerly applied 
to joiners, shoemakers, or other tradespeople." 

""You have spoken as from my own soul," cried Count Salizhofen, 
and the princess nodded graciously at him, without noting Emil's 
muttered exclamation : « Work is no disgrace !" 

Turning to Eveline, while a peculiar smile, that merely curled one 
half of her upper lip, flitted over her face, she observed : 

« The very reading of such an able work becomes a work in itself — 
I never work." 

« To me, on the contrary, a book is welcome that sets all the faculties 
of my mind to work," replied the baroness. 

« Every one according to his taste," nodded the princess ; « that will 
show itself in the entire course of one's life." 

The baroness (tid not deem it worth her while to notice this thrust 
at her marriage. And now Natalie led the conversation back to its 
Ibrmer object, whether out of pure mischiei^ love ^f contradiction, or 
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from any deeper motive, her roguish manner, which so ill accorded with 
her serious expression, rendered it difficult to determine. 

« Oh, aunt, I assure you," began she, *« in reading the book you refer 
to, you would in no respect be reminded of the sweat of the brow. It 
is written in a spirituelle, agreeable, witty, elegant and clever style — all 
this and more. You do the book as well as the author injustice. It 
is quite as interesting as amusing to study both him and his book." 

« And Baronesse Natalie appears to have devoted herself to this task 
for several days with considerable zeal," interposed Herr Kern. 

Natalie flushed up hotly ; nor was- she alone in her indignation at the 
words. For an instant every eye was bent upon Herr Kern, who, now 
that it was too late, bitterly regretted having obeyed the impulse to make 
this satirical remark. Confusedly stroking his thin beard and sleek 
hair, he sank back in his chair with an air of offended dignity, as Emil, 
who sat directly opposite him, suddenly brought his clenched hand down 
with force upon the table, and muttered between his teeth something 
that sounded like « Audacity !" 

Almost in the same breath Natalie cried, proudly, ' 

« I was not aware that Herr Kern had been also appointed my hof- 
meister." 

But the princess, with frigid dignity, hastily put an end to this, remark- 
ing that the conversation could be better pursued hereafter. 

« I think we will adjourn to the saloon," she added, giving the signal 
to rise from the table, without condescending so much as to glance at 
Kern. 

The latter was now left alone with Kurtine, and as soon as he was 
sure of not being overheard, he poured his resentment into her ears. 

« They are all alike," he cried, bitterly. « A tutor is for them noth- 
ing more than a servant, and the most sacred rights of humanity-^free- 
dom, equality and fraternity — are in their eyes chimeras to be trodden 
under foot 1" 

« If they be chimeras," remarked Kurtine, saucily, « they cannot be 
trodden under foot Besides, you deserved the cut ; why do you med- 
dle with other people's affairs ? One turn. deserves another." 

Kern flashed upon her a venomous look, as he sprang up to leave 
the room. 

« You hold to them," he muttered between his teeth, « because you 
are angling for a seven- forked crown ; but wait, witch, Pll spoil your 
game. One turn truly deserves another." 

The princess spread herself out upon the large sofa in the saloon, 
like a queen upon her throne, and with a wave of her hand indicated to 
each one a place. 

«Now we are enfamille^'* said she. "You, dear Salizhofen, are the 
same as one of ourselves. It is a miserable custom to bring such peo- 
ple to the table at all ; they become too familiar, and one has only one's 
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self to blame for their want of tact How should they know anything 
of tact ?" 

« This is the first occurrence of the kind," said the baroness, good- 
naturedly excusing the hofmeister, whom she valued on account of his 
learning. 

« The first will be followed by others," rejoined the princess. « The 
young man must be dismissed." 

« Albin, go to your room for a while," commanded the baroness, see- 
ing that the boy was breathlessly drinking in this proposal to dismiss 
his mentor. So soon as he had left the room, the baroness, put 
in her protest against the suggestion, on the plea that with Kern the 
not over-gifted boy had thus far. made more progress in his studies 
than with any other teachers. Kern, it could not be denied, lacked pol- 
ish of manner ; he might even possess certain positively disagreeable 
traits, but it was difficult to find an instructor to whom some objections 
could not be raised. 

The baron, who saw firom his wife's earnestness of demeanor that 
some weighty point was under discussion, inquired what was the mat- 
ter, and the baroness, as was her custom, put her arm around his neck, 
drew his ear close to her lips, and readily explained the difficulty to 
him. It was remarkable how easily he understood his wife's low, dis- 
tinct articulation, while some voices, when raised even to their loudest 
pitch, were unintelligible to him. 

^ Yes ; that will not be easy," said he ; then added, with questioning 
glance firom his wife to his sister-in-law, « But it must be done if you 
and sister Clotilde think best." 

« That I most certainly do," affirmed the princess, who was never 
known to retract her once-expressed opinion. « If it is as you say, 
dear Eveline, we must devise another expedient." 

There now arose a conference regarding Albin's fixture, or rather 
the princess debated for herself as to whether a diplomatic or a military 
career would be most feasible for him. 

«« For the latter he would certainly be more qualified if he is not 
especially brilliant, and in this case Baron Burgkhardt would push 
him forward a litde ; but he is too young yet to become a soldier. 
The priesthood he would scarcely fancy; as civil officer he would 
have to undergo a severe examination, and for agriculture he lacks 
capital" 

Count Salizhofen, too, when appealed to by the princess for his opin- 
ion, declared himself in favor of the military career ; he only regretted, 
he said, that he himself had not entered upon it early in life. 

«<Ah, dear Salizhofen, with your eminent talents, that would have 
been completely throwing yourself away. You will render us other ser- 
vice than becoming food for cannons. A trifling ichoiltnent will surely not 
lead you to despair." 
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It was now decided — or rather the princess decided, and the baroness 
assented for herself and the baron — that at the commencement of the 
winter course Albin should enter an institute in the Residenz, which 
would leave him free later, in accordance with the development of his 
talents, to enter upon either a military or diplomatic career. The 
baroness felt much relieved to have thus taken from her mind the anx- 
iety she had felt for her growing son. The aristocratic influence of the 
princess would hereafter be very useful to Albin, and the mother was 
glad to place her son under such protection. 

The princess seemed to-day especially in the mood to take everything 
into her firm grasp. Even Kern should be provided for. 

« The young man," said she, « has no one but himself to blame ; still, 
we must make allowances for his lack of education. Perhaps this will 
serve as a warning to him, and, since you seem particularly interested 
in him, my dear Eveline, we can doubtless find some other employment 
for him. But not in this house ; he must be sent away from here : that 
is clear. This fondness that he has evinced for noticing what does not 
concern him is an unpardonable weakness, even though, as I must al- 
most assume, occasion has been given him for it." 

The last thrust was addressed directly to Natalie, as the sharp look 
in her direction accompanying it rendered apparent. But so feir firom 
growing confused under it, her face assumed tliat defiant expression 
it could wear so well, and her brows knit together in a little frown of 
ill-humor. ' 

« I must confess," continued the princess, utterly oblivious of this, 
« that I cannot comprehend how any one can grow so warm over such 
a subject as that we were discussing, especially in the presence of 
strangers. You both appear to be completely carried away with this 
Herr von Schonberg." This time also she laid upon the von a par- 
ticularly contemptuous stress, that could not possibly escape observa- 
tion. The poor baron, after vainly striving to decipher from the coun- 
tenances around him the subject under discussion, nodded approvingly, 
under the supposition that it still concerned placing Albin in an in- 
stitute. 

" Oh no, aunt," began Helene, shyly ; « we merely wish to see jus- 
tice done him." 

" So .?" ejaculated the princess abruptly, and nodded approvingly at 
the count, as he maliciously remarked that to him a little partiality 
seemed to have been displayed apart fi*om-this. For his part, he could 
not discover the genius he heard so much talk about. 

" The question is whether you would be able to judge of it, count," 
interposed Natalie, with the lightning speed of a rapier stroke. 

« I think my judgment would at least serve me so far," rejoined the 
count, whose wounded vanity bad driven the blood to his usually pale 
face. 
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"Agreed — ^but so would not at least your own impartiality. The 
vanquished rarely does honor to his conqueror." 

" Oh, we are not treating of politics here ; or — " he added, smiling 
significantly, « is he conqueror upon another field ?" 

«< What do you mean to imply ?" inquired the princess. 

« Discretion forbids my divulging," responded Count Salizhofen, mys- 
teriously shrugging his shoulders. 

« It is only being discreet when one keeps silence regarding what one 
knows," interposed Natalie, swiftly, «< but it is a very commonplace ruse 
to announce one's self as discreet in order to make it appear that one 
knows something." 

« Baronesse Natalie commands — ^therefore I know nothing," rejoined 
the count, bowing ironically. 

«< Oh^ mon cher comte, it does not require my command to bring 
about that result," retorted Natalie. 

"There, you've got it," laughed Emil, slapping the count on the 
shoulder. «« You need never try to get the better of her ; she has a 
tongue sharp as a needle, and is ready to give every one a prick." 

« Oh, we have not got so far," jested the count ; « I am not so easily 
defeated. If I lower my sword now, it is merely through gallantry for 
a weaker opponent." 

« Or else, perchance, to be able to use it more safely assassin-like !" 

« Hush, children ! Be still !" cried the princess, cutting short Na- 
talie's words. " What is the meaning of this bickering ? We are not 
here for a mere causeriej and, therefore, greatly as it grieves me, count, 
I must banish you." 

"That's right, aunt — send him after Kern," cried Natalie, mischiev- 
ously, adding to the count : « You can together hatch a denunciation. 
And, if you will coax me right nicely, I will give you materials for it by 
confiding to you some of my thoughts ; but you must be very, very 
good, or they shall remain my own absolute secret." 

The count arose with a very good grace to leave the room, but as 
he passed Natalie, he could not help remarking spitefully that there 
were some secrets that ^uld easily be conjectured, and others that were 
simply not worth possessing. 

He went off laughing, and the circumstance that had so visibly angered 
Natalie aroused Emil to extreme merriment. 

"You only have yourself to thank for that," observed the princess, 
with her usual imperturbable repose. « You are very fond of emitting 
these flashes, and sometimes, you see, you burn your own fingers. 
Whoever is known to be in the habit of making witty sallies must ex- 
pect to be met on their own grounds, and this often leads further than 
is agreeable to either party. You must acquire more composure, and 
so enter a school which will render self-control possible." 

« Ah, aunt, composure is so wearisome ; and as for self-control — " 
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here a deep, almost bitter earnestness came over Natalie — " one often 
exercises self-control without others being aware of it." 

The princess apparently drew herself up more stiffly than ever — ap- 
parently, for in reality this would have been impossible ; the slight mo- 
tion of the head and shoulders was merely suggestive of the act. 

« I will not presume," said she, « that you really have need to exer- 
cise self-control to conceal something from us. I never place any 
especial importance upon the jealous charges of young men, nor upon 
a battle of words such as we have just had ; yet I cannot help observ- 
ing that it would be greatly — I say greatly — to be lamented if the most 
trifling circumstance had given grounds for certain suppositions. I must 
confess that if such were the case, I could not comprehend how one 
could so far forget one's station, how one could so far degrade one's sel£" 

By this time Natalie's patience was exhausted. 

«< There could be in such a case no question of degradation," cried 
she, so defiantly that the princess, not accustomed to be taken up in this 
way, for a moment lost all control over herself << Besides, it is very 
unkind of you, aunt," the girl continued, resuming once more her nat- 
urally cheerful tone, "to call me to account for such tittle-tattle." 

<« How ? There could be no question of degradation ?" exclaimed 
the princess, so soon as she could command her voice. Natalie, how- 
ever, at once hastened to evade the point 

"Why, of course not ! " cried she, eagerly. " At all events, I am not 
conscious of having given occasion for such a reproof. Because one 
reads a book, and even exchanges a few words with the author con- 
cerning it, I cannot see how one is degrading one's self, let the tendency 
be what it may. Beyond this, my intercourse with Herr von Schonberg 
has not extended." 

« Nor shall it extend beyond that ! " ejaculated the princess. « You 
are now old enough — something must be done for your future. As your 
godmother, I am, in a measure, responsible for that In fact, I have 
already formed my plans^ and look as a matter of course for the acqui- 
escence of your parents." 

The announcement that plans had been formed for Natalie created a 
general sensation, particularly with the individual concerned. 

" But will I not be allowed to know what these plans are ?" 

"There are several things in view. Perhaps a situation at court 
might suit you." 

" Ah, at court ! " exclaimed Natalie, thoughtfully ; then after a pause 
she cried, shaking her curls : " No, no ; I don't believe I would be 
suited for that I need too much fresh air to breathe." 

" Foolish child ! You might esteem yourself fortunate if one were 
graciously inclined to overlook the fact that you bear no title of the 
higher aristocracy." 

The baroness here timidly interposed her opinion that Natalie's tern- 
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perament seemed hardly suited for such a position. The question was 
now discussed in all its different bearings, and finally the princess con- 
descended to admit that there were also other openings. 

« At all events, Natalie must go with me to the city/' said she ; and 
seeing that the girl, instead of joyfully acceding, kept her eyes fixed 
immovably upon the ground, she added, evidently somewhat piqued, 
« Why, how is this ? But recently you had no stronger desire. I should 
not like to presume the existence of some attraction here that would 
£iil to meet with our approval You can prepare yourself to accompany 
me day after to-morrow." 

« But so soon ?" cried the baroness, in surprise, and then she drew 
her arm around her husband's neck to acquaint him with the contem- 
plated move. 

Her attentions to the prematurely childish baron were truly touching. 
He rewarded her for her tender devotion with almost slavish submis- 
sion of his will to hers, shyly following with his eyes every movement 
she made. The baroness knew that he clung more to Natalie than to 
any of the other children, and feared that the suggestion to take her 
away firom Rothenstein would distress him. For a moment, indeed, 
there quivered an expression of deep pain over his &ce. Instantly, 
however, his feelings were subdued, and he nodded his acquiescence. 

" How, father 1 Do you wish me to leave you ?" cried Natalie, pas- 
sionately throwing herself into his arms. She had spoken neither 
loudly nor directly in his ear, but instinctively he conjectured the sig- 
nificance of her words. While his left hand clasped her to him, his 
right fondly stroked her curls, and from time to time he ran his fingers 
through these, as if delighting in their sunny brightness. 

" If it is for your good," said he, soothingly, " and if your mother 
and aunt think best." 

<* But I don't want to go," cried Natalie, breaking away fi-om her 
&ther, and dropping down in the comer of the little sofa near the door 
with much the manner of a wayward, obstinate child. 

" Natalie !" exclaimed the baroness, in a tone at once loving and 
firm, which was not without its effect As though she must crave par- 
don for a grave fault, she fled to the baroness, crouched down at her 
feet, seized both her hands and buried in them her burning face. 

« You must not be displeased with her, sister Clotilde," said the bar- 
oness, apologetically. «She is as thoughtless as a child, and being 
accustomed to the free movements of the country, she is not quite pre- 
pared for this sudden proposition to go into the city, in the very season 
when she can live pretty much out of doors here." 

« I cannot comprehend how one can so indulge one's caprice ; it is trh 
mauvcUs £enre, my love," said the princess, in measured tones. « It is 
very easy to see that you have grown up in the country. I beg of you, 
dear Eveline, not to imagine I reflect any blame upon you. Now, I 
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shall not insist upon an immediate answer. I am no friend of hasty 
decisions that may be repented at leisure.'' Here a meaning glance was 
bestowed upon the baroness. « Oh no, everything most be taken into 
consideration. You will have time to make up your mind between 
this and my return to-morrow evening. I never force any one, but if 
you should decide to accompany me and place yourself under my pro- 
tection, I shall be very glad." 

With Natalie the matter seemed not altogether settled, for later^ 
when the sisters were alone, and Helene asked her what decision she 
had arrived at, she laughingly responded that she would have to toss 
up for a decision, and then, with sudden ebullition of fury, she energeti- 
cally stamped her little foot upon the ground, clenching her delicate hands 
at the same time until they were red with the pressure. 

« And I will not have such a surveillance over roe," she cried, pas- 
sionately. " Ah ! I know why they want me out of the way. They 
believe Erwin is dangerous to me. But no ; I mean to show that I will 
do as I please. Nothing is dangerous to me but my own thoughts, and 
they — ^no one can scare them away. I shall write this very minute." 

« To whom will you write ?" asked Helene, wonderingly. 

*^ I shall write Erwin to come here this very evening. Ah ! who 
shall hinder me if I choose to entertain myself with him ?" 

" Don't you consider the game hazardous ?" 

« Who says that it is to be a game ?" continued Natalie, eagerly. In 
a moment, however, she laughed, adding lightly, as she took her seat at 
the writing-table, " You don't think there is danger of my falling in love ? 
You know I have no heart." 

At the same time a faint crimson flush overspread her cheeks. She 
began at once to write, and Helene silently and abstractedly left the room. 

In the course of the afternoon, when, after the departure of the 
princess, the usual quiet reigned once more within the castle^ Albin 
requested his hofmeister, who for the present continued to exercise the 
functions of his office, to walk with him to Rothensee. In accordance 
with his usual habit, Kern bent his footsteps to Doctor Aschenbrenner's 
house. There was much to be imparted to his confidant to-day. Upon 
the threshold he encountered the doctor himself. 

*'^ EfnpfehV ntich ! I suppose you want to see my sister. Come 
right away with me — she is with our Frau Nachbarin. I am going 
there myself Frau von Schonberg complains of cramps about the 
heart, but it is nothing more than a fancy Lotti has put into her head." 

Whether or no, Kern must follow with his pupil, and, as the doctor 
had asserted, they found the neighbors together in the arbor drinking 
coffee. To the great delight of Frau von Schonberg, the doctor con- 
sented to join them, and of course the others were invited as well. 

As Albin was about to take his seat, there fell from his pocket a lit- 
tle note, which Fraulein Lotti immediately saw and picked up. 
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« Ah !" said she, sharply and contemptuoasly. « To Herr Erwin ! So^ 
then, a correspondence has already begun !" 

The boy had no sooner espied the note in her hand than he sprang 
up and snatched it from her. 

« What letter is that, Albin ? ,Give it to me at once," commanded 
Kern. But the boy did not show the least symptoms of obeying. 

« It does not belong to me," s^d he. « I will only give it to its 
owner." 

« A fine specimen of obedience !" said Fraulein Lotti, who was re- 
warded by a furious look from Albin. 

Kern saw his authority threatened, and that, too, in the presence of 
ladies. 

^ Give it to me at once, I command you," cried he, gathering together 
all his dignity and severity. 

" Yes ; that you may give it over to Miss Grille — ^no you don%" rejoined 
the boy. « Any way, you needn't command me any more, for you're 
going to be sent away. Tante Clotilde said so ;" and, isx too young and 
inexperienced in the manoeuvres of polite society to take pleasure in 
awaiting the effect of his words, he startea off without delay for the 
house, where, with a jubilant narration of his heroism, he gave the note 
into Erwin*s own hands. 

A note from Natalie — from Natalie ! Erwin had to exercise strong 
self-control to keep from crying aloud with joy. 

« Must one coax you before you will come ?" he read, in breathless 
haste. « Do not leave us any longer to languish with ennui. I know 
mamma and Helene will be delighted to see you ; perhaps I may be, 
too. I can tell better when I have seen you. 

«* With unalterable esteem, 

« Your most obedient servant, 

« Natalie." 

Meanwhile, the company in the arbor were discussing their views 
regarding aristocratic haughtiness, light manners, incomprehensible for- 
wardness and the like. The doctor was too much engrossed with the 
business in hand to join in at first, but upon Frau von Schonberg's 
mournful query as to " where all this would lead," he found time to 
remark, facetiously, 

^* Ad nuptias — to marriage." 

" No, no ; that can never be," exclaimed Frau von Schonberg, horri- 
fied at the bare idea of her son thinking of such a thing. Erwin and a 
bom baroness ! — that appeared monstrous to her. 

The doctor, on his part, considered the matter neither so impossible 
nor so unusual, and went off into a great eulogy upon marriage in 
general. 

When Frau von Schonberg asked how it was that neither he nor 
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Fraulein Lotti had acted in accordance with these principles, he laugh- 
ingly croaked, 

« Because no one will have either of us." 

« Brother !" chirped Miss Grille, in rather shrill accents. 

But the doctor did not suffer this to interfere either with his appetite 
or with his further continuance, and concluded with caustic regard- 
lessness : 

^^Facilis descensus avemi; but there are some flies that even the 
hungriest devil will not devour." 

" The best proof in the world that you are no devil," hissed Lott- 
chen, with scorpion-like venom, « for there is nothing that you would 
refuse." 



CHAPTER XI. 

WOVEN IN THE UNERRING LOOM. 



EVENING was already drawing near when Erwin set forth for the 
castle. 
The wild jubilee that arose within his heart upon reading the note 
confided to Albin for private delivery had soon died away, giving place 
to a series of resolutions which, with the changeful emotions of his soul 
as their measure, stood in the sharpest contrast one with the other. In 
the first moment of ecstasy he had longed for wings to speed his tran- 
sit to the castle ; again, after a brief reflection, he had determined that he 
would totally ignore the invitation. Did the lines, as he read them over 
and over again, appear to him now like an entreaty for reconciliation, he 
would in the very next moment feel convinced that derision and mis- 
chievousness alone had prompted them. Then he would critically weigh 
each word — how else could she have written ? In a sentimental, gush- 
ing style ? That would scarcely be in keeping with her character. Or 
would a dry, schoolmaster style, similar to a formal lithographic card of 
invitation, have suited him better t No, no ; this was a dear, good 
note, fresh and original, and plainly enough betrayed the writer's desire 
to see him. But wherefore t Suppose, after all, she merely wished to 
try her power over him. Perhaps she was sure of her victory, had 
even made a bet upon the result of the endeavor, and his reception 
would be that mocking laugh he knew so well. No ! he would remain 
steadfast ; he would never allow himself to become the football of a girl's 
caprice. He felt himself man enough not only to resist the allurements 
of coquetry, but even the urgent desire of his own heart. He would 
continue cold ; he would preserve the indifference of his demeanor. 
Had he really made any impression upon Natalie, it must be owing to 



SPHINX. 1^3 

his reticent coldness alone. What at first had appeared to him the ' 
proper rule of conduct to be observed, and had caused him to be re- 
served with the playmate of his childhood, for quite a different object, 
be considered now, after mature deliberation, wise to maintain, although, 
strangely enough, in this short time a marvellous change had taken place 
within him. 

« Ah, thou fool !" soliloquized he. « Dost really think she who has 
so many men at her feet would sue in earnest for thy fcivor ? No ; 
she is merely exercising her spare efforts upon me in hopes of number- 
ing me amongst her adorers, for that I have not become so upon the 
spot nettles her, and she is determined upon subduing me without fur- 
ther delay. No ; I shall not go ! I have enough else to do — my book, 
my—. In short, I simply won*t go ! Shall I write } and shall it be in 
the same playful strain ? or shall it be a mere dignified refusal ? But 
why do that ? If I stay away it will work most efficaciously. But 
she might take that for defiance, or think that I was afraid of her ; and 
I do not choose her to believe I am not sure of my own head and 
heart I will just show her that it is quite possible for me to remain in 
her presence without losing my senses. I can be as immovable as an 
iceberg ! But what if it were not coquetry that dictated this letter ? 
It may be a deep, earnest feeling that she shrinks from betraying that 
has cloaked itself in this light, playful form of expression, and if so — 
if it were so, would I be doing right to longer avoid her, and through a 
pedantic obstinacy trifle away my own happiness ? My happiness ?" 

He brooded long over this one word, and a deep foreboding alter- 
nated with the most brilliant golden dreams, whilst between both he 
would pause to chide his restless imagination, which cheated his heart 
into the belief that it loved. What he felt was not love, he stoutly 
assured himself Love must unfold itself after a very different fash- 
ion. Love could only be inspired by a thoroughly perfect being. 
Love must originate simultaneously in two hearts. A love that doubts, 
that is uncertain of reciprocation — a one-sided love, in short — ^might 
be cherished by a weak nature ; it would not be a possibility for him. 
Others might languish for an opportunity to speak their love ; for him 
there was only possible a love which needs no solicitation, no conquest — 
a love which is possession from eternity to eternity, a love without be- 
ginning, without end ! 

Dreamily he looked out of the window, and his gaze fell upon Emil 
driving with Count Salizhofen over to the market-town. So, that was 
it? These two were off somewhere, and the princess, as Albin had 
told him, had also left ; Olschmanil did not come ; Leiteneder kept away ; 
the painter had undertaken an excursion up the mountains in search of 
interesting specimens of goats for his studies. Rothenstein was de- 
serted, Natalie's time hung heavily upon her hands, and he was wanted 
to serve as a pastime. 
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« Why does she not invite the doctor ? He would surely amuse her 
more than I," he grumbled. Nevertheless, so soon as ever it began to 
grow dusk, he set forth, partly, no doubt, to escape the heartrending sighs 
and reproachful looks of his mother, who purred around him like a well- 
fed, tame cat, and could not find courage to make a clean breast of all 
her atixieties to him, because he " knit his brows ipto such a fh)wn." 
Finally, she ventured to ask whether she was really to make all the new 
shirts without collars. That was a great source of worriment to her, 
for when they lay there in the drawer all handsomely done up, they just 
looked as though they were beheaded. 

« But shirts are made to be worn, not to make a show in the bureau- 
drawer. Yet, by all means, let them have collars, if it will ease your 
heart," said he, as he started away. 

Ah ! what could ease her heart after all she had heard to-day ? And 
now he was going again to the castle ! She saw him start that way. 

"Alas ! alas ! is everything coming over mei*" she wailed, wringing 
her hands, yet at the same time running over in her mind the bill of 
fare for the next day. 

Upon the Rotha bridge stood the two sisters, and Natalie*s whisper- 
ing and smothered laughter aroused Erwin from his dreams, as he 
approached with bowed head. He stood still, looked up surprised, and 
his salutation was a very stiff and formal one. 

« Ha ! she is laughing at me because I was so weak as to follow her 
bait. She is laughing at me," ran through his head, and forthwith all 
conciliatory emotions were swept away. He was even hardly reassured 
when Natalie gayly cried, 

« You were so completely lost in thought, that I almost fancied you 
would pass us by as completely as if the two Rothenstein sisters were 
not in existence." / 

This certainly explained her merriment, which even Helene partici- 
pated in, although more moderately ; nevertheless, Erwin replied, in his 
most cutting tones, that she had taken good care not to be forgotten or 
overlooked. 

For a moment Natalie's eyes sought the ground, and she seemed to 
be struggling to control the defiance that arose within ; then, resolutely 
raising her head, she shook back her curls, looked him frankly and 
pleasantly in the eye, and held out to him her little ungloved hand. 

« Peace !" cried she, in a fi-iendly tone. " I have deserved it from 
you to-day." 

"In what way?" 

« That is a secondary consideration." 

" Perhaps I may learn it from you V he asked, turning to Helene. 

« No, no ; she shall not tell you a word," interrupted Natalie, hastily. 
" Rather bestow upon us some information concerning the thoughts that 
so occupied you as you came along. That interests me." 
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"Top much honor; they are only < secondary considerations.'" 

^ Blow for blow may be valiant, but you must admit that it is not 
magnanimous." 

« I thought you too proud to demand magnanimity." 

« No ; I by no means demand, but I wish it to be understood that I 
exercise it. But here we are standing on the bridge," she continued, 
carelessly, "whilst you are doilbtless grudging the time bestowed upon 
us. I know very well that your visit only concerns mamma. Had not 
I mentioned her, you would most assuredly not have accepted my invi- 
tation." 

She said this as though she expected no answer, and were merely 
stating an established fact, yet at the same time she stole at him a look 
fraught with a delicate shade of questioning, and the shadow of a cloud 
crossed her face as Erwin, instead of replying, calmly bowed. He 
would have felt best contented to have given her the solemn assurance 
that he had come for her sake alone, but the yet unconquered mistrust 
withheld him. 

Natalie now suggested that, as it was growing late, they had better 
start for home, and as they sauntered along, Erwin learned that the girls 
had come down to the bridge to see their aunt o^ and to await the 
return of Emil, who had accompanied Count Salizhofen to the station, 
and who might be back now any moment 

Erwin was amazed to hear of the count's departure, and Natalie 
exclaimed, 

« Why, after the defeat you prepared for him, what else would there 
be to keep him here ?" 

*« Indeed ! nothing else .^" asked Erwin, eagerly and with more earn- 
estness than was conformable with his self-imposed r61e of reticent in- 
difference, so much so that Natalie looked up in astonishment. 

« I, at least," was her equally earnest utterance, « know of nothing." 

A great weight seemed lifted from Erwin's heart In spite of all the 
reasons to the contrary that he had presented to himself, he had been 
continually tormented with a doubt as to whether there was not some 
relation existing between Natalie and the count Now she denied it 
herself emphatically, and this time he believed her clear, truthful eye. 
And she did not so much as regret his departure, or, if she did, she 
possessed a masterly self-control. No ; she had never used any exer- 
tions to captivate the count, interesting and good-looking a man as he 
was, and the bare suspicion of such a thing was a gross injustice to 
her. Erwin grew warmer arid more loquacious. 

"You did well, after all, not to come over during aunt's stay," ex- 
claimed Natalie, in the course of conversation. " She don't speak very 
kindly about you. The fact is, the r61e of author has spoiled you for 
her." 

<< So I could have imagined," laughed Erwin. 
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« She has admitted to us that she cannot comprehend how any one 
can read your writings, and has formally forbidden them to us.'' 

« Which injunction will not be hard for you to obey. I hope poor 
Dear got no harm from the book." These words were uttered with a 
faint tinge of sarcasm, and Natalie answered not a word ; she did not 
even look up, but she drew together the strings of her hat, evidently to 
conceal some object within it ^ 

"How strictly she obeys," struck in Helene, without heeding this 
movement, and with an earnest smile, « you may judge by the fact that 
she is forever carrying the book around with her. Natalie is not fond 
of obeying." She tried to pull the hat open, but Natalie drew it out 
of her reach. 

« Well, yes," she explained, apologetically ; « I am all the time begin- 
ning to read it, and foiling to get beyond the beginning. At every sen- 
tence I pause and re-read. I understand it, and yet I do not under- 
stand it, for the writer is not in harmony, according to my notion, with 
his words." 

« That is extremely unfortunate for me, Baronesse, but it is beyond 
my power to make any alteration." 

« I am in earnest ; why do you turn what I say into ridicule ?" 

"By no means, Baronesse — " 

"Ah, I beg of you," interrupted Natalie with a return of her own 
peculiar vivaciousness, "do not be forever calling me Baronesse ; that 
is neither German nor French." 

"Well, then, Baronin, if you prefer." 

"That is what that tiresome Salizhofen says ; it sounds as if J were 
already a grandmamma." Here she quickly drew forth the book from 
its hiding-place in her straw hat, opened the cover Dear had so shame- 
fully defaced, and held the title-page up before Erwin's eyes, pointing 
with one rosy finger-tip, as she did so, to the author's name. « What 
stands there ?" she' asked. 

In the rapidly-deepening twilight it would have been difficult to de- 
cipher the characters had it not been superfluous for Erwin to do so. 

"Erwin Schonberg," was his amazed rejoinder. "Why?" 

"Where have you left the von?" 

"Ah, so!" nodded Erwin, adding, carelessly, "I place no value 
upon it." 

"Well, that is precisely the way with me," replied Natalie, sharply, 
clapping together the covers of the book as she spoke. " I release you 
from all superfluous titles." 

" But how shall I address you, then .^" 

i^Entre nousj as in the old times, Natalie— ^^«r U decorum, Frau- 
lein Natalie ; that is aristocratic enough for my taste." 

"Yes ; that is precisely what I wished to ask you, Herr von Schon- 
berg," joined in Helene, calmly. 
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"Very well," rejoined Erwin, cheerily, ««upon the condition that you, 
too, will call me by my boyhood's name. The bargain is concluded." 

"And will you then be friendly again?" asked Natalie, abruptly — "as , 
you used to be when you were a boy } Er — No, no ; that won't go at 
all," cried she, breaking off suddenly ; and, as though to conceal from 
view the hot blushes that suifused her cheeks, she darted off toward 
the castle without another word. 

Her demeanor was altogether singular, and Erwin watched her with 
^loud-beating heart. It seemed to him that he must fly after her, over- 
take her, fold her in his arms and look searchingly into her eye in order 
to read what was transpiring within her souL The experienced man did 
not follow the impulses of the moment, pressing though they were ; he 
distrusted them, pondered over them, and allowed the propitious mo- 
ment to slip by, because he dreaded the consequences of acting upon a 
fidse impression. Free, inexperienced youth alone, or one who has 
preserved his youthful emotions unimpaired, storms boldly out into life. 

Carriage- wheels aroused Erwin from his musings. Emil had at this 
moment driven up behind them, and now allowed the horses to walk 
slowly along. 

« Good-evening, Erwin !" he cried down from the box, waving his 
whip in salutation. « Salizhofen sent compliments, Helene, for you and 
Natalie. The largest share for you, as he hopes shortly to see Natalie 
in the city." 

« I am rather doubtful about the last," rejoined Helene, calmly. 

« If aunt will have it so, it must be." 

« But Natalie will not have it so, and that settles the matter." 

" N(ms verrons /" and Emil whipped up his horses and turned into 
the court-yard. 

What was that ? What had Erwin heard ? His heart gave a great 
hound, and he only gfew calm when Helene explained to him what the 
princess had proposed and Natalie refused. 

« And that was why she said she deserved peace from you to-day," 
concluded Helene, with an almost melancholy smile about her fresh 
lips. 

Erwin made no response, and questioned no further. He understood 
only too well what Helene meant he should, and his breast heaved with 
stormy joy. For him alone — through love for him alone — Natalie would 
remain. And even were it only a caprice, it was nevertheless the echo 
of a deep, genuine emotion, and not a coquettish manoeuvre to ensnare 
him ; for how could she presuppose that her actions would be known to 
him in spite of her own silence ? 

In the court Emil joined them, and all three proceeded together to 
the saloon, where they found Natalie seated at the grand piano, execut- 
ing a favorite marceaux de salon with extreme vigor and correctness. 
Emil had some prders to give about the place, and as he left the room 
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Erwia saw that Helene too had disappeared. So he stepped out upon 
the balcony, and gazing over the valley, now veiled in the deepening 
twilight, he allowed full scope to his dreamy imagination. 

Suddenly well-known, beloved tones fell upon his ear. He drew him- 
self up and listened. How ? Was that indeed the sonata ? 

" My own favorite sonata and hers," flashed through his mind ; << and 
she knows it by heart, for it is too dark to read the notes ! She is play- 
ing it for me — ^for me !" 

He stepped to the door and listened for some time without moving. 
Then, with almost inaudible step, he drc^w nearer and nearer, as though 
impelled by some magic power, until he could touch the back of the 
chair upon which Natalie sat, and now stooped and leaned upon it with 
both arms. She continued for several measures, then, suddenly break- 
ing off, she shook her head and cried, without looking around : 

« Ah ! it won't go so — I can never play when any one is looking 
over me, watching the keys." 

She had, then, felt his approach, and had been seized with an uncon- 
querable embarrassment His mouth was so near her fragrant hair, he 
might have kissed it. He gave no answer, but neither did he draw 
back, and Natalie sat like one spell-bound, instead of springing up as 
he had feared she would do, and her fingers glided slowly over the keys, 
dreamily grasping desultory chords. 

« I would like to ask one thing, Natalie," he finally broke forth, in 
low, tremulous tones. << What was it that came over you with such in- 
comprehensible power at the pond 1 Why did you wish to spring into 
the water ?" 

. The question was doubtless wholly unexpected. As one oppressed 
by a great burden, she bowed her head, and her hands lay motionless 
upon the keys ; .but this lasted only for a moment — scarcely so long as 
did the mad yearning now flashing through his soul to gaze search- 
ingly into her face. Almost instantaneously his wish was fulfilled, 
for she threw back her head until the rich masses of hair swept 
Erwin's hands, and her luminous eyes sought bis. 

"Just to see whether you would take the trouble to draw me out," 
said she, jestingly ; and before he had time to detain her she had sprung 
to her feet, hastened to meet the baron, who was approaching through 
the adjoining room, thrown her arms vehemently around the old man's 
neck, and shouted in his ear, as though she had the most important 
communication to impart, « Good-evening, papa !" 

« Good-evening, my child ! Why, what a glow you are in !" said he, 
affectionately, and then held out his hand to Erwin : « Welcome, Herr 
von Schonberg ! I am delighted to see you. I am afraid you two 
have beien quarrelling. They tell me you are all the time disputing 
about something or other. You must be merciful with her." 

"> I know how to defend myself, papa," cried Natalie in his ear. 
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"Yes, that I believe ; you know pretty well how to use your tongue ; 
and the old gentleman &irly chuckled with amusement. 

Erwin sighed with comic show of despair, as he lightly observed, 

<« It seems to me, Natalie, that it would be better to advise you to be 
merciful with me. I am the chief sufferer." 

« One would hardly accuse you of it," here interposed the baroness, 
who had just entered the room. « Your appearance is very tranquil, 
and your mother has every reason to feel content with the result of her 
home superintendence. You look as though you had fully recovered 
from the excitement of the grand campaign, and one would scarcely 
credit the fact that you are just fresh from a murder or from a heart- 
rending love-scene." 

" I, Baronin ?" cried Erwin, with confused embarrassment— for he 
thought only of having been detected in what had just transpired be- 
tween him and Natalie. He drew a long breath of relief, however, as 
the baroness laughingly replied, 

'< Why, to be sure, there are doubtless some such scenes in your new 



romance." 



«« Not yet, not yet," he chimed in ; « I am only in the very beginning 
yet The af&irs of a romance do not progress so rapidly as that." 

« In life they are often much more rapid, and their consequences fre- 
quendy first become the true romance." 

The baroness had uttered these words with a peculiar emphasis, so 
that Erwin could scarcely determine whether they were spoken in jest, 
or whether deep, serious earnest lay concealed beneath them. For a 
moment it almost seemed to him that they contained some significance 
meant expressly for him. If the baroness had designed anything of 
the kind, however, she seemed now inclined to efface the impression, 
for she drew her arm affectionately within that of the young man and 
invited him out to tea, which had already been announced. 

Again Emil was before them in the dining-room chatting with « Kur- 
tine," but this time Helene and Albin were also there. Erwin was 
seated at the now small family-table between the « Hausfrau " and her 
husband, and as he looked around at the occupants of the room he in- 
quired after the hofmeister. 

« He is mad," cried Albin, aloud. The girls could not help laughing, 
but the baroness gravely reproved the boy. Albin looked down at his 
plate somewhat mortified, and bit his tongue. Nevertheless, strictly 
speaking, his statement was correct. 

Immediately upon his return to the castle, Kern had fixed his glasses 
apon his nose, and, in the full consciousness of his injured dignity, 
sought an interview with the baroness, which was forthwith granted 
him. 

With every effort at sparing his feelings, which his arrogant question- 
ing certainly did not merit, he was informed of the determination to 
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place Albin in an institute. Kern, who could not before bring himself 
to believe in the possibility of a dismissal, came out now in quite a new 
light, spoke almost too humbly of his helpless position, of the impossi- 
bility of finding another situation at once, until all care was taken from 
his heart by the promise of the princess being itnparted to him. It 
was quite interesting to note how rapidly his cringing humility gave 
place to boastful confidence, without the slightest attempt upon his part 
to express gratitude for this thoughtfulness. The baroness, who had 
never had such an opportunity of gaining insight into his character, 
and who had hitherto made excuses for all his faults, now congratulated 
herself that her son was going to be removed from such guidance, 
which eventually might have a most injurious effect upon his own cha- 
racter. 

The young man, as the princess had condescendingly designated him, 
bad, in fact, refrained from making his appearance at the tea-table 
solely in view of impressing the whole family with his benign displeas- 
ure. Especially she--the false one— should feel his thorough contempt 
Had he been aware that Natalie would not have heeded his absence 
had not attention been called to it, he would most undoubtedly have 
had an access of gall as he sat at his open window smoking a cigar to 
appease his hunger. 

He closed his window with a bang as he saw the ladies step out on 
the lower verandah with Emil and Erwin ; or rather as he conjec- 
tured whose were the forms, for the multitudinous array of glittering 
stars in the dark firmament did not yield light enough to render the 
moving shadows distinguishable. 

After the conclusion of the meal, when the baron had retired, as was 
his custom, and Albin, too, had said good-night, Natalie had coaxed the 
baroness to come out a while into the fresh air. 

« There is not yet a full moon in the calendar, mamma," urged she, 
« but it is a lovely night, and who knows but it may be the last time 
this year ? The summer is drawing to its close," she added, after a 
pause. 

« It is already at its close, and I almost fear it will be too cool out 
of doors so late in the evening." 

Now Helene and Emil added their entreaties to those of Natalie ; 
even Kurtine, who after work-hours had a very pleasant time here, 
being treated exactly as one of the family, added her voice, and the 
baroness was by far too good-natured to do otherwise than yield to the 
unanimous desire. And she by no means regretted having done so, 
when her lungs became inflated with the delightfully balmy evening 
breeze, which really reminded one rather of a mild summer evening 
than of the approaching autumn. 

Erwin walked on in front, in earnest conversation with the baroness, 
in which Helehe, who had joined her mother, merely participated as 



n 



SPHINX. 131 

mate listener. Ever and anon the deep, rough voice of Emil and the 
gay laughter of the two girls, all of whom were engaged in some play- 
ful dispute, fell upon his ear, and it seemed as though he must linger 
until the merry group came up. He even experienced something 
strangely akin to resentment that Natalie remained behind instead of 
walking at his side, and the answers he accorded the baroness more 
and more betrayed his confused abstraction. Then he made an effort 
to exercise more self-control, for intuitively he felt that the experienced, 
high-bred baroness merely allowed his absent-mindedness to pass unre- 
marked through goodness of heart, whilst in reality she was gazing into 
his soul with as minute a scrutiny as though she viewed it through a 
magnifying-glass. 

Thus they strolled slowly around the house, amongst the fragrant 
flower-beds, through the still, mystic solitude of the night, until they 
reached the point where, at the glass pavilion, the broad main avenue 
had its origin. 

"So, then, here we will remain," decided the baroness. "By moon- 
light it is delightful in the avenue — ^thfs evening it would be too dark." 

They were soon grouped upon the benches and chairs scattered 
around, Emil taking his seat upon an overturned orange-tub and light- 
ing a cigar : even Dear, unobserved, had joined the company. The 
conversation was at first purely monosyllabic, each member of the little 
party being affected by the weird influences of the moment. 

Not eye alone, but every sense was taken captive by the night A 
solemnly exalted, blissfully ecstatic emotion filled the heart, whilst the 
soul yearned to be free, that it might soar alofl in communion with 
others to the primeval Source of all biissfulness and love. 

Erwin could not distinguish Natalie's features, but without a word be- 
ing spoken he felt her presence, knew that it was she who sat beside him. 
Millions of electric sparks scintillated from her to him, and his chest 
seemed all at once too circumscribed for the heavy breathing and for 
the convulsive movements of his throbbing heart. 

" Oh, Natalie !" Just this one exclamation would have been a relief to 
him, and this being denied him, the heavings of his breast nearly stifled 
him ; yet for worlds he would not have parted with this all-permeating, 
hitherto unknown, blissful pain. His hand glided gently along her dress 
until it touched another hand, a warm, tender, soft little hand, that made 
no eflfort to resist his clasp. For a moment it fluttered restively, then lay 
still as a captive-bird, timidly returning his pressure from time to time. 
And what bliss, what wealth of rapture was bestowed by this sweet 
We hand with each pressure 1 The whole world lay embedded therein 
as within a rose-leaf; his entire life was hidden there as something 
newly restored, far grander, far more glorious than before taken from 
him. No, no ; words were unneedful — ^this gentle hand-pressure was 
£ur more eloquent than poor weak language ; only he wished that he 
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could cry aloud with jubilee until the very stars in the heavens started 
in alarm. 

" There fstUs a star from the skies/' rang suddenly from Natalie's 
lips. 

« According to popular tradition, that is a good omen," was Erwin's 
prompt response, and the tightened clasp of his fingers betokened the 
significance concealed in his words. So nearly did he feel that they two 
were alone in the world that the voice of the baroness surprised him. 

« You are a weaver of romances, Schonberg," said she ; ^ narrate to 
us some legend about £edling stars." * 

« I know of none more beautiful than that they proclaim the realiza- 
tion of any wish formed at the moment." 

<* Ah, I know a better one ! Realization is, indeed, the extinguish- 
ing of one star — ^yeaming ; but the idea pleases me better combined 
with the dawning of a new star — ^happiness." 

<< So I think," chimed in Emil, puffing away so vigorously at his 
cigar that his honest countenance was brilliantly illumined with the red 
glow. « Let us hear your interpretation, mamma." 

« According to an old Lithuanian legend I once* read, with the birth 
of each human being a new star appears in the firmament From out 
this star, Time, the great weaver, spins and weaves in her unerring loom 
the fate of this mortal throughout life, and when the thread snaps asun- 
der there passes away here below a child of earth, whilst up yonder 
from its place in the skies there falls a star. Involuntarily, therefore, 
I think of the blotting out of a human life, or perchance a human hap- 
piness, and so to me a shooting star is always a symbol of renunciation." 

« The other similitude suits me best," ejaculated Erwin ; <' it is less 
sorrowful. Renunciation has no poetry for me ; it appears hard and 
cruel, like a conflict in which even the victor must perish." 

« Ah, no," interposed the baroness ; « it is not so easy to perish, and 
however agonizing the conflict,' a victory is necessarily ennobling. Old 
woman as I am, I can assure you that even love finds its highest per- 
fection, its immortalization, in renunciation." 

« I can never be convinced," he cried, passionately, « that realization 
extinguishes this star. They have never loved who would establish 
such an axiom. Love is the unappeasable longing for possession. 
Quietude it may find therein — satiety never, else it were not love." 

In the ardor of speech he had allowed the little hand to glide from 
his, consequently no pressure told him that Natalie agreed with him, 
but her lips fearlessly responded. 

« How can a person wish for a thing and yet at the same time not 
wish for it ?" said she. « What I love I want to possess, and even 
should it some day be a man" — ^her sparkling, droll (lumor, which 
never hesitated over an utterance once ventured upon, rang through 
the words — « he must be mine." 
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«Do not play with fire, Fraulein Natalie," cried Kurtine, jestingly, 
and her voice prevented most of the little group from hearing Helene's 
softly-uttered remark: 

'*I can readily imagine how it is possible for one to be rendered 
happy through renunciation." 

" I hold iVith Natalie," growled Emil, with a vigorous whiff at his 
cigar, causing his face to glow once more like a transparency. « Re- 
nunciation is a sickly weakness — a negative deed of heroism. With 
minnen * (Xo love) rhymes gewinnen (to win), and with entsagen (to 
renounce) Rlagen (to lament). What say you, Kurtine ? do you vote 
^x gewinnen or for klagen /" 

<< That is a question," rejoined the girl, thoughtfully, « which is not 
easily decided, and depends very much upon circumstances." 

« That is sensible," commended the baroness. 

« Ah, circumstances 1" grumbled Emil. 

"Well, if you would prefer a rhyme," laughed she, « here is one for 
yon. I think entsagen (renunciation) can possibly be ertragen (en- 
dured)." 

" For that verse our umpire, Erwin, will award you no laurel wreath," 
rejoined Emil, peevishly ; but the rest laughed. 

Here the baroness arose. 

"Now it is really beginning to grow cool," said she, drawing her 
scarf up over her shoulders. "Oh, we shall have/ a little distance 
together yet," she added to Erwin, who was about making his adieux. 

Emil, however, at once took leave of his friend ; he had a sick cow 
in the stable, he said, and must give her a call before returning to the 
house. He struck off to the left, toward the farm buildings, and even 
the glow of his cigar had vanished in the obscurity when the baroness 
suddenly stood still and uttered a low, « Ah !" To Helene^s eager in- 
quiries she replied : 

" It is nothing of any moment, my dear ; I merely recollected having 
left my litde work-bag in the avenue seat It is too bad ; I fear the 
early dew will ruin it." 

" I will be most happy to go back for it," offered Erwin ; but the 
baroness would not listen to such a thing, assuring him he could never 
find it. He suggested getting a lantern from the castle, but even to 
that the baroness would not accede. 

" I left it down there this morning," said she. « It was very care- 
less of me, but we will let it remain there until to-morrow — ^it may not 
be harmed." 

« Mamma, I will fetch it ; I know just exactly where it lies," cried 
Natalie ; «« I will be back again in a trice." 

" But so alone in the dark night — ugh ! that is enough to make one 
shudder !" exclaimed Kurdne ; but Natalie was already on her way. 

* A Troubadour expression. 



134 SPHINX, 

« I have Dear with me, and what should I fear ?" she called back 
with a laugh, and sped on like the wind. 

Those who were left stood talking a while upon indifferent subjects. 
The baroness asked Erwin after the health of his mother, in whom she 
took much interest, although not intimately acquainted with her. Nata- 
lie had meanwhile had plenty of time to be gone and back again, and 
as she did not make her appearance, the girls, first of all, began to grow 
uneasy. 

« If only nothing has happened to her," whispered Kurtine, anx- 
iously. 

"What could happen to her?" said the baroness, soothingly; yet 
after a further pause she herself became rather uneasy at Natalie^s non- 
appearance, and when Erwin offered to go in search of her she made 
no objections. 

Excited and nerved up, he scarcely knew himself why, Erwin set 
forth, and had hardly entered the avenue when he heard light, swift 
steps approaching him on the gravel-walk. Then the dog barked, and 
Natalie's own voice commanded silence. The steps were now quite 
near, but it was impossible in the impenetrable shades of the avenue to 
distinguish so much as the outline of a form. 

« Natalie !" he uttered, in a low tone, opening wide his arms. The 
next moment he held the form of his beloved clasped tightly to His 
bosom, and his lips had found hers. A tremor ran through this elastic, 
marvellously-fashioned body which he now held in so close an embrace, 
and must support lest it ^11 in the overpowering excitement of the 
emotion that stormed so vehemently through the heart whose wild 
throbbing Erwin felt and even &ncied he could hear. 

" Natalie !" he cried, passionately ; and it seemed to him as though 
his gaze must penetrate the darkness of the night and beam into his 
beloved one's eyes. « When may I come to speak with you.? To- 
morrow ?" 

" No, no ; not to-morrow," she softly ejaculated. « To-morrow aunt 
will be here again." 

« Then day after to-morrow," he urged ; adding, « I cannot go back 
to the others. The beating of my heart would betray me." 

Natalie replied not a word, but he suddenly felt her two arms en- 
twined about his neck, his face drawn down to hers, then came a long, 
burning kiss, to which he passionately responded, and then he stood 
alone. The retreating steps crunched the gravel in their rapid flight, 
and he heard Natalie's voice crying : 

« I am coming, mamma, I am coming !" 

As he had said, it was now impossible for him to return to the ladies ; 
so he left it to Natalie's tact to account for his disappearance. Pressing 
his hands upon his brow, he stood a while where she had left him, rapt 
in blissful dreams — no, in blessed reality. Then the flood of tones that 
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rushed through him like the roaring of organ notes, found vent, and his 
glorious voice rang clear and pure as the warbling of a nightingale 
trough the listening night in Abet's beautiful song, until the last sweet 
words — 

'* Gnte Nacht, du mein herxiges Rind I 
Gute Nacht— sute Nacht— mein Kind T* * 

were breathed forth, and then died away like the chords of an iGoHan 
harp. 

His dear, herziges Kind should hear the winged greeting of his pas- 
sionate heart-throbs. What cared he, the happy mortal, who else heard 
him ? He was ready to shout out in loud jubilee all his bliss to the 
listening world. 



CHAPTER XII. 

MOST JUSTLY DID SHE CALL HERSELF SPHINX. 

THERE stood his mother, the next morning, with troubled mien, 
in front of his writing- table. She had brought her beloved son 
his breakfast with her own hands, just to see how he was getting along. 
And scarcely looking up to nod the morning greeting, he sat. writing 
on and on. 

"Are you for ever to torment yourself with your detestable eels?" 
she could not help ejaculating. « Such unseemly creatures are better 
suited for the kitchen than for a book." 

« Mother, in one moment I will be through with this paragraph." 

"This never-ending writing and writing, even to-day, this sacred 
festival-day ! Is there, then, such hot haste } You have no need to earn 
your daily bread. Allow yourself a few moments* recreation ; you will 
be sick if you^ don't You would have been as well off as a clerk, to 
say nothing of the other position." 

" Mother, you don't understand that," he said hastily, as his pen still 
flew over the paper. 

« So ? And why should I not understand it, then ?" rejoined the old 
lady, a little wounded. " So far, at least, my brains will surely serve 
me. When one has been the wife of a — Mein Gottim HimmelP^ she 
suddenly exclaimed, interrupting herself, and, clasping her hands in 
horror, she made a rush toward the bed, which, although tumbled, did 
not look as if it had been slept in. « I actually believe you have not 
allowed yourself any rest the whole night through. Did I not tell you 

* " Good-nightf thou my own darling child t 
Cood-night — ah, good-night — my child I" 
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this wretched writing would rain your strength and your health ? Al- 
ready it has destroyed your sleep and your appetite — all that keeps soul 
and body together. Yes ; you've just thrown yourself down on the out- 
side of the bed, and, I verily believe, with your boots <». Erwin, Er- 
win, I always had to forbid you that when you were a boy. Just see 
here : is it not a shame for the beautiful, freshly- washed bed-clothes ?" 

The pld lady had stumbled upon the truth this time : Erwin had not 
been to bed. How could he have found repose on such a night ? 

His mother had awaited his return home. ' Thinking he might pos- 
sibly be hungry, she had prepared a little cold lunch ; but Erwin had 
declined everything, and, after throwing his arms about his mother's 
neck like one beside himself, fondling and kissing her so tenderly that 
she had great difficulty when he was gone in bringing her night-cap into 
place, he had stormed up into his room. What he had done there for 
hours he could scarcely himself have told. Now he had wildly paced 
the floor ; now stood gazing fixedly before him as motionless as one con- 
verted into a pillar of salt ; now he had gone and leaned out the window 
dreamily contemplating the stars, only to shortly resume his unwearied, 
sentinel-like march. At last he had thrown himself down on his bed, 
but sleep refused to visit his eyelids, and he did not feel in a condition 
either to bring into order or to banish the immeasurable file of light- 
flooded images, dazzling fancies and stealthily-creeping shadows that 
crowded his brain. All at once he sprang up in the highest excitement, 
determined by writing to curb this powerful flow of imagination. 

Night grew into day ; he extinguished his candle, and yet he wrote 
on, feeling no trace of weariness. Happiness had a peculiarly vivifying, 
refreshing influence over him ; his thoughts flowed from him in such 
fulness of perfected form that his pen had trouble in keeping pace with 
them ; he never remembered to have written so readily. This was no 
longer work ; it resembled rather the swift jotting down of an interest- 
ing dictation. Like some wonderful disclosure from other sources than 
his own brain, came the round, finished sentences, like the armor-clad 
Minerva from out the head of Jupiter. Thus had the gods created, 
and it seemed almost as though he, too, were an Olympian. 

And now came his mother, with her wailing and her petty over-scru- 
pulousness ; but even she had no power to suppress the glowing light 
that filled his whole being. Laughing gayly, he at last sprang to bis feet. 

" Through for to-day !" cried he, throwing his arms around the old 
lady's imposing waist, and kissing her upon the brow. « Do not scold 
me, mother mine," he added, playfully ; " it will be of no use. To-day 
I am too happy to profit by any admonitions to be rational. Otherwise I 
will be just as good as ever you can wish, and I will conscientiously de- 
vour my breakfast to the very last drop and the very last crumb. I 
honestly believe I am hungry." 

^^Na! see there !" she exclaimed, half satisfied, half alarmed, and the 
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baste with which she draped him to the sofa would have led one to 
suppose that she feared he might sink from starvation by the way. She 
did not feel thoroughly easy until she saw him swallow the first morsel. 
« But how ever can one grow so unreasonable over such eel-nonsense ?" 
she murmured, good-naturedly. 

« Mother, it is a living eel, and I have it fast,'' he laughed. 

« Ah, how you jest ! Have you got it in the ink-dish, pray ? Ah 
me I if you had only never fallen upon this miserable writing !'' 

«< Don't abuse my writing, mother, I beg of you. Go rather and see 
if you have not a right handsome myrtle sprig in the garden or between 
the windows. I may perhaps need a nosegay soon in my buttonhole." 

<< Ah me ! ah me !" ejaculated the old lady, clinging to the table jn 
her startled amazement . Then, suddenly calming down a bit, she cried, 
« Well, well, I declare ! Now all may be well again, and I will walk 
over to (Maria Gnad' myself to order five masses chanted and ten 
pounds of wax candles burned. But when did you and Lotti come to 
an understanding ? Yes, yes, Erwin ; a finer wife you could not have 
found." 

^ Miss Grille ?" exclaimed Erwin, shaking his head in mock horror. 
« No, not for a kingdom ! My little darling eel, my gymnotus electricus 
it is, mother, that I will bring home." ^ 

« Ah, go away ; don't make such jests !" 

« Earnest, mother— earnest as you live ! Uncle Frog and Godfather 
Toad will be invited to the wedding, the blindworm will be master of 
ceremonies and receive the guests, all the silly fish in their venerable 
dress-coats, and the hissing, venomous snakes in their finest attire, will 
be of the number. The crickets will make music in the orchestra, and 
the glowworms will provide for the illumination." 

^^Ack lieber Got^I he ha^ become insane over all his writing !" 

« Heaven forbid, mother !" laughed Erwin, trying to soothe the poor 
lady, who was distractedly wringing her hands. '< My reason was never 
in such fine order, but for to-day I can't explain any further ; it is all a 
great secret, and so I beg of you to leave me alone a little while, that I 
may dress me and dip my head in cold water." 

" Yes, yes ; that will perhaps bring you to yourself I will quickly 
send over for the doctor, too ;" and in spite of all his opposition she 
left the room, firmly determined upon the latter resolution. 

Luckily, Doctor Aschenbrenner was not at home, and as Erwin 
shortly made his appearance and talked quite rationally with his mother, 
she finally concluded that he had merely overworked himself, and that 
the cold water had cured the temporary delirium. 

" But it might have been very serious," she sighed, after he was gone. 
«He shall never sit up all night again; I'll keep a watch over him. 
This wretched writing— if he had only never taken a notion to it ! It 
will be his ruin as sure as he lives !" 

12 • 
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It was festival-day. The bells rang merrily forth, and the streets were 
thronged with worshippers on their way to church. Erwin, too, bent his 
footsteps thitherward, under the expectation of catching a glimpse of 
Natalie. Involuntarily he smiled as he remembered that he was obey- 
ing the call of the church-bells for the third time within the fortnight 
since he had first beheld a certain wondrous creature, for to all intents 
and purposes she was a stranger to him then. He had never antici- 
pated becoming such a zealous church-goer. 

" Is it not hypocrisy in me," he asked himself, ** to allow the people 
to think me one of the pious sheep of the flock of believers ? Yet, 
no," came the ready answer from within ; " if none attended mass but 
those led there through pure piety, the church would be empty enough." 

He determined not to await the arrival of the R5thenstein carriages. 
Natalie herself had postponed his visit, and he did not feel the strength 
to salute her coolly and courteously with the others, as he should have 
done had nothing occurred. All he wished was to see her, to watch 
those features sparkling with life and spirit, to receive, perchance, a re- 
ciprocal glance, a wave of the little hand, and then he could steal away 
contented. He posted himself in his usual corner of observation, and 
watched in vain until the church had filled up. Some of the Rothen- 
stein family in due time had appeared in their oratory, but the baron, 
Kern and Natalie were not of the number. Keen disappointment shot 
through Erwin's heart. Was Natalie ill ? Impossible, unless it were 
some slight indisposition. Yet surely the latter could not keep her at 
home when she knew that this would be the sole opportunity for them 
to see one another throughout this everlastingly long day ! 

*< Thou fool !" he soliloquized. «* Who can tell what may keep her 
at home ?" But the church had no longer any attractions for him. There 
was no sermon. The services were conducted by the old pastor ; even 
the curate was not present ; he had to perform mass for the mill-hands, 
woodcutters and herdsmen at the little stone chapel up in the moun- 
tain hamlet. Yes ; and now fi-om a movement of Miss Grille*s well- 
known hat in the foreground, Erwin fancied that she, too, were making 
a scrutiny of the oratory. Soon she turned her head, and the derisive 
glance she bestowed upon him confirmed this opinion. He felt out of 
all sorts. Undoubtedly his sleepless night was beginning to tell upon 
his organism ; but he ascribed his sensations entirely to the overpower- 
ing odor of the incense and the discordant strains of music, and left 
the building. 

Without, Erwfn stood irresolute. His heart drew him to Rothenstein. 
But no ; she did not wish him to come to-day, and, in order to avoid the 
great temptation, he turned the other way and walked slowly and lin- 
geringly through the town, for he would not go home again so soon. 
It finally occurred to him that it would be a good idea to go meet Stein- 
hacke. He had kept putting off the promised visit to the curatey 
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although the latter had already called upon hitn once when he was from 
home. Such procrastination and negligence must eventually offend the 
modest priest, who had shown so much pleasure at meeting with him 
again, and Erwin determined to rectify his error. He ascended the 
mountain road as bx the << Rastkreuz ;" here he waited, and soon heard 
steps approaching. They were so slow and irregular, however, that he 
was really astonished when finally the curate emerged from the forest 
Erwin would have attributed to the youthful, lithe form a much fresher, 
more elastic step. The curate must have walked very slowly, for divine 
service at the chapel took place at a much earlier hour than in the mar- 
ket-town, and lasted only a short time, and his head was bowed as in 
profound thought, so that he did not observe the friend awaiting him. 
Erwin was not seated upon the stone bench, but had thrown himself 
down upon a grassy mound, that he might rest his now perceptibly wea- 
ried limbs. 

He was about to call out, but the singular demeanor of his school- 
comrade sealed his lips. The curate had suddenly paused, uplifted his 
head and gazed over the valley — Erwin could almost have sworn in 
the direction of Rothenstein ; and he was shocked at the change so short 
a time had wrought in the handsome countenance of the priest. The 
face was distorted by a convulsive quiver of pain ; all the lines were 
deeply cut, and the lips, which but recently had so mildly uttered the 
message of love, were firmly compressed, as if to keep back a ri^g cry 
of anguish. 

All at once, as if his strength were exhausted, he cast himself with a 
groan upon his knees before the cross. The arms rested upon the old 
stone bench, and the pale visage was buried in the hands. 

<' Lead us not into temptation !" he groaned, and then for a time he 
was silent At last he raised his head, wrung his hands and prayed 
with wild, passionate fervor : « O Lord, grant me the victory ! Give 
me strength to destroy the dragon within my heart, who makes my 
^e, recreant blood seethe with his poison. Extinguish the unholy 
fire which is consuming me, and wrest the firebrand from my soul. 
Almighty Father, let me not perjure myself to thee ; give me the 
scourge and I will wield it, and without mercy the strokes shall fell upon 
myself, as upon tha» most miserable of sinners, until for every unholy 
thought there flows a drop of blood, and from out the crucified 
flesh the soul rises exalted and purified to thee upon high ! Thy 
words of love are for the righteous — for the impure and fallen, damna- 
tion ! O Lord ! O Lord ! let me not fall ! Thou snake, get thee 
hence, for thou art < cursed above all cattle, and above every beast of 
the field ; upon thy belly shalt thou go, and dust shalt thou eat all the 
days of thy life !' " 

This singular prayer, that Erwin had so unintentionally overheard, died 
away in an agonized groan, and perhaps the young priest would have 
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relapsed anew Into the mute bloody conflict had not a brisk step at this 
moment resounded through the forest. Now he shyly arose, as if fear- 
ing some one might find him in this unwonted attitude. Replacing his 
hat upon his head, he walked slowly away towzu'd the market-town. 

Shortly after his departure, Nanni came gayly along, and paused for 
a devotional reverence before the stone crossi This duty accomplished, 
she turned and greeted Erwin, who had meanwhile arisen to his feet, 
with so pleasantly cheerful a smile that almost involuntarily he ac- 
costed her. 

« You look ever so bright and lively to-day," said he. " How does 
it fare with Joseph ?" 

« I am just on my way to him." 

" Ah, indeed ! Then we have some distance to go together." 

" But in that case you'll have to walk pretty smart," suggested the 
girl, suiting the action, in fact, to the word. " I have been belated 
up yonder amongst Joseph's people, and Til not get up there so soon 
again, since Tve given notice at the * Sun.* " 

"And into what service are you going now, if one may ask?" 

"I am engaged at the parsonage," replied she, proudly. "The 
hostess of the <Sun' has taught me a vast deal about cooking ; no one 
understands it as she does, not even Frau Kolbinger ; and as for that 
stuck-up piece of bigotted affectation, who sets up such a hue and cry 
because the pastor will give her a sly pinch upon the cheek now and 
then — why, I can beat her all hollow in the cooking line. She is going 
back to the city. The pastor is a good old gentleman ; all he wants is 
to have a body return his sport with a friendly look. He's too old to 
mean any harm by it — any one of sense might know that." 

What a contrast, mused Erwin, between the jovial old pastor, whose 
conscience was so easily satisfied, and who still found pleasure in pinch- 
ing a pretty girl's cheek, and his own former school-comrade, who was 
striving to extinguish the wildly-blazing flames within through still wilder 
scourging ! Happy and contented the one, who mechanically performed 
the duties of his sacred office as he would have done those of a trade — 
wretched and distracted the noble soul, who was in danger of convert- 
ing gentleness into asceticism, philanthropy into hatred, because his 
vows, so far from being an empty formula, were inviolable as the holy of 
holies, with which it was impossible to trifle. 

"Monstrous, sickly state of affairs," said he to himself, "in which 
superficiality and mediocrity prosper, whilst the high-toned soul, the 
deep-feeling heart, are shattered and wrecked in the very effort to soar 
aloft and grasp the rectitude of purpose of the Divinity ! More and 
more it grows clear to me — human society with its movements is a con- 
trivance of mediocrity for mediocrity, and every lofty nature brings with 
it into the world a tragic fate." 

He herewith saluted Steinhacke, who had now paused and turned 
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around. Apart from the melancholy gaze, the curate's countenance had 
regained its usually calm expression, and he gave a very friendly re- 
sponse to Erwin's greeting. The latter felt his interest in his old school- 
mate materially increased since he had been enabled to look so deeply 
into his soul. Familiarly he now joined him, whilst the new parsonage 
cook accelerated, if possible, her speed, and was soon out of sight. 

As they walked along, Erwin inquired of the curate if he felt at 
home yet. 

"Where our field of labor opens before us we are always at home,'* 
was the response. « The Lord is over us wherever we may be ; and in 
every place there is some soul to be guided into the right path, were it 
only our own." 

This was not a subject that Erwin cared to pursue. He turned the 
conversation more upon generalities — spoke of the vicinity, of the people, 
of their own mutual childhood. Finally they reached the parsonage, 
and almost at the same moment the pastor crossed over from the 
sacristy, whilst out of the court-yard gate came Doctor Aschenbrenner 
in a great state of excitement. 

^^EmpfehV mich .^" he croaked, as though invoking his whole regi- 
ment of ravens. « A fine story this, Herr Pferrer ! Thought you would 
never be through with mass, and when I come, thinking now it's surely 
over, there stand the horses in the stalls and the carriage not even got 
in readiness. And there that clown of yours, Hans, is leading up and 
down the pony of our little lizard, who has been this hour with your old 
Frau Kolbinger. Na^ there must — " 

The pastor knew his man, and laughingly took him by the arm. 

" There's no harm done," said he ; " we'll reach St. Christoph in 
plenty of time for dinner. The venerable Herr Abt is always pre- 
pared for detentions, and Hans has plenty of time for harnessing up 
whilst we take a bite of breakfast : I never could start over there on an 
empty stomach." 

The good doctor felt by no means disinclined to fortify himself a 
Kttle for the journey. That he might fail to carry an appetite with 
him to the periodical dinner to which he and the pastor were always in- 
vited upon this festival he never had a fear, and so he yielded com- 
placently to his fate. 

Both Steinhacke and Erwin declined the invitation to accord their 
company ; the former had already breakfasted at the « Sun ;" and both 
presently entered the house, without either accounting to the other for the 
refusal Perhaps neither of the two, each so busily occupied with his 
own thoughts, observed that his companion was likewise engaged. 

The silence was first broken by the curate, who invitied Erwin to 
enter his room ; and Erwin accepted the invitation, because he could not 
very well wait in the passage-way until Natalie made her appearance. 
Vet he would have given worlds to see her — to speak with her. It was 
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singular that she should come to the old housekeeper instead of going 
to church, and that she should still linger after the carriages had started 
back to Rothenstgin. He felt troubled, he scarcely knew why, except 
that there was here evidently something unusual, that he did not know 
how to account for. 

Accident seemed to favor him. As they traversed the hall, suddenly 
there opened a door leading to Frau Kolbinger's room, and the dry, 
sharp tones of the old woman^s voice were clearly perceptible. 

« Reasonable — ^be reasonable, darling," said she. " Plenty other hearts 
have been bruised — even those of folks living at their ease." 

« No, no— I will not, I shall not, stay any longer in the house !" 
came now distinctly from Natalie's voice, and thereupon the girl rushed 
in great precipitation from the door. In her left hand Natalie grasped 
her riding-skirt and her whip ; the right hand was tightly clenched to- 
gether, and great tears were rolling down her cheeks. She started con- 
vulsively at sight of the two young men, but rather accelerated her 
speed to get past them as quickly as possible. 

Erwin was no longer master of himself. Involuntarily he took a step 
forward and tried to detain her. 

« My God ! What has happened, Natalie ?" he exclaimed. 

« Nothing, nothing 1" she cried, passionately. « Let me be ; I must 
go ;" and then, as if it had suddenly occurred to her that her words 
were not exactly calculated to work a soothing effect, she added, « Only 
a slight chagrin about an old story. To-morrow you shall leahi more ;" 
and off she hastened without paying further heed to Erwin. 

And he was now utterly unable to longer control his emotions. He 
excused himself to his friend, promising to come another time, without 
observing that the curate was clinging to the ballusters utterly uncon- 
scious of his words. He turned around, almost upsetting Kurtine's 
sister, who was just carrying in a great, heavily-laden waiter from the 
kitchen, and rushed from the house. 

Natalie must give ear to him and explain the meaning of all this. 
He came too late, however ; the strange, incomprehensible being was 
gallopping like an Amazon through the gate, and in an instant she had 
vanished from his sight. 

He felt confused, hurt, almost terrified. An abundance of the most 
impossible suppositions crowded upon him, but only to be each in their 
turn rejected. The whole thing was incomprehensible. It would be 
useless to seek an explanation of Frau Kolbinger ; she would scarcely 
condescend to accord him a civil answer at any time, and would hardly 
give him satisfaction now. What should he do ? Wait ; wait until the 
morrow. She had herself placed this terminus upon the mystery. 

With much the feeling of a somnambulist, he started for home, his 
eyes riveted upon the ground, as though there seeking traces of some 
fiiigitive fox. His mother met him with anxious countenance. 
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« Did I not tell you your health would be ruined with your miserable 
writing ?" cried she. « You look pale and sick, and so soon as you have 
finished eating, you must go right to bed. Dinner is-just being served. 
We are earlier than usual to-day." 

Erwin did not take the pains to listen to the explanation why dinner 
was ready before the usual hour ; he was always poor company at table, 
and Frau von Schonberg had abundant cause for lamentation that the 
beautifully-browned roast goose that graced the table found no favor in 
Erwin's eyes. It was* prepared in precisely the same way that she used 
to have such an one prepared in the lifetime of the president, and even 
Doctor Aschenbrenner had given his verdict that her method of cooking 
a goose was faultless. 

" It's all of no use," finally concluded the old lady. «« You must 
make up for the loss of sleep." 

Erwin gladly acquiesced, and repaired without further delay to his 
chamber. In fact, he could do nothing better than sleep. The time 
since morning seemed to him an eternity, and he had yet an eternity to 
live through. Work was, besides, impossible, for his thoughts were all 
confused. So he threw himself upon the bed, and soon fell asleep from 
sheer exhaustion. 

When he awakened, twilight was already advanced ; the anxious face 
of his mother hzA repeatedly been ^thrust through the slightly-opened 
door ; now it again made its appearance. 

«Now, see there! That will surely do you good, and the roast 
goose that you despised at noon shall be warmed up for your evening 
meal. It would be a real shame if you didn't get to eat any of it ; the 
breast is as tender as butter and savory as almonds." 

It was the greatest praise Frau von Schonberg could bestow upon 
any one article when she compared it with another. A goose could 
only be considered excellent when it tasted like almonds ; almonds, on 
the other hand, must taste like nuts, nuts like raisins, raisins like figs, 
and figs like something else. Her comparisons extended ad infinitum, 
Erwin, in truth, did feel rested and refreshed. Laughingly he now 
reflected upon his groundless fears, the fruits, doubtless, of his over- 
excited imagination. What had occurred, after all, to shake his &ith in 
his happiness — in Natalie's love ? He surely could not expect her to 
fly to him in a strange house, in the presence of witnesses, as she had 
done in the privacy of the silent night. She was excited, to be sure, 
but he well knew the ready susceptibility of this original character, that 
rendered her always interesting, always fresh. 

<« Here I rack my brains with tormenting thoughts," said he, " and 

to-morrow will prove how useless has been my anxiety. A speck of 

dust seems worthy of no notice, and yet it draws a tear when it gets 

under our eyelids." 

And smilingly he left the house for his evening walk. His deter- 
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miaed good-humor was, however, a trifle clouded as he passed the doc- 
tor's house. Kern and Miss Grille stood together upon the neat bal- 
cony, and responded most curiously to his passing bow. They giggled 
and tittered aloud, their amusement being undoubtedly aimed at him ; 
and in the voice of Fraulein Lotti there lay such a sharp, triumphant 
expression that he felt annoyed. Did these two know anything about 
the morning's mystery ? 

"Ah," he grumbled to himself, « I believe I have taken to seeing 
spectres by broad daylight Why should it concern me what mischief 
those two envious old magpies may be plotting up there ?" and when 
just at this instant Kern's piping voice struck up derisively, « Gute 
Neicht^ Du rnein herziges KindP"* he involuntarily laughed aloud. 
" Bravo, bravo ! he heard my serenade," thought he ; " that is it 
Well, what care I ? After to-morrow all the world is welcome to know 
it « GiUe Nacht, Du tnein herziges KindP " he added, softly and with 
unutterable tenderness, turning toward Rothenstein. « < Gute Nacht^ Du 
mein herziges KindP " 

The next morning he stood at the window as the Rothenstein car- 
riages drove past There sat Natalie at the side of the princess, and 
if Erwin were not very much mistaken, the wave of her little hand was 
meant for him. Without any loss of time he set forth once more for 
church. 

Divine service had already commenced when he entered. The curate 
was preaching, and up in the oratory the baroness alone was missing. 
Even Bokel was there ; he must, then, have returned earlier fiDm his 
excursion than he had expected. The princess reigned absolute in the 
foreground ; in fact, she, and not the curate, seemed to-day the maia 
personage in the church. All eyes were fixed upon her, and all her 
movements, together even with those of her old waiting-maid, were ob- 
served and indelibly fixed upon the memories of those present A 
princess was not seen every day in the Rothensee church, and merely 
the accident that Sunday fell directly after the festival had this time 
brought about the honor. Tante Clotilde was far too pious to neglect 
a Sunday mass, even when a journey was in question, and so had de- 
cided to attend divine service at Rothensee immediately before driving 
over to the station. 

There she sat, stiff and attentive as ever, listening in surprise to the 
words of the curate. There was no mistaking her expression ; she was 
amazed to hear such a sermon in this remote market-town, and she 
several times stooped and whispered^ a few words into the ear of the 
kneeling Natalie, doubtless commendatory remarks concerning the 
young priest's eloquence. 

Even Erwin began now to pay more heed to the sermon. 

The euphony of the voice and power of the words seemed to him 
the same as he had before heard, but the delivery was more fiery and 
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eloquent, the inspiration that streamed from every word seemed super- 
natural, and the words themselves were no longer so mild, so concilia- 
tory, so charged with promises of mercy and forgiveness, as those which 
the first time had so astonished him. From the mouth of the orator 
there seemed to stream a scorching breath ; even were it not fraught 
with such uncurbed passionateness as the day previous at the « Rast- 
kreuz," yet it sufficed to fill the church with a certain sultriness like 
that preceding a tempest ; and if the tempest did not break forth, there 
nevertheless rose in the horizon masses of lightning-charged clouds, 
which created a widely different effect from that Erwin had witnessed 
after Steinhacke's first sermon. Or was it merely a remembrance of 
yesterday's burning prayer that now caused him to attribute an under- 
current of meaning to the words that was not intended ? 

But he was in no mood to follow this train of thought ; more and 
more did his gaze become absorbed in Natalie's features, which were to 
him more attractive with their present deep earnestness than when 
under the dominion of the mobile sportiveness and roguishness that so 
freely lingered about her lips at other times. 

Did this earnestness concern thoughts of himself? Did his image 
hover before those eyes bent so fixedly upon the open prayer-book ? 
Ah, suddenly the thought flashed through his mind that she (Natalie) 
was praying for him with the whole fervor of her soul, and the thought 
was so sweet, so exalting to him. How would he thank her for it ; how 
would he gaze deeply into those ^yt^ that never, no nevermore, should 
shed a tear ! 

And now the time had come when he nught soon stand near her. 
Divine service was at an end, and in order not to be too late, Erwin 
left the church amongst the first. This time a carriage was waiting, 
all ready for starting, at the sacristy door. 

The princess stepped in, and to Erwin's astonishment, Natalie once 
more took her place at her side, and fastened a great blue travelling 
veil about her hat. He felt disappointed, for his hopes of speaking to 
her immediately after the departure of the princess were now frustrated. 
If she, as he presumed, were about to accompany her aunt to the sta- 
tion, she could not be back before evening to Rothenstein. Why had 
she not left the escort this time to her sister or to her brother t 

Involuntarily he drew nearer, not in the circle of leave-takers, but 
still near enough for Natalie to see him by a slight movement of her 
head. The sight of him should be a mute reproach that she had put 
oflf the so ardently-desired reunion. It might possibly have been acci- 
dental, but Natalie did not turn her head to his side. 

The old waiting- maid had taken the back seat, and Emil, after seeing 
to the strap securing the trunks, sprang up on the box and took the 
reins from the coachman's hands. One more farewell, and the horses 
started off. 

13 K 
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« I will very shortly have the honor of seeing you," Erwin heard 
Olschmann call after the carriage, and now, as it passed him, Natalie, 
who sat on the side nearest him, merely bowed silently, without so much 
as raising her veil. A strange dread crept over him. 

The carriage disappeared around the comer, and it seemed to him 
as though it were bearing away his happiness. 

The painter was the first to see him. 

« Have you, too, come to take leave ?" cried he, approaching. 

« No ; I am not acquainted with the princess," replied Erwin. 

**But of Fraulein Natalie. There she goes, the dove in the vulture's 
talons. Bei des Teufels Gemskrikeltty I knew I should never get 
through with the portrait, and it is just as well, by Jupiter! for me and 
for my celebrity !" 

Erwin for a few moments had lost his power of speech, so greatly 
was he amazed at the painter's words. So soon as he could recover 
his breath, he asked the meaning of them, adding, « Surely Natalie is 
merely accompanying her aunt to the station." 

" Yes ; but in view of leaving our poor Rdthensee valley." 

" Impossible !" cried Erwin, vehemently. 

The painter shook his head and began : 

«I do not know how — " But at this moment he was interrupted by 
the appearance of Helene, who now came up to them, saying : 

«* I beg of you, dear Bokel, leave me alone with Herr von Schonberg. 
I have something to tell him." 

The painter now looked more sharply at Erwin, uttered a low whistle 
and started quickly toward Olschmann's house. 

« Helene, what is the meaning of all this?" asked Erwin, in the 
greatest agitation. "Is it true ? — ^is Natalie going ?" 

Helene looked very pale and solemn ; she gazed mournfully into his 
^"^t^^ then she lowered her own, nodded softly, and replied, 

" You know Natalie is never to be calculated upon ; I myself have 
never seen her so excited and changeable. She seemed to be undergo- 
ing a fearful struggle." 

" But wherefore should she undergo any struggle ? My God ! what 
was the need of it ?" 

« That I do not know — ^it remains an enigma." 

« You are right, Helene ; you do not know all. But to me — to me it 
is more incomprehensible than it would be were the sun to £adl from 
the skies." 

« I have a commission for you," said Helene, handing him a little 
note ; " perhaps this contains the solution." 

Erwin recognized the style, the color of the paper ; it was not the 
first note he had received from the beloved one. Hastily he grasped 
it, and it seemed as though his heart would burst as his eyes hungrily 
devoured the contents. 
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«< Farewell, Erwin I Believe me, it is better so for as both. We 
must — we must part Be happy, and forget me !" 

That was alL And this parting, without motive, without explana- 
tion, which was at least his due — this flight now — now after that pas- 
sionate kiss, that confessed more than the most solemn vows ! 

It seemed to Erwin that he should go mad at the thought, and wild 
scorn reigned supreme in his voice as he ejaculated, «Yes, enigma 
npon enigma ! A sphinx ! Most justly did she call herself Sphinx !" 

*< Erwin !'' besought Helene, in sympathizing tone. But he tore him- 
self from her, crying, 

"Ha, ha ! It is better for us both — very well ! The enigma is not 
hard to solve, Sphinx, that causeth thy ruin !'' 

Helene stood watching him until he had vanished from her sight, 
and her eyes glistened with tears. 



BOOK II. 

DEVIOUS AND PERPLEXING WAYS. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE WORTHY FAMILY TUSCH. 

ALONG the canal stream that traverses one of the largest, most 
favorite suburbs of Vienna, before emptying itself into the arm of 
the great Danube upon which the Residenz is situated, there walked an 
old man, who seemed so impervious to cold that, notwithstanding the 
severe snow-storm, he did not so much as take the trouble to draw to- 
gether in front the double-caped blue cloth cloak he wore over his 
threadbare black coat With a certain good-natured heartiness he 
waded through the deep snow, which already had destroyed all trace of 
distinction between street and trottoir^ and he stretched out his spongy 
face to the mercy of the snow-flakes with the air of one who was con- 
vinced thai they could do him no harm. Nor was he mistaken, for 
however thickly they might settle upon the battered old stove-pipe hat, 
all those that fell upon the huge, carbuncle-like nose melted in a trice, 
and the old man smiled with satisfaction, such as he might have evinced 
had he heard them hiss upon a red-hot stove. 

« Good-mornihg, Vater Tusch ! Who heats up a good fire does not 
freeze,'' was the bantering greeting of a coachman who sat in an open 
carriage at the hackney-coach stand across the way, completely covered 
with snow, having yielded up the oil- cloth covering to his horses. 

The personage addressed nodded as, without arresting his progress, 
he called back : " Wine rejoices the heart of man ; when one is old, 
one is glad of the means of warmth." Ever and anon he received and 
responded to a greeting from some store or open gateway. Vater 
Tusch appeared to be universally known here ; and no wonder, for he 
had dwelt in this vicinity a great number of years. Formerly theatre- 
sergeant in the same " Temple of Art " in which his wife was engaged 
as costumer, he now enjoyed cum otto et dignitate his little pension, 

148 



SPBINX. 149 

vhich unfortunately, however, did not alone suffice to liquidate his 
debts. 

He had just been indulging in his usual morning drink, and now, 
making a diagonal cut across the street, he passed through a broad 
gatevray into a pretty large court formed by the back buildings of a 
quaint-looking house. From the door directly in the centre of this a 
short corridor led to a stairway, at the foot of which Vater Tusch 
paused and sounded the hall bell. Immediately thereupon a door was 
opened, through which he entered the kitchen of his dwelling, after 
casting a wondering glance at the elegant, dark coup^ that waited in 
the court 

« Has he visitors of quality up yonder ?" he asked, pointing with his 
thumb over his shoulder toward the staircase. <* Should think some of 
the coachman's fur outside would not come amiss to him." 

" Bst ! don't speak so loud," was the sharp rejoinder of his wife, who 
had opened the door for him, and who, judging from her not over-cleanly 
apron, as well as from the wooden spoon in her vigorous grasp, was 
here sovereign ruler in the kitchen department. At Id^t twenty years 
younger than her husband, she bore herself always with a certain 
coquetry, even wearing rouge upon her flabby cheeks, and her cap of 
dirty finery was jauntily poised upon the black hair that was but lightly 
streaked with gray. There was a something martial in her whole ap- 
pearance ; even the way she handled the cooking-spoon was imposing, 
and the markedly peculiar effect was heightened by the growth of gray 
hair both upon chin and upper lip. All her pretence of dignity, how- 
ever, did not prevent her from bowing very low in devotion to those of 
lofty station. 

<< Bst ! don't speak so loud," she repeated, lowering her own deep- 
toned voice to a whisper. « How should those people come by visitors 
of distinction, pray !" waving her cooking-spoon toward the stairs with 
an air of supreme contempt « No ; the young Baronesse is calling 
on us." 

« So ! on Kurtine," he murmured, drawing up his eyebrows and nod- 
cting his head. « Great honor, great honor !" 

^ I declare, you shake like a mandarin. You'd do better to go knock 
off the snow ; you're standing in a complete puddle. Not there — out' 
side ; I don't want my kitchen flooded." 

<< I'm going, I'm going, old Schniirboden," grumbled he, without allow- 
ing his equanimity to be in the least disturbed ; and, stepping outside, 
he disburdened himself from the weight of snow. 

Vater Tusch had been very well trained by his wife, and he heeded 
her admonitions in most things, if she would only let him have his own 
way about his wine. His sole revenge, when she snubbed him too 
severely, was to call her "old Schniirboden." He had also newly 
christened his three daughters. Sophie became in his mouth "Sof- 
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fitte,* for with her piety she might be said to hang midway between 
earth and heaven. Nicola, the eldest, by a curious process of abbre- 
viation, had become «< Coulisse," f fro™ Cola-Coli. Her field, too, ren- 
dered the title especially appropriate, for she belonged as second grade 
solo dancer to the theatre whence came Vater Tusch's bread, having 
there made through her career from little floating angel to her present 
position. Konradine was transformed into « Kurtine,''| for « Kurtitu 
deckt alles,^^ § said Vater Tusch ; and, inasmuch as the industrious little 
creature earned a considerable amount of money with her skilful fingers, 
all of which she handed over to her parents, whilst Coulisse expended 
the last farthing of her income upon herself, and Soffitte applied hers to 
pious charities, the verdict was, upon the whole, pretty correct 

It would have been most unnatural had the mother of these three 
singularly-named daughters been simply designated by her baptismal 
name, Fanny. To the theatre-sergeant retired she was «der alte 
Schniirboden," for — thus he reasoned — Coulisse, Soffitte and Kurtine 
depend all, in a measure, upon the Schniirboden.|| This, therefore, was 
deemed an appropriate name for their mother. 

He was still stamping the snow from his feet and scraping the soles 
of his shoes upon the lower step, when the door leading from the kitchen 
into the sitting-room burst open ; fi'esh young voices became audible, 
and a slender form, enveloped in a black velvet cloak, trimmed with 
white fur, appeared upon the threshold. Although her face was turned 
toward Kurtine, with whom she was conversing, Vater Tusch would 
have recognized the lady by the wpndrous, gold-glittering hair that 
streamed in waving masses from out the dainty fiir cap, even had his 
wife not already informed him of Natalie's visit. 

Baronin Rosenau had occasionally stopped here with one or both of 
her daughters to make appointments with Kurtine, or to take her with 
them to Rothenstein. This mark of distincjtion, however, had never 
been of sufficiently frequent occurrence to wear off its novelty, and 
since Natalie had been with the princess, this was the first time she 
had been at the house. 

«< So, then, Kurtine," she was saying, while Vater Tusch bustled into 
the kitchen, « I can depend upon the costume for to-morrow evening ? 
If you would like to try the dress on once more, I should rather come 
here in the morning that you may lose no time." 

« Make your mind perfectly easy on that score, Fraulein Natalie ; 
once was needful for us, to see that I got the puffs in the right place ; 
but that is sufficient I know your figure as well as my own — ^better 
even, for I have not seen mine on every side." 

« You are still the same old, cheerful Kurtine. Many times I almost 

* In architecture a ceilin^p— soffit ^ t Side-scenes upon the stage. 

t From courtine, old-fashioned French for drop curtain. 
§ The curtain covers everjrthing. 
I Stage-loft. 



SPHINX. 151 

envy you your disposition. Is there no one, then, for whom jrou fret 
and grieve ?" 

The girl laughed, and although there was rather a quiver of con- 
straint about the mouth, her eyes shone with fresh clearness. 

«<Have no time for such stuff; it^ould be trouble lost Such feel- 
ings only come over you because you lead too luxurious a life." 

« I never said I knew anything of such feelings," rejoined Natalie, 
suddenly growing cold and reserved. Turning abruptly, she then has- 
tened through the kitchen with a merely formal bow, but as she reached 
the door leading to the corridor, she called back a friendly « Good-day, 
Papa Tusch I How comes on the vintage this year ?" and without 
awaiting other answer than a gurgling rasping of the throat, she once 
more bestowed her attention upon Kurtine, who had followed her to 
the door. 

In a most thoroughly unconstrained tone she chatted away upon 
various toilette questions, whilst the coachman raised his heavy eye- 
brows so soon as h^ caught sight of the « gnadige Fraulein," and drove 
up close in front of the door-steps. Just as he did so, an elderly gen- 
tleman almost grazed the wheels in his haste to enter the building, and 
made such strenuous eiforts to catch a glimpse of the delicate little face 
so closely surrounded by its framework of fur, that involuntarily Nata- 
lie drew up her head with an indescribable air of sovereign contempt, 
utterly ignoring the salutation to which Kurtine meanwhile was giving 
a short although not unfriendly response. 

Very lingeringly he ascended the house-steps, and to escape his stare 
of impertinent curiosity Natalie cut short her conference with Kurtine, 
herself threw open the drop and sprang lightly into the carriage. 

<* By the way," said she, after taking her seat — and she succeeded 
pretty well in maintaining her air of perfect indifference, notwithstanding 
the ^ct that Kurtine, who was now leaning into the carriage, looked 
her firmly in the eye as she spoke — « by the way, have you seen Herr 
von Schonberg lately ? You told me he came often to Herr — Oh I 
what is his name ?" 

" To Herr Huldrich, here on the floor next above," replied Kurtine. 
« It was he who just passed us. Oh, yes, he comes pretty often ! They 
are both engaged in some way on the one journal." 

« And this Herr Huldrich is married ? Is his wife pretty ?" 

Kurtine could not repress the mischievous smile that involuntarily 
rose to her lips, seeming to say : 

" Well, I fcincy you have no cause to be jealous of her !" She con- 
tented herself, however, with the playful rejoinder: «< Pretty? Well, 
yes ; one can see that she has been so. She looks somewhat like a 
^Eided Georgine. But why don't you ask Herr von Schonberg himself 
if she finds favor in his eyes ?" 

M Because it is a matter of supreme indifference to me," replied Na- 
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talie, sharply. With a contemptuous curl of her upper lip, she now 
sank listlessly back amongst the cushions, carelessly adding : « Betimes 
to-morrow ! Don't forget." With these words she waved a friendly 
farewell, then quickly replaced the little hand within the muff. 

Kurtine stepped back, closed the drop, and speedily the carriage 
rolled through the court Before it had turned out of the gateway, Na- 
talie leaned forward, hurriedly passed the handkerchief she had with- 
drawn froni her muff over the glass, and Kurtine distinctly perceived 
the hasty glance cast from the face pressed against the window-pane up 
to the windows of the floor above. Almost instantaneously the face 
vanished, and the carriage sped with hollow rolling through the gateway. 

« Ha ! What heavenly apparition was that ? Divine Kurtine, you 
must tell me. Such marble-like coldness — a granite statue, into which 
a countly Prometheus could alone have power to breathe life ! Blue 
blood to the very nail-tips. But these nail-tips must be wonderful — the 
very claws of a delicate white Angora cat. Surely Jt would be perfect 
bliss to be scratched by them." 

« You will have to content yourself with the caresses of your wife," 
laughed Kurtine, heartily amused with the already well-known extrava- 
ganza style of her fellow-lodger, who after the departure of the carriage 
had retraced his steps and hastened out to meet her. « Just you wait 
I shall feel bound to betray your enthusiasm to your wife as well as to 
Coulisse." 

« For Heaven's sake, don't ! Women are so jealous. I have proved 
it in the case of my wife ; and your sister is doubtless the same. You 
don't know what mischief you may cause." 

** Does your conscience prick you, you horrible Don Juan ?" cried 
Kurtine, laughing all the more merrily upon Herr Huldrich's mention 
of the jealousy of women. 

It would not be easy to find a more astonishingly homely individual 
than this man of fifty years of age, who preserved, according to his own 
account, the glowing heart of a youth. Short of stature, with unusually 
long arms, his figure was that of an orang-outang, and with this strik- 
ingly corresponded his physiognomy, with its short, flattened nose, and 
its enormous mouth, with hideous, blackened teeth. The odious simi- 
larity was heightened by the closely-shaven hair and beard, whose stub- 
ble-like growth covered head and face, just leaving visible the low, 
backward-slanting brow, the nose, and the protruding, indescribably long 
upper lip. 

Happily for him, Herr Huldrich was utterly unconscious of his home- 
liness. Whether he cherished his own peculiar views of manly beauty, 
or whether he never looked in a mirror, certain it is that he was tboF- 
oughly content with his personal appearance, and placed implicit reli- 
ance in his own irresistibility. Indeed he could vouch for the latter 
with a tremendous list of conquest reminiscences. The history of his 
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marriage, in special, served him as incontrovertible proof, for it was no 
secret — he made none of it, at all events — that his Wilhelmine had 
eloped with him from her first husband, « the lucky dog." His youth- 
ful heart was now freshly kindled into crackling flames, or rather it was 
like Vesuvius with a new crater developed, unimpaired by the manifold 
eruptions from the adjacent craters. 

"Honored Kurtine," cried the litde man, accompanying his words 
with the most comical gestures, »< from you I expect the name of this 
charming grace, that I may preserve it in the reliquary of my breast, 
illumine before it, in pious devotion, two large wax candles, offering up, 
at the same time, fragrant wafts of incense." 

" It is well for you our Sophie does not hear that," interrupted Kur- 
tine, laughingly. <« She would overwhelm you with reproaches for your 
blasphemous expressions, and it would serve you right" 

With these words the girl abruptly turned into the house ; but Herr 
Huldrich followed her without discontinuing his entreaties. They en- 
tered a spacious room, with simple, old-fashioned furniture, whose walls 
were ornamented with numerous lithographic portraits of well-known 
actors. Above the lounge, before which stood the table spread for 
dinner, hung a mirror half covered with peacock feathers, and above 
that again a square frame containing nine card-photographs, all repre- 
senting the same tricote-clad ballet girl, in the most varied and most 
hazardous positions conceivable. It was a position-cycle of Coulisse, 
the ^vorite daughter, the secret pride of the worthy parents, who fairly 
sunned themselves in the triumphs of the great artist, even though 
these were greater in her private circle than upon the stage. 

At one of the two windows, densely ornamented with hyacinths, 
primroses and yellow violets, Kurtine had her sewing-table when she 
worked at home. Another lajge table close beside it was now com- 
pletely covered with green satin, white mull and ribbons. 

Adjoining the feimily sitting-room was a smaller room used as the 
parents' bed-chamber : for the two girls sufficed a windowless closet 
next the kitchen, that when they were away firom home answered as 
store-room and pantry. Coulisse had for some time previous ceased to 
dwell with her parents ; she had her own elegantly-furnished apartments 
in one of the most fashionable portions of the inner city. 

There was also another chamber belonging to this floor, with sepa- 
rate entrance into the corridor, but it was nearly always let out to single 
gentlemen, and the door communicating with the family sitting-room 
was concealed by a great cupboard, 

Vater Tusch had already laid aside hat and cloak, and sat upon 
the lounge awaiting his soup in the full enjoyment of expectancy, when 
Kartine and Huldrich entered. At the large table sat Sophie busied 
in sewing together the breadths of mull cut out by her sister. 

Since the latter part of September, about three months since, when 
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she had been superseded in her place at the parsonage by the brisk, 
pleasing Nanni, she had been at home helping Kurtine with her sewing, 
when her time was not taken up with the frequent church-going. If 
formerly she had to endure much teasing from parents and sisters about 
her devotedness, it was now even worse, for she seemed to live in one 
continual religious ecstasy ; she was even known to pray whilst plying 
the needle. 

Vater Tusch alone took her part when the others tormented her too 
grievously. 

« Leave me my Sofiitte," he used to say ; « she will pray us all into 
heaven, and prompt us at the general rehearsal if we are not quite sure 
of our part." 

«Ah ! good-day, Herr Huldrich," cried he now. "Do you once 
more give us the honor ? You come just before the third ringing ; the 
curtain will go up directly." 

« No harm that, Vater Tusch ; I'll disappear from the stage at the 
right moment," rejoined Huldrich, and turning once more to Kurtine, 
he began his importunities afresh. « It is part of my calling to be on 
the lookout for many a little secret from behind the scenes for a 
piquant feuilleton, and wherefore should I allow myself to be driven 
off the track by your coy reserve ? I must learn the name of this mar- 
vellous creature. There lies undoubtedly some mystery at the bottom 
of all this. An elegant equipage in a quiet back court^ a dainty, prin- 
cess-like Angora in black velvet — " 

"Ah! what are you driving at with your everlasting cats?" inter- 
posed Kurtine, indignantly. 

" You have no idea of the tender depths of this comparison, my dear, 
and of its poetical charm. So, then, a scarcely unfolded bud of the 
haute aristocratic upon a flitting visit to the dwelling of our excellent 
Vater Tusch — perhaps some secret liaison. What is the name of your 
lodger ? Ah, Herr Kern ?" 

" Oh, very fine !" interrupted Kurtine, this tipie more sharply even 
than before. " Make out of it one of your l3nng, piquant histories for 
the paper, where all will be so disguised and discreet, and yet told with 
as many shameful innuendoes as if you were secretly aware of dear 
knows what. Some of these days you will meet with your reward by 
yourself figuring in the most piquant story of all. That I prophesy 
you." 

"Wherefore such zeal, my little Cassandra? I assure you I will 
be as discreet and speechless as an oyster, even though I cannot help 
admitting that there is something mysteriously niystifying about this 
visit." 

" Mysteriously mystifying 1 There lies the whole secret ;" and with 
these words she pointed to the dress materials, impatiently shrugging 
her shoulders as she did so. 
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«Ah, can that be possible ?" exclaimed he. « Gauze, and satin, and 
silk. This, then, is to be the toilet of the divine creature. Now for 
the name of the individual and the ball for which these miracles of 
beauty are destined. Ah ! what charming indiscretions could one be 
guilty of, with what breathless interest would the reading public of the 
Residenz be made aware that the &iry-like Willis would appear at the 
next ball of Prince X., or Count Y., in marvellous sea-green satin and 
soft, fleecy white clouds ! and what glory would this intimate knowledge 
reflect upon the initiated — upon Heinrich Horatio Huldrich !" 

"Just for that very reason I shall tell you nothing. You are a con- 
ceited old tattler." 

While the curiosity-tormented Huldrich reiterated his entreaties, a 
fi€u:re drove into the court, and a moment later a fresh, clear female 
voice was heard chatting and laughing with Frau Tusch in the kitchen. 
"Ztf diva P"* cried Huldrich, springing toward the door, which at that 
moment burst open. ^ 

A slender, girlish figure swept in. A decided resemblance to Kur- 
tine, and a certain overbearing superciliousness of demeanor, rendered 
her at once recognizable as the original of the nine cartes-de-visite^ 
even though the rich folds of her heavy black silk dress, over which 
she wore a brown sack, edged with imitation of fur, now concealed the 
beautifully-formed limbs which the photographic apparatus had repro- 
duced with so much ostentation. 

Although no longer so fresh as Kurtine, she bore off the palm, 
as well through her superior toilet as through her challenging, coquet- 
tish glances, from her sister, whose cheerful disposition she shared, 
whilst Sophie, in her whole appearance and manner, diflered from 
either. 

" Praised be thy entrance !" was Huldrich's salutation ; but Coulisse 
seemed to take exception to this historic greeting. 

" Oho I" cried she, with contemptuous turning up of her nose ; « I 
was not aware of the existence of any bond of fraternity between us 
giving you a right to address me with < du^ Herr Huldrich. So far we 
have scarcely progressed. Good appetite !" was her greeting to Vater 
Tusch ; and in the same lively style she accosted her two sisters. « I 
cannot remain to your meal," she observed, with incomprehensible flu- 
ency of tongue ; « Octavio has made an appointment with me for 
dijeuner i la fourchette. I just drove around after rehearsal to see 
what you were all doing. It seems to be going pretty well with father 
and mother. Soffitte hangs her head like a weeping willow over a 
grave. Ah ! I know what ails you ; the right confessor is wanting. I 
must see to it that the handsome curate has a call up this way. He 
would speedily set your conscience right." 

** How, lovely charmer !" ejaculated Huldrich before Sophie had time 
to express her displeasure at her sister's jest, which made her blush 
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very deeply. « Your alliances surely do not extend into the circles where 
the appointment of a curate is decided ?" 

« Behind the scenes — everything behind the scenes," laughed the 
dancer, saucily. « Does that seem a miracle to you ? Pll lay a wager 
that no four weeks will have passed before I have accomplished this, 
especially if I feel assured that it would be doing you a favor, Sophie." 

« You would be doing me the greatest £avor if you would yourself 
apply to a confessor," replied the addressed, with great earnestness, at 
the same time being unable to entirely conceal her confusion. 

"That may also come about if he happens to please me," nodded 
Coulisse. «When I have once helped him to a nice place in the city, he 
will surely bestow upon me absolution for my seven sins. One hand is 
very apt to ¥rash the other. But, as I was about to say, are you in the 
height of work, Kurtine ? Pity — ^if you only just had a wee bit of time 
I might honor you with a commission. To be sure, in such a case 
sisterly a£fection would have to suffice for payment, but < Kurtine deckt 
alUs^ as father says. Perhaps you have time, after alL Will you take 
my measure?" 

Kurtine laughingly excused herself. Huldrich, on the other hand, 
burst into a fit of ecstasy. 

« Take measure !" he cried enthusiastically. « Span this form of an- 
tique beauty, reckon and compute. To mark down centimetre for cen- 
timetre, to make out exactly the register of beauty ! Oh, why was I 
not created a lady's dressms^ker ?" 

« Yes ; I believe myself you have mistaken your calling. Now I 
comprehend fitlly why your poetry has always seemed to me like tailor's 
poetry," observed the dancer ; and she seemed to take excessive delight 
in the deep annoyance Huldrich's mien betrayed, violent as were the 
efforts he made to swallow the bitter pilL 

«You are cruel as Diana," he declaimed, emphatically, rolling his 
eyes out of all manner of shape ; but the effect was lost Shrugging 
her shoulders, Coulisse remarked : 

« Well, if that be so, I take no credit to myself for it It comes 
easily in your case." 

« You are jesting," rejoined Huldrich, with a smile of incredulity that 
seemed to say : « Ah, it is well enough to keep up appearances so in 
the presence of others, but no butterfly ever came near me, the flaming 
triple constellation, H. H. H. — Heinrich Horatio Huldrich — without 
singeing its wings." 

The little man, with his imperturbable self-satisfaction, produced a 
comical impression which even Soffitte could not resist, and which 
aroused the gay Coulisse to fresh inclination for teasing. 

« And were it ever so hard for me," said she, with an indescribable 
mixture of pathos and humor, « I should nevertheless be compelled to 
renounce all claims to you. It would pain me to disturb your domestic 
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felidty, and I should shrink from the just outburst of indignant jealousy 
which doubtless the most terrible weapons would fiul to make recoil" 

« Ah, wherefore, lovely Willis ?" he exclaimed, boastfully. « Only 
weak men are intimidated through such scenes. If nothing else — " 

He came no further. Three hollow thumps, that seemed to come 
from the ceiling, fell like a ghastly menace upon his ear. 

" Signs for the machinist," observed Vater Tusch from his lounge. 

The young girl's merriment seemed only enhanced by this disturb- 
ance ; but Huldrich's efforts to chime in with her were fruitless. He 
knew those three knocks but too well His own dwelling was directly 
above that of the family Tusch, and Frau Huldrich had adopted this 
method of summoning him home when she knew him to be below 
stairs, and thought he was stopping too long. 

<' Her eyes are by fax too good, although it does please her to affect 
near-sightedness," said he ; « but it is right disagreeable that my — good 
Wilhelmine should have chosen this time to see me return home." 

« Ah ! only weak men allow themselves to be intimidated through 
such scenes," interposed the dancer. « In your case there can be no 
question of such a thing." 

f^No, no, certainly not, sweet charmer," was his languishing assur- 
ance. « I go my own way ; but this may prove unpleasant neverthe- 
less. It is needful to preserve in married life a certain modus vivendiy 
as we diplomates say, otherwise it becomes a hell upon earth — a pur- 
gatory it is at best See you, such consequences one brings down upon 
one's shoulders in yielding to unbridled passion. I carried the poor 
woman off from all her old associations ; she followed me through night 
and darkness, forsaking house, home and husband — I could not have 
the heart to leave her treacherously in the lurch now. So it is with us 
poets." 

That his wife, in forsaking all else, did not part company with her good 
moneyed interest in the Neckar, but had, on the contrary, bound him to 
her with the same these fifteen years, he prudently neglected to men- 
tion. What of that? Surely poets cannot be expected to take any 
cognizance of filthy lucre ! and it was not his fault that he was ranked 
amongst the poets ! Was he not numbered with them by critics and 
by the public? and had not his « Songs to Beauty" already appeared in 
,the third or fourth edition, even being followed by a second volume — 
"New Series?" They lay in superb gilt-edged binding upon many a 
saloon-table, and sundry of the poems had been set to music by one or 
other trivial composer. Who then could dispute the right of Heinrich 
Horatio Huldrich to rank himself amongst the poets ? or say that his 
name might not follow next in order after that of the great lyric poet, 
Goethe? 

«Yes; so it is with us poets," he repeated, laying his hand upon his 
heart 

14 
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« If you are truly a poet, ejaculated Coulisse, coquettishly pouting, 
«why have you never made me any poems ?" 

"Thousands!" 

« Ah, no ; one little one in the feuilleton would suffice." 

<( Our paper does not make a practice of issuing poems," he said, 
apologetically ; " but I have already prepared ten songs < To Nicola ' for 
the second edition of the new series." 

** Eh ! what ?" exclaimed the honored recipient of these feivors. « Of 
what use, pray, are these ten songs to me ! Who knows me by the 
name < Nicola V They must appear in the journal to be of any avail. 
< To Fraulein Tusch, the renowned danseuse^ Or, better still — * To 
Coulisse.' Now that would attract — that would create a sensation! 
But * Nicola ' in your < new series * — bah ! how absurd !" 

« There I must beg leave to differ from you — I should think — " 

« Think what you please — I am right" 

« Indeed ! but I seek every opportunity to proclaim your eminent 
talents, your superior efforts. So often as a new ballet is given, or 
even merely an old one is reproduced upon the stage, I never fail to 
mention our < distinguished Tusch,' in order to give words to my en- 
thusiastic feelings for you. Do not I wage a continual warfare with 
the management because no greater opportunity i$ given you to render 
yourself prominent ? Ah, all this I do without thanks, without re- 
ward I" Here he drew a long sigh. « And I will even manage it with 
the publishers to have a series of poems to you issued in the feuille- 
ton — ^if it can be done in no other way they shall appear as < contrib- 
uted ' — if I may only dare hope for the slightest token of your favor." 

He was standing with his back to the door, and received at this mo- 
ment a thrust from Mutter Tusch, who was entering with the heavy 
soup tureen, and who in the place of apology gave way to a violent 
outburst of reproach. 

« Don't you see that you are standing directly in my way P*^* cried 
she. « Step aside !" 

The ex-costumer used but little ceremony with the man who was 
constantly to be found in her dwelling, and who could yet marry none 
of her daughters. Hiuldrich, however, possessed one of those easy- 
going temperaments that can complacently overlook the broadest hints. 

« Well," cried Coulisse, extending her hand with the most coquettish 
air for him to kiss, « we shall see ! First the work, and then the re- 
ward." 

" Oh, divine being ! what joy were your stony heart at last melted !" 
exclaimed Huldrich, triumphantly, as he applied his enormous mouth to 
her little hand. « I dedicate myself to your service, and will bring sac- 
rifices as high priest to the most gracious goddess, proving to her — " 

Once more sounded the three ominous thumps, this time more de- 
cisively, and with briefer intervening space than before. Huldrich 
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cringed as he might have done had the blows fallen directly upon his 
shoulders, and cut short his speech just as it was gaining its most elo- 
quent flights. 

Frau Tusch also seemed marvellously affected by this impatient 
knocking. 

« Why don't you go ?" cried she, in tones of command. « Our ceil- 
ing will be broken through if you wait much longer. And, let me tell 
you, I never could bear knocking. That you may inform the one up 
there. If there is not a stop put to this, I shall go to the landlord, and, 
if nothing can be done in that quarter, to the police." 

« It shall not occur again : make your mind easy upon that score," 
the fear-stricken Huldrich hastened to reply, as he viewed the ceiling in 
the deepest anxiety. « Farewell, divine goddess ! I will not longer in- 
terrupt your meal," he cried to Coulisse, then addressed a few words to 
the other sisters, and speedily made his exit 

« Now I must go see if he didn't leave that kitchen door open," 
growled Frau Tusch. « There are so many vagabonds about ;" and with 
this she too disappeared. 

^ The curtain falls," chuckled Vater Tusch, proceeding forthwith to 
tie his napkin under his chin. 

Soffitte approached her place at the table, made the sign of the cross, 
and clasped her hands for silent grace. Kurtine threw down her work, 
and, shaking her head disapprovingly at Coulisse, observed : 

" You are excessively light and frivolous." 

« Oh, pshaw !" rejoined the addressed, shrugging her shoulders. 
« Puff belongs to the trade." 

Knock, knock, knock, resounded once more through the room, each 
time more loudly and violendy than before. 

« Good Lord ! that is a little too much !" cried the just-returning 
mother of the family, and making one spring to the corner where stood 
the long-handled broom, she seized it with both hands, and in a per- 
fect fury applied the end to the ceiling with such force that a portion 
of the rough-casting came tumbling down right in her £ace, completely 
blinding her for a moment 

« We must get clear of them," she shrieked. << I shall call for the 
police — I shall indeed." 

It was long before she could be pacified and persuaded to enter upon 
her duty of wielding the soup-ladle. When, however, she was once 
induced to do. so, Vater Tusch evinced the most intense satisfaction, 
receiving his overflowing soup-plate with the simpering exclamation, 

« So 1 Now the overture may strike up." 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE FLAMING TRIPLE CONSTELLATION. 

WHEN Huldrich reached the upper landing, he distinctly heard 
through the closed entrance-door to his lodgings the shrill voice 
of his beloved Wilhelmine, and for a moment he was undecided as to 
whether it would not be more prudent to depart from the field until the 
threatening tempest should have blown over. He pricked up his ears 
to listen a bit 

« Judge for yourself Herr von Schonberg, if she is not the most bra- 
zen-faced creature you ever heard tell of," he now heard his wife 
exclaim, raising her voice to a still higher pitch of wrath ; and he must 
£urly marvel at the power of this organ that could with such distinct- 
ness penetrate two doors. At the same time it flashed through his 
mind that the presence of a third party would certainly tend to avert 
the fury of the storm, and thus it would be less of a venture to enter 
DOW than to bare his defenceless brow later in tite-ci'tite with his em- 
bittered life-companion. With hasty resolve he rang the bell. After 
the lapse of a few moments, Huldrich suddenly assumed an air of con- 
fident assurance, for he knew that his wife was now viewing him 
through the perforated tin-covering of the window sash, and determined 
to give no grounds, through guilty, conscience-stricken countenance, for 
her jealous suppositions. 

Now the door opened, and in the narrow ante-room he stood face to 
fiice with his stern judge. Amiability was not one of the virtues of 
which Frau Huldrich could boast, and the still pretty features of the 
woman of forty only gained expression through passion. Once let the 
all-animating anger or jealousy be effeced from the strongly-projecting 
eyes, and there was something indescribably silly and meaningless in 
this visage. The rather well-moulded form was cased in a flashy 
Scotch-plaid dress of the most tasteless pattern, in which red was the 
predominant color, and thereby was heightened the efiect of her awk- 
ward, angular movements. 

It was a mark-worthy fact, offering always a most interesting psy- 
diological study, that this woman, who was the last person in the world 
that one would have accused of yielding to mental instincts, should 
have conceived so strong an affection for this ape-like little man as to 
be willing for love of him to incur the odium of a flight from her 
first husband, together with the divorce-suit arising therefrom. Un- 
doubtedly Huldrich was justified, so far as his wife was concerned, in 
persisting throughout his writings and conversations in his constantly- 
recurring favorite expression, <*The hearts of women are unfathom- 
able enigmas." It could not be the poet she loved in him, for she 
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Dever read his verses, and the man was by far more ludicrous than 
love-inspiring. Nevertheless, she pursued the unfaithful scapegrace, 
who was everlastingly raving over some new beauty or other, with a 
jealousy that was worthy of a better cause. 

"Ah ! does my Herr Gemahl* condescend at last to make his ap- 
pearance ?" was the sharp-toned salutation, as he closed the door be- 
hind him. « I thought my only plan was to drum upon the floor until 
I forced you to come up." 

« That you took good care to do, my love," replied he, with a smile 
which gave his mouth an enormous extension. 

" So, then, I have not been mistaken ? Again making a visit bek>w 
stairs ! What wonder the people become impertinent and shameless ? 
They actually had the impudence to knock back again, and that in a 
menacing, spiteful way. Who ever heard of such a thing ? I really 
feel ashamed before strangers. What can Herr von Schonberg think 
of such proceedings ?" 

"Ah ! so Herr von Schonberg helped yotf to while away the time ?" 
began Huldrich, taking up the name as though he now heard it for the 
first time, and making a strenuous effort as he did so to flash upon his 
wife a look of grim suspicion. 

It was one of his greatest strokes of policy to play the injured 
Othello himself so soon as he was threatened with the jealous sus- 
picions of his Wilhelmine, and the strategy nearly always succeeded. 
As a usual thing there arose therefrom a wrangling dispute, in which 
neither was willing to yield one iota, and each hurled every spiteful 
thing that could be thought of at the devoted head of the other, until 
Frau Wilhelmine gradually calmed down, as though by the very fury of 
her husband's apparent jealousy she had received every possible guar- 
antee fdf his unchangeable affection. She would then content herself 
with a few sharp speeches, which, after the rest, fell like single shots 
after a whole volley of musketry, and then she would sink once more 
into her silly apathy, fh>m which nothing had power to arouse her save a 
new attack of jealousy. 

This time the strife was omitted out of regard for the guest waiting 
in the adjoining room. Perhaps she might have embraced the resolu- 
tion to supply the deficiency upon some more propitious occasion ; at all 
events, she quieted down under the influence of her husband's harsh 
accusation and rolling eyes, and satisfied herself with the cutting ob- 
servation : 

" If so, it was apparently a matter of indifference to you whilst you 
were amusing yourself below stairs ;" and with these words she pointed 
over her shoulder with the same contemptuous gesture that Vater and 
Mutter Tusch had previously indulged in. 

"You seem to think no other encounter possible ; that is characteristic 

* Husband. 
14 • L 
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of yourself," burst menaciogly from his lips. « I shall forbid Herr von 
Schonberg the house." 

« He will be likely to forbid it to himself if he must wait when he 
comes until you have amused yourself to your heart's content, leaving 
me to suppose you at the oflBice. Pray, do not keep him waiting any 
longer." 

Huldrich, finding no ready excuse for his self-justification, did not 
delay in availing himself of the free channel offered him, and sailed 
freshly before the wind into the saloon, which did not essentially differ 
from the sitting-room of the family Tusch, only that it was more scan- 
tily furnished and more comfortless. 

Erwin, who was standing by the window watching the flaky snow, 
turned around upon Huldrich's entrance, and advanced half-way to 
meet him. 

« I sought you in the publication office, and as they told me you had 
been gone for some time, I hastened hither," said he. ^ I have been 
waiting already half an hour or more." 

« Sorry for it, Herr von Schonberg, v^ry sorry — I had — I was" — stam- 
mered Huldrich ; then suddenly hearing his wife's dress rustling directly 
at his heels, he recollected himself and concluded, «in the composi- 
tors' room — yes, in the compositors' room. It just occurred to me 
after I had nearly reached home that there were some changes to be made." 

" You have had plenty of time since you came home to see to a 
good many changes," interpolated Frau Wilhelmine. ** We were stand- 
ing at the window when the carriage drove away, and we saw you com- 
ing home. But I will go dress myself for dinner, and not intrude upon 
the gentlemen any longer. Perhaps, then, Herr von Schonberg will 
accompany us a part of the way to our eating-house." 

Huldrich could scarcely wait until the door was closed before he drew 
Erwin into the window-recess, and his eyes winked and blinked, with 
rapturous ecstasy as he asked of him, 

"You saw the carriage, then? But did you also see the divine 
Angora cat who sat within ?" Then observing Erwin's half-abstracted, 
half-astonished gaze, he continued : << I make this comparison because 
it alone expresses the aristocratic bearing, mingled with a certain air 
of velvety softness, of this heavenly apparition. Oh, and her charming 
little claws peeped out from the soft fur so bewitchingly ! I shall 
dedicate a whole page in the second edition of my new series to her ; 
I have already an idea. Wait a bit — there ! how would this do ? Judge 
for yourself if this is not piquant and quite in the style of my other 
< Songs to Beauty ;' " and with monotonous, shiging pathos he declaimed 
as follows : 

" Grand and lovely — a high princess. 
Too proud herself to make a stir, 
Waits tne white cat of Angora 
Until a mouse draws near to her. 
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" With sure aim she lifts her clawlet, 
One fata] stroke, swift as a dart : 
Thou, my loved one, art the white cat. 
The captured mouse, my own poor heart 

Come, what do you say to that ?" 

Deep as was the earnestness graven upon Erwin's brow, he could 
not avoid smiling, and yet a certain bitterness about the* mouth seemed 
to say : 

« And you are a well-known poet ! — ^from my pen not a verse has 
been published." 

Huldrich did not notice the bitterness, or, if he did, attributed it 
solely to jealousy. In 'the most complacent mood imaginable he re- 
peated the poem ; then, without giving Erwin a chance to utter a word, 
continued : 

"Ah, if you had only seen her ! But not a word of this to my Wil- 
helmine," he whispered, holding his hand up to his Qiouth, and winking 
with a hideous leer as he did so. " A Raphaelite angel, upon my honor ! 
That comparison is, I believe, the best of all, for Angora cats are white, 
bat she has red hair, like all the old Italian beauties. I tell you, rav- 
ishing is the word ! And such a delicate little face, like a rose leaf ! 
She must possess the figure of a nymph. Kurtine will have to let me 
see her measure." 

«» Of whom are you speaking ? who is Kurtine ?" suddenly burst out 
Erwin ; at the mention of the hair he had already commenced listening 
more attentively. 

" Kurtine ? A charming little damsel," declared Huldrich, with a 
side-glance at the door through which his wife had disappeared ; " but, 
entre nous, I am at present paying court to her sister, the celebrated 
Coulisse. You know who she is, of course ? And I can assure you," 
be added, bristling up like a Calcutta chanticleer, "not without some 
prospect of success. Don't you know her ? I will introduce you. 
Ah ! I have such a weakness for art ; but, as I said before, not a word 
of this in the presence of my wife, she is so frightfully jealous !" 

"You have not yet told me — " 

"Who Kurtine is? Why, in her way, an artiste in mull, satin, silk 
and the like, who is about preparing the Raphael angel-apparition a 
charming ball toilette d la Watteau." 

" Ah, indeed ; the sewing-girl !" ejaculated Erwin, with such vehe- 
mence that Huldrich now first noticed the unusual excitement he had 
called forth. " Can you show me where to find her ?" 

The author of the "Poems to Beauty" gave Erwin a sly glance, 
and passed his hand several times over his closely-shaven pate, as 
though to polish the gray bristles. His mouth pointed itself as for a 
kiss, which gave his visage a more ludicrous aspect, if possible, than 
usual 
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«How? Are you acquainted with my golden-haired unknown? 
Good; if I could only devise some pretext to satisfy Wilhelmine— 
but, if it will be all the same to you, I will take you after dinner to 
call on the family Tusch. Meanwhile you may as well tell me the 
name of the beautiful unknown." 

" You mistake ; it is not in my power," interrupted Erwin, who had 
by this time re|^ined his composure, and was all frigidity once more. 

« But I will take you to Kurtine," urged Huldrich, fancying himself 
upon the track of a secret, and fearing that it might slip through his 
fingers. 

« I thank you, but I have changed my mind. I was thinking of 
ordering a dress for my mother, but it would be better to leave the 
choice to her taste. Besides, she must first send me her measure." 

« Ah, that won't do ; you can't elude me so easily." 

Erwin drew himself up loftily, and his brow clouded. 

«« Who told you, Herr Huldrich, that I was trying to elude you ?" he 
asked. 

«< Be not so cavalierly proud. Just tell me the name of my An- 
gora cat" 

"What are your Angora cats and their names to me?" rejoined 
Erwin, harshly, just as one might shake off an importunate beggar. 
« I did not come here to discuss your amours^ but to speak to you 
about a very grave and disagreeable occurrence." So saying, he drew 
a newspaper from his pocket and held it up before Huldrich's eyes. 
« Will you be kind enough to inform me how these words marked with 
red came into my article ?" he asked. 

From Huldrich's countenance vanished at once the sly expression, 
and he seemed to feel altogether uncomfortable. Restlessly he moved 
one foot before the other, cleared his throat, drew an eye-glass from his 
pocket and toyed with the spring. Once more he cleared his throat, 
and then, as if he were disposed to treat the case en bagatellcy he 
drawled out : 

« Ah ! this passage. Yes — well, to be sure — " 

« It was not in the manuscript," interrupted Erwin, sternly. 

« No ; you are right — it was not there ; but I was of the opinion that a 
sharp little sally like that would by no means injure the otherwise rather 
too grave feuilleton article. The public loves anything piquant and 
adapted to the spirit of the times." 

« And you dared insert the sentence yourself at my risk and upon 
my responsibility ? I have a good notion to have it most decisively 
retracted this evening, and to oblige you to put your name to it." 

« No ; that is not possible ! You surely won't do that ?" 

Erwin's brow was contracted into gloomy folds, and with a look of 
irritation he gazed down upon the perplexed little man. He had every 
reason to feel provoked and embittered with Huldrich. 
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Heinrich Horatio Huldrich had for some time past, while leading his 
restless, vagabond life in the Residenz, been editor of the feuilleton 
and art-reference department of one of the largest and most prominent 
journals in the city ; and even before the war there had been formed a 
sort of literary connection between him and Erwin, originating from the 
latter having come into the editorial office to express his thanks for 
a friendly notice of his first book. Upon this occasion he had made 
the acquaintance of Huldrich, and in pursuance of his express request 
had commenced sending in from time to time short feuilleton articles, 
chiefly treating of aesthetical or scientific questions, but never wan- 
dering off into politics. 

Not until after Erwin's return to the Residenz had appeared, in the 
course of the late autumn, several articles signed with his full name, 
which dealt more in the humorous and touched upon the political and 
social weaknesses of the day, yet strictly avoided every personality. 
Indeed they were often more severe upon the faults and absurdities 
of his own party — the journal was a liberal one — than upon the minis- 
try then at the helm. 

This had repeatedly been held up as a reproach to Erwin, and the 
chief editor of the sheet was once almost on the point of rejecting these 
articles ; he was only prevented from doing so because he could not bear 
to have them transferred to any other journal, now that Erwin's name 
was becoming so well known to the public. 

The day previous, Erwin had handed Huldrich a short article, which, 
in the form of a carnival jest, attacked the political masks with a harle- 
quin's switch, tearing them from the true faces they concealed. Ego- 
tism was disguised in a lion's skin, nor was one of the manifold types 
spared. 

The next morning, upon examining a copy of the journal handed 
to him by Bokel in the coffee-house, Erwin had found, to his utter aston- 
ishment, three lines inserted that he had never written, containing a by 
no means unjust, yet extremely malicious, attack upon both private 
and financial relations of the prime minister. 

The painter had laughed, shrugged his shoulders, and called his friend's 
attention to the fact that he had brought down upon his head a press 
lawsuit, which Erwin disputed on the grounds of having made no per- 
sonal attacks, either intentionally or inadvertently. This led the painter 
to point out the passage to him, otherwise Erwin would scarcely have 
discovered the intercalation so soon. 

In the first moment of surprise, Erwin had sprung excitedly to his feet, 
and by a broken utterance betrayed his previous ignorance of the sen- 
tence. Immediately, however, he regained his self-control, and refrained 
from further comments upon the subject He tried to persuade him- 
self that it might, after all, be a mere piece of carelessness on the part 
of the printer in inserting the passage firom another column, and yet the 
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connection was so complete that this was hardly probable. So he de- 
termined to look up Huldrich and call him to account. 

Huldrich*s manner of treating the affair was hardly calculated to 
mollify him. 

" I will not do so," rejoined Erwin to the terrified little man's objec- 
tion, «out of regard for the journal. Such an affair would hardly 
redound to its credit. It will be by no means out of regard for you, 
who deserve the sharpest reprimand." 

Huldrich, thus seeing all serious cause for alarm removed, put on 
a bold front, confidently asserting that young authors must expect to be 
rasped down a little now and then, and that as editor of the feuilleton 
he had both his rights and his duties. 

« Which I would not in the least have contested," rejoined Erwin, 
« had you rejected the manuscript" 

«As a whole, it appeared to me most estimable," remarked Hul- 
drich, with the mien of a condescending patron, « only here and there 
little alterations seemed desirable to enhance its attractiveness." 

A sneer passed over Erwin's face. , 

« I am deeply grateful to you for your friendly intentions," he said, 
sarcastically ; « at the same time I would observe to you that I am not 
at all fond of retouchings. I might concede to you the right of striking 
out anything that did not meet with your approval — ^never that of mak- 
ing an addition, however insignificant ; and such it was not in this in- 
stance. I am by no means inclined to sign my name to your views. 
I tell you that, without desire to sift them further." 

« You misunderstand my intentions, Herr von Schonberg ; I assure 
you I meant it well enough," put in Huldrich, rabidly as an irritated mon- 
key. «< Or does it come from a certain leaning to the aristocratic party 
that you are so sensitive about the little confession of faith inserted by 
me ? You come from the nobilfty yourself, I believe, Herr von Schon- 
berg. It has for a long time been noticeable with how gentle a hand 
you are in the habit of touching upon certain feudal movements, while 
at the same time you handle the errors of the liberalists without gloves, 
instead of drawing a covering over the weaknesses of your friends." 

"Enough, mein Herr," interrupted Erwin, whose face was fairly 
beginning to glow with impatience. " I do not consider that I owe you 
any reckoning concerning my political views. For you it may suffice 
that I do not publicly disavow the sentence that has found its way into 
my article unknown to me, and that as my name stands under it, I will be 
answerable for any consequences that may arise therefrom. It is quite 
another thing with regard to my future copartnership. I would advise 
you to look out for some pliable youth, to whom it is a matter of indif- 
ference what opinions you choose to attribute to him so long as he 
receives his rightful pay, and to whom it appears a useless thing to 
cling to once-avowed sentiments so long as the public considers him 
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piquant and witty, such an one as will now fall with fury upon the gov- 
ernment that perhaps but recently he applauded. It is decidedly repug- 
nant to me to apply my weapons to a ministry that, so to say, is already 
overthrown ; it would be equal to trampling under foot a dying enemy. 
That I will leave to heroes who only have courage when a corpse is 
their opponent." 

With this he turned .upon his heels, without awaiting the return of 
the amiable hausfrau, leaving Huldrich completely discomfited. 

Just as he was about passing from the court-yard he was met by 
Albin's former tutor, who came to a stand-still through sheer sur- 
prise. He first proceeded to measure Erwin with a look of hatred ; 
then, prompted by the abject slavishness of his nature, touched his hat, 
at the same time affecting a malicious sneer, as though to divest his 
salutation of all suspicion of finendliness. 

Erwin coolly returned the salutation, and as he passed out saw Kern 
draw a latch-key from his pocket and apply it to the lock of one of the 
doors opening upon the corridor. 

« There is just such an one as Huldrich could use," he thought, as 
be walked away. 

Then other thoughts occupied his mind. 

It was indeed a curious coincidence that now brought him into con- 
tact with Kern, just after he had learned that Kurtine resided here, and 
that he had barely missed meeting Natalie. 

That it was she of whom Huldrich had spoken so rapturously was 
beyond doubt. Notwithstanding the heavy fall of snow and the double- 
paned window, he had himself fancied that he recognized Natalie, and 
had only concluded that it was not so because a mistake on his part 
seemed more probable than that she should have strayed into this for- 
lorn quarter of the town. 

So soon as he had learned that this 'was the home of the sewing-girl, 
all was explained to him. 

« This time I might have spoken to her," flashed through his mind ; 
but instantaneously his hand quivered through the air, as if to forcibly 
drive away the thought, as he would have done an obtrusive insect, and 
a feeling of bitterness puckered up his lips to a sneering smile. What 
could he possibly have had to say to her ? 

Nearly half a year had elapsed since the sudden departure of Na- 
talie, regarding which those three mysterious lines fi*om her hand had 
apprised him, without the least attempt at explanation. Wherefore 
should he seek the latter now? 

The long silence was explanation sufficient. 

At that time, after the first outburst of anger had passed over, Er- 
win would not believe in the earnestness of this seemingly unne- 
cessary parting. He could not bring himself to believe in it— called 
it now a jest, now a caprice ; and racked his brain with suppositions 
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regarding the cause of her sudden determination.' Could it be that 
Natalie had acknowledged her love for him, and that the baroness had 
opposed it ? Yet, no ; the baroness was always so friendly to him, it 
was hardly probable that a word had escaped her lips against him. 
Perhaps it was the princess. 

How, though, could Natalie, who had never displayed especial devo- 
tion for her aunt, allow herself to be influenced to sacrifice to her 
wishes her most sacred feelings ? How could this have been brought 
about? Had Natalie complied without any resistance, she had never 
been in earnest, and her game with him had been mere coquettish 
trifling. In that case he had deceived himself regarding the depth and 
wealth of her heart, as well as the worth of her character. This, how- 
ever, he could not believe. The dream of love was yet too young, the 
rosebud too freshly plucked, for him to deem the leaves that now lay 
withered upon the ground other than an illusion. So there once more 
rose up within his ngind a suspicion of Natalie's mother, even of EmiL 

However it might be, he desired to have his doubts cleared up, and 
for the first time it was without a smile that Miss Grille's saying re- 
verted to his mind. He distinctly remembered, too, the triumphant 
smile that had greeted him that morning in the church like a glimmer 
of malicious pleasure, and now felt convinced that Lottchen Aschen- 
brenner had the day previous been apprised by Kern of Natalie's im- 
pending journey. For one brief moment the idea darted up in his 
mind to go over to the neighboring house and ask the doctor's sister what 
she knew of the matter; but the thought was instantaneously rejected, 
for he well knew that this would merely result in betraying his secret, 
without throwing any new light upon the subject. He would be doing 
far better to apply at once to the fountain-head, to go directly to Rothen- 
stein. 

His mother was in great trouble about him at that time ; she could 
hardly persuade him to eat anything, and his restless, absent-minded 
demeanor imbued her with the greatest anxiety lest he might be 
threatened with an attack of delirium, or a return of that temporary 
insanity in which he confusedly prated about eels, snakes, fishes and 
toads. She was not slow to observe that he was impatiently awaiting 
a certain hour, for he looked. repeatedly up at the clock, and when sud- 
denly he broke off writing, she was not pleased to hear that he was 
going to the castle. Still, anything was better than, continuing at the 
writing-table, for which Frau von Schonberg had conceived a thorough 
disgust, and which, together with the whole inventory of ink, pens and 
paper, she would gladly have had consigned to the flames of a grand 
aut<hda-fi. As it was impossible to place any hindrance in her son's 
way, she determined at least to steal over to her neighbor's house dur- 
ing his absence, to pour out her grief into the faithful Lotti's ear, and 
to consult with the doctor about her son's condition. 
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Erwin found himself mistaken in his surmises. His* reception at 
Rothenstein was neither reserved nor awkward Emil, who had mean- 
while returned from the railroad-station, was as merry and good- 
humored 2is ever, and was carrying on one of his jesting conversations 
with Kurtine. The baron greeted him in the most friendly way, and 
then buried himself in his newspaper, as was his wont ; Kern re- 
mained invisible ; Albin was playing in the yard with the dogs ; Helene 
alone was silent and reserved — but so she had been most of the time 
recently — and remained almost exclusively at the piano. That her eyes 
were often bent upon him long and searchingly he could not know, for 
it never occurred when she could by any possibility encounter his gaze. 
So he must hope for enlightenment from Baronin Rosenau's demeanor. 
The moment she appeared, however, he was compelled to renounce 
even this hope, for in the welcome she accorded him there was not the 
slightest deviation from her usual cordiality. 

In the course of the hour he passed at the castle — longer he 
couki not endure to remain — it many times seemed to him that her 
gentle gaze rested upon him with unmistakable warmth and com- 
passion ; certain it was that her conversation turned largely upon the 
subject discussed the night in the garden — upon renunciation. She 
. spoke of rising superior to youthful dreams, and of that vigorous, manly 
struggle for a life-purpose which often first develops itself from a 
sorrow as does the fruit from the faded blossom ; but this was not fol- 
lowed by the slightest hint pointing personally to Erwin. Even though 
he could not well help accepting for himself many a wise, friendly word, 
even though he must feel convinced that the baroness conjectured his 
feelings for Natalie, and was striving in her way to console him by 
pointing to higher things, yet not a word betrayed the possibility of 
any scene having occurred. Even his pretty direct question regarding 
the motives of Natalie's departure received no other answer than the 
assurance that, immediately upon her aunt's return from St Christoph 
the day previous, she had announced her determination to accept Uie 
invitation to spend the winter in the Residenz. 

Emil declared that Natalie was an incomprehensible creature ; like 
April weather, utterly unable to keep to the barometer — every ^quarter 
of an hour different At the station she had almost decided to return 
with him. Her aunt was much displeased, and left it to her own free 
decision. Then Natalie burst into tears, and ten minutes later sprang 
laughingly into the railway-carriage. Kurtine pleased him better, he 
said ; she was always laughing, even when hail was marked in the cal- 
endar. One could not always tell what to make of her, to be sure ; 
but then she knew herself, and that was more than could be said of 
Natalie. 

One bantering word always gave rise to another between these two ; 
and while they were engaged in sharpening their wits upon one another, 

15 
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the baroness corroborated her son's last statement She feared this 
was really the case, she said, and certainly, notwithstanding many evi- 
dences of deep emotion, Natalie had seemed, for the last few years, 
governed almost entirely by her impulses. 

« I often suffer much anxiety on her account," she added, with a sigh. 
"What will her future be? An earnest, aspiring man she would surely 
make unhappy." 

Were the words meant for him? Of that Erwin could have no 
doubt, but what he sought — enlightenment — ^was not contained in them. 
How shocked was his good mother when, directly before the evening 
meal, she entered his room, found his valise already packed, and was in- 
formed by him that he proposed starting off again the next morning ! 

" So, then, indeed ! indeed !" she wailed, wringing her hands. « Lotti 
was right, and the red-haired beauty has be? n the ruin of you." 

She let her grief run beyond all bounds, until she observed that her 
son was calmly lighting his cigar without paying any attention to her, 
and then she began to think of how she could get ready provisions for 
his journey next day. After this she ran to and fro bringing things he 
must take with him ; some of the new shirts — " the half dozen would 
have been complete within a few days " — a travelling-cloak of her de- 
ceased husband, a roll of bank notes, also a broken brooch, of no value 
at all, which he must take to the Residenz to be repaired for her, and 
various other promptings of her motherly heart. 

Erwin maintained a composure which savored of the firmness of 
• his resolve. He was going to Natalie. Since he had embraced this 
resolution the storm within had marvellously abated. The next day he 
departed, after his mother, amidst torrents of tears, had made the sign 
of the cross upon his brow and bade him farewell. For her, every 
parting with her beloved child was a final one ; each time she felt con- 
fident that she would never more see him in this world. Erwin had 
departed without taking leave of the Rothenstein family, of the doctor 
or of the curate ; he did not feel sure, indeed, but that he might re- 
turn the next day. 

This did not occur, however. Scarcely, had he reached the city than 
he set (orth to seek Natalie. The residence of the princess was easily 
found ; it was in the suburbs, across the arm of the Daunbe, and em- 
braced the second floor of a very small palace, rented by the princess 
from one of her relatives. 

As Erwin approached the house, he thought he saw the dear girl at 
one of the windows. With beating heart he quickened his footsteps, 
and handed his card to the old' servant who opened the door. Before 
many moments the servant returned, and Erwin could scarcely credit 
his ears when he was informed that Baronesse Natalie was at her 
toilette. His question regarding how long it would be before she was 
disengaged met with no further satisfaction than a shrug of the serving- 
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man's shoulders. Now he could no longer deceive himself regarding 
the significance of the answer. 

For a moment it seemed as though he must force his way in ; and 
had he known that it was the princess, not Natalie, who had just re- 
ptilsed him, he might have done so. As it was, he only drew a long 
breath and turned away. Upon the street he gave way to a long, 
hollow laugh. 

What had happened to him that was so unusual ? Such things were 
occurring all the time — this was nothing new. . Why had he been so 
utterly foolish? What cause had he to hurl reproach upon her? 
What right had she given him ? What vows accorded him ? What 
pledge given him ? Peradventure a kiss ! 

"A kiss is no promise," he ejaculated, scornfully. "She was willing 
to accord it, and I, ingrate, have had the audacity to build upon it 
further claims. Let me do as she does. She only cares to sip the 
foam ; her pastime is a graceful trifling, and pastime is everything-— 
everything! Even the butterfly has its authorized existence." 

Would his reasoning suffice for all time ? He came no more, at all 
events, to uselessly throw away his card ; but neither did he return to 
Rothensee. It seemed to him as though the valley there would now 
grow narrower and narrower, until finally the mountains would crush 
him between their rocky walls. 

For a long while he was seen by none of his acquaintances, and 
when he did appear amongst them he was like one who had come off 
a long journey ; he was far more earnest and more mjiture — still and 
composed. The simoom of experience had swept over his heart 



CHAPTER III. 

STRATEGIES OF WAR IN TIMES OF PEACE. 

" T S there company here ?" asked Natalie of Princess Wiidingen's old 

-■- serving-man, for as she alighted in the court she had observed 
a hackney-coach waiting without, and did not feel much inclined at 
this moment to encounter strangers. Although upon the point of 
hurrying up to her chamber, she turned back at once as the old ser- 
vant, in his slow, respectful way, replied : 

"Excellenz Baron Burgkhardt and his adjutant have been here for. 
some time, and must be about taking their leave." 

Natalie seemed suddenly to think better of her resolution. 

"Then I will run right in and say good-morning to them," cried she, 
and sped lightly through the great saloon, upon whose heavy carpet 
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her elastic step fell noiselessly. The next minute she stood, all rosy 
with the cold, in her aunt's cabinet 

It was a spacious, well-warmed apartment, with rather antiquated 
although sumptuous furniture and appointments, and its dark-blue 
tapestry hangings absorbed any light that might penetrate the heavy silk 
damask window-curtains of the same hue, causing a gentle twilight to 
reign here even at mid-day. The yellow silk furniture-covers, the 
great porcelain-covered stove, and the broad gilt-frames of the three 
life-sized portraits— of which the middle one represented the princess 
herself, those on the side walls respectively her husband and her father — 
were the sole points of light in this almost mystic dusk. All daylight 
seemed enclosed in the two window-recesses, of which one contained 
the neat writing-table of the princess, covered with degantly-bound 
books, the other, amidst a perfect bower of flowers, an embroidery- 
frame shrouded by a protecting dust-cover. 

From the lofty ceiling hung a three-armed chandelier, which of an 
evening must disseminate a very pleasant, cheerful light through the 
comfortable room, that upon the whole was calculated to give one a 
particularly home-like feeling. And yet with this there was doubdess 
mingled a sensation of heterogeneousness, caused chiefly by the crucifix, 
several feet in height, occup)ring 'that .place between the two windows 
where one is now almost invariably accustomed to see a mirror. It 
was of dark, highly-polished mahogany, and had fastened upon it with 
silver nails the image of the crucified Saviour, an ancient work of 
art, wrought in ivory, the inscription above, the cloth about the loins 
and various incidental adornments being also of silver. Underneath, 
where would have stood the pier-table of a mirror, was placed a silken 
kneeling cushion, and upon it a finely-chased lamp, beneath whose red 
glass burned a perpetlial flame. 

In contradistinction to the modern custom of comfortable confusion 
of furniture, there prevailed here the sternest order, not a single 
article being out of its proper place. Upon a lounge, placed rigidly 
against the wall near the stove, sat the princess ip her gray robe and 
great blond cap with straw-colored ribbons, eagerly ccxiversing with the 
elder of the two officers, who sat in the great arm-chair at her left 

Both gentlemen arose to their feet as Natalie gayly approached, 
although not with equal alacrity, for while the adjutant sprang lightly up, 
his superior officer only with difficulty gained his feet In doing so, 
too, he coughed distressingly, and the bowed, meagre form, the sunken 
cheeks, with their feverish, hectic glow, together with the unnatural 
brilliancy of his deep-seated eyes, betrayed the existence of an incur- 
able malady, which the iron will of the old warrior alone kept in abey- 
ance. He gave the impression of one awaiting death, so often looked 
boldly in the face by him, clad in the full armor of defence, unwilling 
beforehand to grant the enemy the slightest concession. 
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Natalie flew towards him, and grasped both his hands. 

« Here I come booted and spurred, Excellenz," said she in a hearty, 
mock-bravado tone, her bewitching smile sparkling from eyes, cheeks 
and lips, « and I bring in a whole muff-full of winter with me, just that 
you may not have a chance to drive off while I alter my toilette. I 
have not seen you for a long time : I began to fear that you must be 
seriously ilL" • 

« Just so, little mad-cap," replied the general, in a hollow voice, at the 
same time allowing himself to be urged by the princess to resume his 
seat A friendly smile overspread the sharply-cut features, that were 
DOW rendered still more strikingly harsh by the marked projection of 
the bones. « I should indeed have been sorry not to have seen you 
again. I have been suffering a great deal, and almost thought I was 
about to hear the call that shall one day summon me to join the great 
army." 

While he was detailing to the princess sundry particulars concerning 
his recent indisposition, Natalie found time to nod a friendly greeting 
to the young officer, and then to relieve herself of her furred coat, her 
moff and her hood. Shaking out her wealth of curls, and stroking the 
dampness from them with both hands,* she cried merrily : 

<< Do you know, Excellehz, what you should have sent me at Christ- 
mas instead of that charming bonbonnilref Why, a looking-glass^ 
here at aunt's one cannot keep one's hair in order." 

" As if you meant what you say !" he retorted, jestingly. « I could 
not have known you so many years did I believe that Natalie signi- 
fies the personification of disorder." ' 

« How terribly ungallant !" cried Natalie, with mock indignation at 
this remark, which seemed to give intense satisfaction tp the princess. 
*<Just to punish you I sha'n't ask your opinion of a work that could 
only be achieved through the greatest order and industry. Come you, 
Herr Oberlieutenant * Waldschiitz ; you shall be initiated into the mys- 
tery — ^you shall give me yoqr opinion." 

^ You will not hear a word of truth there," coughed the general : 
*^ young gentlemen are very apt to regard the fingers instead of thes 
work of the needle wielded by them." 

Without making any reply, Natalie preceded the young man to the 
window-recess, and there loosened the string that secured the covering 
of the embroidery-frame. 

*<My own knots I know exactly," she explained, «and aunt can't 
possibly take a sly look at her intended birth-day gift without my dis- 
covering at once that my secret had been forcibly assailed." 

« I never should have believed that you were so mistrustful. This 
side of your character I have not yet become acquainted with, Baron- 
esse," replied the young officer. 

* First lieatenant 
16* 
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« You don't know me from so many sides that I am aware of," was 
her hasty utterance ; but immediately flushing up at her own frank 
thoughtlessness, she busied herself for a moment over the embroidery 
to conceal her embarrassment. 

It was no unbounded eulogy which the adjutant heaped upon it, but his 
very criticism sounded more like an apology for not being a more com- 
petent judge of such things. He was a stylish, fine-looking young man, 
whose features were expressive, if not actually handsome : they were 
too strongly marked for beauty, and the sallow complexion could never 
have possessed youthful freshness, or if so, had lost it long since. But 
from his dark eyes shone deep intellect, and his whole manner was 
modest and attractive. 

Oberlieutenant von Waldschiitz was more than a mere secretary to 
his chief; he was his inseparable companion, even making his home 
with him. The assiduous young officer had become dear as a son to 
the general ; and the latter had so accustomed himself to the young 
man's presence that he was never satisfied without him. As formerly 
they had shared their meals, taken their walks and made their visits 
together, so now, since the general's illness, Waldschiitz had borne him 
company in the most self-sacrificing way, played chess with him for 
hours at a time, or read aloud until he was interrupted either by grow- 
ing hoarseness or by a lengthy discussion arising from some sentence 
read. Notwithstanoing his rigid military bearing, the general was a 
highly-cultivated man as well as an earnest thinker, aud familiar in- 
tercourse with him was continually productive of some new sugges- 
tiveness that made him more and more attractive to the companion, so 
many years younger than himselt. 

In one single point did the two fail to harmonize, and this, as by 
common consent, they had most scrupulously avoided since their first 
spoken difference. 

"In matters of religion we can be convinced by none but ourselves," 
said the general. "A conviction that admits of being shaken, sup- 
planted or wholly eradicated is not religion. That must grow from 
within outwardly. Leaf, blossom and fruit may drift away one after the 
other, but the roots cleave firmly to the soul. Hot-house growths, that 
may be transplanted at pleasure, perish during winter in the open air." 

With him, faith was too gravely solemn to be idly discussed. His 
tastes inclined him as little, however, to making proselytes, and when 
the princess urged him to join the religious society of which she was a 
member, he firmly and decidedly declined. 

"For what purpose?" said he. "I feel no impulse that way. It 
would be impossible for me to become a devotee, and yet with my whole 
soul I reverence the doctrines of our Church. There is that within me 
which impels me to believe, most especially in the immortality of the 
soul." 
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«<That does not suffice in our day," she objected, wonderingly, "when 
everything has combined to storm the sacred institutions. Now, of all 
times, it is requisite that prominent men should openly proclaim their 
adherence to the faith, and through their example accomplish desirable 
results." 

" Upon that I place no importance," replied he. " It is the business 
of the clergy to lead wanderers back to the true path. I travel my 
own way, hoping that it leads to the goal, and see no reason to trouble 
myself about the rest." 

« But that, mon cher ami — ^you will permit me to take the liberty — 
is an egotistical exclusiveness. If every one thought and acted so, 
the Church must inevitably fall to ruins." 

"If the truth were only known, every one does think about so, 
although actions may tend to different suppositions. The overweening 
desire for individual existence leads to the wrestling for the perpetuity 
of the same, consequently to the belief in immortality." 

Probably what induced him most strongly to so unshaken a belief in 
the indissoluble entity of the soul after death was an unutterable love 
for the wife who had died many years before. He was most averse to 
speaking of this, and had never expressed himself upon the subject 
with perfect freedom from reserve except upon one occasion in conver- 
sation with Waldschiitz. 

Whilst yet a pupil of the military academy, he had become acquainted 
with a maiden scarcely beyond childhood, and when they came to part, 
he had vowed to her eternal fidelity. It was characteristic of the man 
that he kept this vow until he was able to return with the rank of cap- 
tain, fifteen years later, and claim his bride. A brief year fled by in joy 
and hope, to be extinguished in the deepest grief. Both wife and child 
were taken from him at once. Upon her death-bed, however, the be- 
loved sufferer had consoled him with the reminder of the blessed re- 
union beyond the strand, and these last words snatched him from the 
borders of insanity and gradually restored to him the composure and 
strength he so sorely needed to enable him to endure his desolate 
solitude. 

He had vowed eternal love and fidelity ; that was it. Love must be 
eternal — no power could annihilate it in the heart. That being so, what 
was the separation of a few years ? Had he not remained firm for fifteen 
years before ? and this was merely a renewal of the test before they 
should be reunited for ever and ever. He was a monogamist from 
principle, only he looked upon marr . ijy;e not merely as a compact for 
the duration of the body, but as a union of souls, which, independent 
of the life or death of this mortal coil, endured and was binding 
throughout all time and space. He had spoken the truth to the 
princess — there was that within him which impelled him to believe. 
The religion that promised him immortality was to him an inviolable 
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sanctuary ; he believed because doubt would destroy the logic of his 
existence. 

That the princess could not appreciate this character one can readily 
imagine, although she was herself unwilling to acknowledge it. She 
was utterly lacking in comprehension of other motives than her own or 
those corresponding with them. Whatsoever moved upon other planes 
remained incomprehensible to her ; and she was wont to classify under 
the head of fixed ideas all that she failed to bring into her field. 

And in a similar predicament she found herself with regard to the 
general. Not only did he fail to conform to her views, and per- 
sistently absent himself from all pious conventicles, all ostentatious 
religious demonstrations, but there was another plan of hers that she 
repeatedly hinted at as delicately as possible without gaining one inch 
of ground. 

Even now, whilst Natalie was merrily chatting with Oberlieutenant 
Waldschiitz at the embroidery-frame, the princess turned the conversa* 
tion upon the subject that at present lay nearest her heart. 

" You are a fiiend of social intercourse and cheerfiil surroundings," 
began she, «and yet condemn yourself for the entire autumn of your 
life to solitude. The long hours that the condition of your health 
obliges you to pass in the house must be desolately monotonous. Yet 
I do not pity you, mon ami; the greater part of the feult is your own." 

« It is not so bad," he rejoined, shaking his head ; *< Waldschiitz is a 
faithful and agreeable companion." 

« That may be ; but an adjutant is no wife. The delicate attentions, 
the. soft hand and the friendly sympathy of a wife can never be replaced 
by any male companion." 

« There I fiiUy agree with you; but since I am, as you are aware, a 
widower, I really esteem myself fortunate to have found such S3rmpa- 
thetic congeniality as that my young friend can accord me. So S2X as 
the soft hand is concerned, it would doubtless be too weak to sustain 
the old man." 

The general had accompanied the last words with a caustic smile, 
that plainly betrayed how little he was in doubt of the real design of 
the princess in the sympathetic anxiety. The expression deepened as 
she replied : 

« It would depend much upon finding a female companion and at- 
tendant who was really attached to you, and for whom you, on your 
part, felt a sympathy ; and I douSt not that even the disparity of years, 
which you yourself set up as an o. ejection, would prove immaterial. It 
is worth making the trial." 

« Hm ! I have only the one objection to offer, that such a trial 
would be very lasting in its results. A wife — and that is evidently what 
your highness means — cannot be taken upon trial like a sick-nurse. I 
would rather keep my sparrow in the hand than risk it in order to prove 
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whether or no the dove will come down from the roof to amuse itself 
with me." 

The princess drew herself up more rigidly and sternly than ever, and 
her features assumed that expression of unapproachability that came so 
freely at her command. 

« I regret very much, Excellenz," she replied, « that you persist in 
absenting yourself from all our edifying societies. The mere silent 
confession of faith does not suffice to strip away all dross from the 
human heart ; the mutual coming together, the common praying and 
contemplation, elevates and strengthens the soul and induces the human 
heart to cleave less to self" 

A slight shade of satire was wreathed about the old man's lips, that 
his bristly gray moustache could not wholly conceal The princess 
noted this at once, and as an attack of coughing prevented the designed 
answer, she ptx>ceeded, after a pause, in still sharper tones : 

<< I confess that I cannot comprehend how any one can be so selfish 
as to demand the entire dedication of an existence to one's self, or even 
to accept that for which no reparation can be made. The young officer 
brings you a sacrifice for which he can never be requited." 

The general started at this reproach. A tormenting thought, which 
had repeatedly arisen within his own mind, now met him without any 
palliation, unflinchingly uttered by another's mouth, and threw him into 
a state of extreme discomposure. It was plainly discernible to him 
now that the devotion of this young man, who would doubtless have 
preferred the companionship of his equals in age to that of the sick 
old man, must be a great, unrequitable sacrifice, which, cheerfully as it 
was accorded, he had no right to accept. He reproached himself for 
being selfish, and attributed to the egotism of old age the blindness 
that had prevented him from realizing how entirely he had been found- 
ing his comfort and well-being upon the sacrifice of another's existence, 
until attention was called to the fact by an impartial observer. 

It was a far deeper awakening than the princess could possibly have 
anticipated — one that the general's innate integrity of character forbade 
his lightly dismissing. All traces of sarcasm had vanished from his 
voice when, after a brief pause, he slowly uttered the following words : 

"You are right I can never make amends to him for the sacrifice, 
and therefore do wrong in accepting it. But would not the same dif- 
ficulty arise were there a wife in question 1 It seems to me that in 
such a case the selfishness upon my part would be even less excusable." 

The princess smiled. She had gained an advantage that she knew 
how to appreciate in leading the general into a discussion. Without 
delay she proceeded to avail herself of it. 

<♦ On the contrary," she replied, « you could there make amends in 
the highest degree. There you would pay the price beforehand by en- 
dowing her with an assured position in our world. Apart from duty, 

M 
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she would be bound to you by the deepest gratitude, and must neces- 
sarily make every exertion to render your life as pleasant and agreeable 
as possible." 

« The only difficulty would be to find one who would be willing to as- 
sume so serious a duty for a maintenance which is, in a measure, only 
temporary." 

He had regained all his dry humor, and laid particular stress on the 
word " maintenance." The princess, however, in her zeal did not ob- 
serve this transition from the previous mood, and firmly persuaded her- 
self that his words betokened a decided yielding. 

"The finding, mon ami,^^ she replied, hastily, "will com^ of itselE 
You and I will not be long in fully understanding one another, for I 
assure you I feel under the deepest obligations to provide for the well- 
being of the long-tried, faithful friend of my husband, of blessed mem- 
ory." Here the general made so low an obeisance that it might have 
been considered somewhat dubious whether his gratitude for the gra- 
cious protection was meant seriously or sarcastically. The princess, 
nothing daunted, continued: "Only I cannot clearly comprehend 
wherefore the maintenance — if you will persist in using this term, of 
which I have a perfect horror — should be a temporary one ?" 

« Because I fear that I shall not long be able to enjoy the proposed 
care and attention. My physician is too honest to leave me in doubt 
regarding my condition." Without heeding the attempted objections 
of the princess, he then added : " The property that I will have to leave 
behind me is scarcely worth speaking of, as your highness can hardly 
be aware. I have not been much of a saving-master since I have had 
none to save for but myself." 

" I have by no means deceived myself upon that score," rejoined the 
princess, whom the sorrowful intonation of the last words had escaped. 
" But even the mournful occurrence of a speedy death, which, how- 
ever, I am by no means willing to admit as probable — no, no, mon cher^ 
I am not saying this by way of compliment — even in such a case you 
could feel perfectly at ease regarding the future of your young widow. 
The government would be responsible for her welfare, and our all- 
gracious monarch would, besides, personally do honor to the memory 
of so brave and praiseworthy a soldier." 

The general drew himself up erect, leaned stiffly against the back of 
the arm-chair, and fixed his eyes with a peculiar expression upon the 
face of the princess. 

« Yes, yes," said he, half mockingly, « the speculation would not be 
such a poor one." 

« Pfui ! what a mercantile expression !" ejaculated the princess. 

« Let us then make use of a military one, and say the campaign. 
. There is only one factor left out of the question — namely, my soldierly 
honor." 
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« I do not understand you." 

<tWhy, I mean simply," he exclaimed, «that such a proceeding upon 
my part would be a deliberate deception, or, to continue in the language 
of military tactics, would be a strategy of war in times of peace — an 
extortion — ^an outrage." 

The princess grew rigid and cold as a wax figure. She did not even 
wait until the coughing-spell had passed over that now shook the broken 
frame of the general. 

« I must confess," retorted she, « that I cannot comprehend such ex- 
treme views. According to this axiom, every married officer were in 
the same position, and my husband — " 

« I beg of you," interrupted the general, fighting with his cough to 
gain control of speech — « I beg of you to remember that I was specifi- 
cally referring to my own case. As one makes a will upon one's death- 
bed, so I should marry solely in view, of leaving some one to the sup- 
port of the state and of my all-gracious sovereign and master." 

<< For my part, I can see no harm in that when one has earned the 
right" 

" We view the matter from entirely different stand-points, your high- 
ness,^' he observed, abruptly cutting the matter short. "You ladies 
generally deal more lightly than we with such points of right and 
wrong. I have no intention, I assure you, of doing my share toward 
imposing more burdens upon our already over-taxed state. I decline 
for the remainder of my days any matrimonial projects." 

With this he rose to his feet, to give still greater emphasis to his 
words. The princess forced her lips into a smile strongly resembling 
an angry showing of the teeth — ^at all events, widely differing from that 
Christian spirit of forgiveness and love of one's neighbor she was fond 
of inculcating. 

« I deplore your state of mind, poor Excellenz," she allowed herself 
to remark. « Your one year of married life must have been very alarm- 
ing in its effects." 

When the princess deplored, it was always a symptom of the highest 
irritability, which must find vent in some malicious expression. This 
time, however, the arrow missed its mark. The general preferred pass- 
ing it over in silence. 

He bowed his adieux, and strode away leaning upon the arm of his 
adjutant, whom he had interrupted in a most interesting conversation 
with Natalie. Just at this moment Count Salizhofen entered with Herr 
Leiteneder. Salutations and leave-takings so intermingled that Natalie 
failed to observe the grim solemnity of the usually friendly general to- 
ward herself. He did not so much as offer her his hand or bestow 
upon her the most trivial jest. 

She received the two new-comers in her own winning, unconstrained 
)^hion, but soon withdrew to her embroidery-frame in the window- 
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recess. Involuntarily the young officer's last words kept recurring to 
her mind : 

" Look at the snow. How like is human existence to such a whirl 
of snow-flakes ! Weak or strong, its individuality endures only until it 
falls to the ground. The broad snow-mantle lies spread over the 
earth — that is the world's history — until even it is thawed away by a 
warm sunbeam." 

Yes, yes ; the flakes whirled and struggled to reach their destina- 
tion, and many times a single flake would descend more swiftly than 
those surrounding it, overtaking in its flight others that had gone before ; 
but once down, they all mingled indiscriminately with the great mass. 
Sooner or later all reached the one goal. 

" He is right," thought she — " life is like a snow-flake. It is put in 
motion, whirls onward, sinks and melts away. What power does it 
possess to avert its destiny ?" Beyond this her thoughts failed to find 
expression, and yet two great tears rolled down her cheeks, falling upon 
the brilliant zephyr flowers, treacherous witnesses of a painfiil, soul- 
stirring emotion. 

Some time had elapsed before she began to pay heed to her aunt's 
conversation with the two gentlemen, which was most earnestly pur- 
sued by all parties. The mention of Erwin's name first attracted her 
attention to it, and inclined her to listen henceforth. There seemed 
to be no reason why she should not do so, for her presence was evi- 
dently no constraint, and Count Salizhofen spoke loudly and emphatic- 
ally, as though he took especial delight in having Natalie for an au- 
ditor. There was a sharp intonation in his voice as he said : 

"Such world-stormers as Herr von Schonberg are most securely 
pacified when opportunity is given them to brood over their crude pro- 
jects in solitude. They emit their briUiant lightning flashes only so 
long as they believe it possible to do so unpunished." 

«A suit should be brought against them ; they should be punished, 
they should be incarcerated, und ein dies und ein das^'^ felL in Herr 
Leiteneder, energetically. While speaking, he took every pains to 
catch Natalie's eye, but failed to succeed, notwithstanding all the mov- 
ing back of his chair and the unnatural contortions of his neck, such 
as might have done credit to a caoutchouc m^. 

The wealthy manufacturer and wood-dealer did not feel very well at 
ease in the cabinet of the princess. He had come up to the Residenz 
in the beginning of the winter, as was his yearly custom ; never before, 
however, had he moved in such aristocratic circles. The desire to ap- 
proach Natalie induced him to confide in Count Salizhofen, who dared 
not let pass this opportunity of more closely attaching his already de- 
vout adherent. 

He was not sparing, therefore, of his good counsels, and Leiteneder 
became all at once the most pious Catholic and one of the most zealous 
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members of the religious society patronized by the princess and other 
ladies of distinction. His membership gained him admission to the 
saloon of the princess, which all his wealth could otherwise never have 
purchased. Now the high honor was accorded to him of making an 
occasional call, of attending Princess Wiidingen's Monday evenings, 
and of richly contributing to that lady's charitable enterprises and sub- 
scription-lists. With Natalie, it is true, he made no progress ; she 
amused herself over his ludicrous eccentricities, and most frequently cut 
short his tender declarations with a jest ; but he &ncied that he was 
sailing in the smoothest channel, fed himself on the fairest hopes, and 
in the joy of his heart unconditionally followed Count Salizhofen in 
everything, making him the most astonishing financial concessions. 

Even upon this occasion he was merely following in the track of his 
leader, although stimulated at the same time by his own dislike for 
Erwin. 

The princess freely expressed her dissatis&ction with a depraved age, 
in which there was no longer power to crush the enemies of the govern- 
ment, or even to approach them at all. 

« The laws ces gens Id give themselves are fox-kennels, with diverse 
lurking-holes and means of egress,'' she concluded, indignantly ; "and 
it is sorrowful enough that the like are allowed to pass for laws. Yet, 
after all, it is but natural that people who frame their own religion 
should wish also to govern themselves, and should recognize no other 
ciuthority than their own. Such is the result of the usurpations of the 
bourgeoisie J- am I not right, gentlemen ?" 

Herr Leiteneder grew very red, and swallowed repeatedly. It was 
evidently not quite clear to him whether the princess ranked him with 
the bourgeoisie and wished to give him a lesson, or whether she placed 
him with the aristocracy. He was inclined to embrace the latter view, 
and felt duly flattered by it. To the princess, however, it was a matter 
of supreme indifference what effect her words had upon him. 

The count, who at another time would not have allowed the ludic- 
rousness of the situation to escape him, entirely overlooked it to-day, 
being so completely taken up with the communication he was about to 
make. 

«<This time he will not escape us," he remarked; "prudence seems 
to have utterly forsaken him, and he has actually given himself up into 
our power. The laws, as good-fortune will have it, have also their steel- 
traps, and he who is captured in one of them, comes not so easily free 
s^ain. At the same time, in order to make sure, we will approach him 
from several different sides." 

He now placed before the princess the feuilleton article entitled 
<< Political Masks," and called her attention to the objectionable passage, 
here also marked with red. The good lady was thoroughly over- 
whelmed with horror and indignation at the unparalleled impertinence 
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of so undisguised an attack upon the private concerns of personages 
in high authority. If the prime minister bore this attack silently, she 
declared, henceforth no one need feel himself safe from similar as- 
saults. Count Salizbofen somewhat eased her mind by assuring her 
that the article was already threatened with legal interference — there 
would doubtless be a certain law-suit up for defamation of character. 
It was, of course, necessary to proceed cautiously, in order that such a 
dangerous character might be rendered completely harmless for the 
future. Therefore two charges would be brought forward. The first 
would be that Herr von Schonberg, at an unauthorized political meeting 
in Rothensee, had made a highly seditious speech, attacking the present 
administration and its measures ; the second, that a poem from his pen, 
of the most decided revolutionary tendency, and undoubtedly intended 
for publication, had accidentally fallen into the possession of Secretary 
Kern, who was prepared to hand it over to the proper authorities. 

Kern, it may here be remarked, had been appointed secretary of the 
frequently-mentioned society, upon the express recommendation of the 
princess. 

« The combination will surely suffice to remove this disagreeably in- 
trusive genius for a long time from the scene of action," concluded the 
count, sarcastically. « Perhaps it may permanently clip his bold pinions." 

The princess was greatly surprised at this piece of information ; 
singularly enough, however, she did not altogether approve of the 
count's hopeful plans. Personal rancor was not the motive-power 
with her against the young author, known only to her by name. Her 
sole desire was to serve political and social aims, and that course which 
would best accomplish the purpose was most welcome to her. 

"It would perhaps be more to the point to make ourselves sure of 
such a person in another way," she said, after a moment's pause. "Our 
party has no superfluity of talent ; even you, my dear count, upon whom 
I have placed so many hopes, allow yourself to grow sluggish. Would 
it not be better to win over this Herr von Schonberg .'*" 

The count impatiently shrugged his shoulders, and replied ; 

« I should consider the lowest price too high for that, and he would 
certainly haggle for the highest, representing himselfi meanwhile, as 
highly shocked at the bare mention of the possibility of his being 
bought over. That is the usual clap-trap, I know." 

"Which you have doubtless learned from experience, count, since 
you are so well versed in it." 

These words came from Natalie, who, hastily springing to her feet, 
had approached the table, and thus sarcastically joined in the conversa- 
tion. A smile played about her lips, her tone was light and careless, 
but her luminous eyes flashed a fiery glance upon the count. Earnest- 
ness and wrathful indignation had merely assumed the garb of a bitter 
jest. 
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The count instantaneously mastered his surprise, and irony rang very 
perceptibly from his voice as he replied : 

«Ah! I might have known that Baronesse Natalie would be on 
Herr von Schonberg's side. We should have been more on our guard ; 
yet, upon the whole, I fancy the traitor will find it difficult to annul 
our precautionary measures." 

<* I wonder who would play the r61e of traitor here ?" quickly retorted 
Natalie. "No doubt you could settle the question, count." 

" That exceeds the limits of a jest, Baronin," said the count, com- 
plainingly. 

Here the princess interfered. 

« It serves you right," was her verdict to the count. "You were the 
aggressor. Why can't you let such child's play alone ? You, Natalie, 
have forgotten to take your cloak and muff to your room. Shall I ring 
for Johann to call the maid ?" 

Natalie perfectly understood this to be a dismissal Taking up the 
neglected articles, she replied : 

"Thank you, aunt, I prefer taking them myself. Any way, it is better 
for me to go to my room for a while, I have such severe rheumatic 
pains in my left ankle. The carriage-door would not close very tightly 
to-day, and there was quite a draught across my feet. Do you know 
of any remedy for rheumatism ?" 

« Rheumatism ? In the left foot ?" ejaculated Herr Leitene^er, 
clutching at his knee with sudden access of alarm. " I feel something 
of the kind myself — there is a terrible throbbing and griping. Do you 
really think, Baronin, that such things are brought about through badly- 
dosed carriages ?" 

« I should think it very possible," responded the princess, who had 
no idea of her guest's hypochondriacal tendencies. " I alleviate such 
pains with arnica-rubbing." 

"Russian vapor-baths are said to have a most astonishing effect," 
added Natalie, not betraying by a single feature the intense amuse- 
ment she derived from the success of her little revenge. Then she 
stretched out her hand for the newspaper lying on the table : " Just for 
diversion, aunt, if you have no objection I will take the article with me." 
As she folded up the paper, the annoimcement of the public masked ball 
upon the last page incidentally met her gaze. A sudden light flashed 
through her eyes. "And now sans gine^"* concluded she, bowing low, 
*« the traitor goes, but the treason remains." 

Laughingly she bounded away, but before the door had closed behind 
her, Herr Leiteneder arose with the air of a mortal sufferer. 

"Your highness will pardon — these rheumatic pains — I will go at 
once to a Russian vapor-bath," said he. " This attack is really of the 
most violent intensity." 

The princess nodded sympathetically, saying. 
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« Only do not forget the arnica-nibbing." 

Upon the threshold he turned. 

"Certainly not, your highness," he ejaculated, quite distractedly. 
« Russian vapor-bath, arnica-rubbing, und ein dies und etn das.^^ 

« Singular man ! Is he not a little — You know what I mean, count. 
If he were not such a zealous member — " 

Such was the implied opinion that followed him. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A MASQUERADING ADVENTURE. 



IN the exhibition halls of the Horticultural Society there pre^ 
vailed a scene of motley confusion. The carnival festivities had 
never before been so wildly participated in ; it was as though all the 
oppressed spirits sought indemnification for the painful emotions of the 
past summer, for the great loss sustained in life and property, and pur- 
posed forgetting the shattered condition of the state, as well as that of 
private existence, in the mad vortex of gayety and enjoyment. Who- 
ever was prepared to seek for mourning, abstemiousness and deep earn- 
estness, such as other humiliated and distracted nations exhibit, found 
themselves speedily undeceived. The pleasure-loving Residenz re- 
volved in the giddy mazes of the waltz ; the surface of society sparkled 
and frothed as if agitated by a hurricane of jubilee ; fite followed upon 
flte in swift succession ; the daily papers vied with each other in their 
efforts to decoy the pleasure-intoxicated multitude with advertisements 
of all kipds of charlatanry, and all — yes, all — were successful. The 
population seemed to double, to treble itself ; every place of amusement 
and entertainment was crowded, every place swarmed with human 
beings, everywhere was dancing and carousing; and as if all these 
enjoyment-seekers were satiated with the sight of real countenances, 
they began to conceal these behind wax masks. 

The fair sex, especially, seldom appeared in public unmasked, and 
seemed determined upon preserving the custom throughout the carnival. 
There appeared ballet-girls, jockeys, and officers in the various regiment- 
als of the iarmy; these were the favorite types. Other costumes ap- 
peared but sparingly ; even the domino only flashed upon one's notice in 
isolated cases. The great majority of this demi-monde were far less 
bent upon disguising their individuality than upon revealing it. 

The evening was yet, in a measure, at its commencement when 
Erwin, Bokel and Olschmann made their way into the heated atmo- 
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sphere of the hall, which, at the time of the exhibitions, was redolent 
with the perfume of rare exotics, and now was filled with the enlivening 
strains of Strauss' melodies, and with a laughing, shouting human 
throng. 

Contrary to those of his companions, Erwin's countenance bore not 
the expression of enjoyment, not even of blasi curiosity ; he looked 
straight before him with as much gravity of mien as though he were 
walking in a graveyard between a double row of graves, and the most 
challenging glances fell upon him unheeded. His eye seemed bent 
fixedly upon some imaginary scene, possessing nothing in common with 
that here unfolded before him. In vain did Bokel call his attention to 
this or that unusual group, and with the keen perception of his artist's 
eye single out diverse happy apparitions for caricature ; he did not suc- 
ceed in evoking a single smile from his companion. At last, really irri- 
tated, he exclaimed: 

" If you are bent with all your might upon being bored, I will leave 
you to yourself, and look about a little with Herr Olschmann, who better 
understands how to do honor to my genial explications in this men- 
agerie." 

«Do so," rejoined Erwin, moving toward the entrance- door ; «I, for 
my part, regret having come here. I feel myself little in the mood for 
such surroundings, and the ear-splitting noise puts me still more out of 
humor." 

"Aha ! You mean to turn away at once ? That will never do," op- 
posed Bokel, seizing Erwin with friendly determination by the arm. 
'< The post, being once assumed, cannot be ignominiously forsaken until 
relief comes. The black domino must not be neglected. Come, I find 
it will not do to lose sight of you." 

Erwin followed reluctantly, truly regretting having taken the painter 
into his confidence when they had^met, as usual, in the beer-house about 
an hour previous. 

. The carnival had significantly heightened their table-intimacy. Upon 
this occasion they found themselves entirely alone ; perhaps at the close 
of the theatre some others might lounge in ; for the present no one 
would disturb their confidential chat, whose subject was the confiscation 
of the sheet in which Erwin's article had appeared. 

The painter expressed himself in the strongest terms regarding the 
sharp supervision of the press. 

"However, the allusion was undoubtedly a most venturesome one," 
he suggested. " I cannot understand how it came from your pen, 
Herr Doctor, or rather I am convinced that it was the result of some 
oversight, if not a far graver offence. Either you wrote the sentence 
in haste and passion, and crossed it out so carelessly that the com- 
positor took it in with the rest, or else it emanated from the pen of 
some villain who took the liberty to insert it for himself. The latter is 
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not improbable. When there is no loophole by which one can be 
caught, one's enemies are very apt to supply the deficiency." 

Erwin, who at first had merely shrugged his shoulders in mute indif- 
ference, at the last words became attentive. They conveyed to him a 
new idea. Yet he immediately repelled it as utterly improbable. For 
such a piece of rascality Huldrich did not seem to him knavish enough ; 
besides, he well remembered the plainly bespoken terror upon the little 
man's face when he for a moment supposed he was going to be made 
answbrable for the interpolation. Inconsiderate, yes, even malicious, 
the poet of the "Songs to Beauty" might be, but surely he could not 
be an accomplice of the police. 

" No," said Erwin, after a pause ; « I cannot believe in any evil de- 
signs against myself. It surprises me, however, that your suppositions 
coincide so nearly with a few lines I received to-day by post." 

"Aha !" jerked out Bokel ; "there it is. Oh, how evil and corrupt the 
world is ! I always did say so. You are by far too good-natured, 
doctor. Believe me, with us also there are crocodiles who weep like 
children, and yet bite like the great cafuiille of the Nile. May I read 
the epistle, or will you tell me the contents ? The matter interests me 
exceedingly." 

" I have the letter here in my pocket," replied Erwin, drawing it out 
as he spoke and handing it to the painter. 

The latter turned it over first of all on every side, and opened wide 
his nostrils to breathe the delicate perfume it exhaled. 

"Perfume and a lady's handwriting!" he ejaculated, and then read 
softly as follows : 

"There exists a conspiracy against you. An effort is being made to 
complicate you in serious unpleasantnesses. The first blow will be 
directed at your article * Political Masks.' If you will learn more, wait 
to-morrow (Tuesday) evening, about eleven o'clock, near the entrance 
of the Horticultural Hall for a black domino with sea-green favor on 
the breast. Sphinx." 

"A rendezvous^ bet des Teufels Gemskrikeln ! A rendezvous P^ 
cried the painter, enthusiastically, and proceeded at once to take a hearty 
draught from his beer-glass, as though he must fortify himself to bear 
this important discovery. " I congratulate you, doctor !" he added, 
tenderly stroking his pointed beard. 

" For what ?" 

" Why, you surely mean to appear punctually an hour before mid- 
night ?" 

" Hm ! I scarcely think so." 

« What ? You scarcely think so ? Oh, well, I understand how that J 
is. You think, I suppose, that, owing to the locality, the black domino 
with the sea-green favor promises no very elegant adventure." 

" I have no desire for any adventure at all" 
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« This time, doctor, you are wrong," responded the painter, satirically, 
"however much I may honor your usual dignity of demeanor in such 
matters. There is every reason to expect interesting developments 
here. One cannot know whence a good counsel may come, or what 
friends one may have. The writer certainly seems well informed." 

"Because reference is made to the. confiscation ?" asked Erwin, con- 
temptuously. << Why, that stands already in all the morning papers. A 
retrospective prophecy, forsooth ! I cannot see how any especial wis- 
dom or knowledge would be indicated thereby." 

In the first moment of excitement after receiving the letter, a strange 
conjecture had flashed through Erwin's mind, but it had been at once 
rejected. He styled himself a fool for giving credence one instant to 
the idea that this missive came from one who had called herself by its 
signature. The handwriting was evidently not disguised, yet it bore 
no resemblance to Natalie's — the entire character was different. Be- 
sides, « Sphinx " was such a convenient, and indeed natural, signature 
for anonymous communications, that it seemed ridiculous to seek other 
mterpretations. 

« One can be a very admirable author and yet not be a trail-finder in 
the prairie of modern society," exclaimed the painter, stroking his beard 
and winking significantly. « Allow me to trace the characters of the 
note once more. Aha ! Why do you suppose that Horticultural Hall 
is the appointed place ? Were the note one of ordinary importunity, 
the ball in the theatre of the suburbs would be chosen, or some other 
locality more 4 la mode at present for such encounters. This lady, 
whom we recognize as such by her evident lack of experience in these 
matters, makes no distinctions, because she is aware of none—rin other 
words, she is no habitude. She has undoubtedly merely selected this 
place because she lives in the interior city, which renders it the most 
convenient." 

<* All this is as badly constructed as a card-house," interposed Erwin, 
shrugging his shoulders. 

"Granted ; but at the same time it is as reliable as any hypothesis 
concerning the comets, or the spots upon the sun. So, then, I deduce 
from the foregoing conclusions — first, that the lady is aristocratic, and 
second, that she will not come." 

" And yet she wrote." 

" What difference does that niake ? Your name is familiar to her — 
and, by the way, that confirms me in the opinion that she really has im- 
portant communications to make to you. Although possibly she may 
only be impelled by caprice to make the personal acquaintance of the 
author who has attracted her interest ; for that she is absolutely un- 
acquainted with you is perfectly clear to me, otherwise she would hardly 
specify her costume. Were she at home in these doings, and had she 
already seen Herr von Schonberg, it would be an easy thing for her to 
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find you in the throng and address you as she pleased. You see she 
is afiaid to mingle in the crowd, and therefore begs you to await her 
coming near the entrance ; she writes to you how she will appear, in 
order that you may recognize her at once, address her and thus spare 
her all necessity of search. Final deduction : Sphinx is an elegant, 
interesting, timid and yet enterprise-loving young lady, who has some- 
thing of importance to say to you, if only that she adores you. Is not 
that Indian-like penetration } A Sioux is but a pitiful simpleton in 
comparison with the great Bokel ! What have you got to say now ?" 

" That, however much weight your suppositions may carry, I have no 
desire to test their correctness or incorrectness." 

« Since when have you entered the ranks of the Stoics ? Now, were 
I in your place — " 

« Well, what hinders you from being ?" retorted Erwin, as the painter 
paused to drink a hearty toast to his thoughts. « You know the signal. 
Address in my stead the mysterious unknown, whom your imagination 
has already adorned with so many thousand charms. If your sup- 
positions prove correct, and she be not personally acquainted with nne, 
you are at perfect liberty to play my role as seemeth ^ood unto you." 

« Do you really mean what you say ?" 

"Yes ; without more ado. So far as I am concerned, you are free to 
act your pleasure." 

" Good ! I will accept, under one condition. You must accompany 
me, to be on hand in case this concerns more serious matters." 

" Could you not also arrange these for me .'*" 

« You are either immeasurably thoughtless or else utterly blasL I 
am almost inclined to accuse you of being consumed by some unfortu- 
nate attachment, doctor. There, there ! I believe you already ; but 
that bowed head, that air of one who is ready to butt at his own 
shadow, that ruffled wool — " 

Here Erwin was forced to laugh. 

« You are transforming, me into, one of your own bell-wethers, my 
friend," cried he. "Sphinx, whoever she may be, will only be the 
gainer if her illusions of a German author be not so cruelly disturbed. 
For this evening, then, you are Erwin Schonberg." 

"Under the stated condition," replied the painter, smiting his breast 
"You shall have your share of enjoyment out of me, I promise you, 
and I trust Sphinx will have hers. I shall do all in my power to rep- 
resent you worthily, and to acquire new laurels for you." 

Insensibly the painter's flow of spirits had its effect upon Erwin, who 
finally ceased protesting against the proposed adventure. Why should 
he not seek a little diversion ? he asked himself, and probably he should 
have found some had it not been for the unwelcome addition of Olsch- 
mann's society. That was too powerful a reminder of Rothensee, of 
the little wife with tearful eyes, of the conversation he had so uninten- 
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tionally overheard that first day at Rdthenstein. ReminisceDce crowded 
upon reminiscence, and it seemed to Erwin as though a drop of worm- 
wood had fallen upon bis tongue. 

This encounter with Olschmann was by no means the first in the 
Residenz, but for that very reason the efiect was all the more unpleasant, 
especially 'on account of the rumors concerning the young agriculturist's 
mode of life that had reached Erwin's ears. 

Shortly after Natalie's departure from Rothenstein, Olschmann had 
left the market-town, and, under the pretext of business, had come up 
to the Residenz. At first he was received a few times by Natalie, his 
visits being even countenanced by the princess, because he brought 
news from Rothenstein, whither she presumed he would shortly return. 
After a time, however, the ladies began to excuse themselves when he 
came, and finally, discovering this to be habitually the case, Olschmann 
ceased endeavoring to gain access to Natalie. 

Meanwhile he had acquired a taste for life in the great metropolis. 
The thought of returning home to his family became more and more 
distasteful, even repulsive, to him. The parting had not taken place 
without a harrowing scene, and now his false pride j-evolted at the idea 
of returning home as a penitent. Neither was he repentant. At first 
he bad cast himself into a whirl of dissipation, hoping thereby to forget 
the pangs of his despised and repulsed passion ; then the allurements of 
the Residenz increasing in attractiveness for him, he was drawn onward 
in a sort of delirium which must speedily hurl him on to his ruin. 
Since the commencement of the carnival he had reeled from flte to 
fite^ fi-om revel to revel, without once pausing for reflection, heedless 
alike of the exhaustion of his physical strength and of the funds re- 
quired to defray his often exorbitant expenditures. 

Occasionally he fell into the society of artists and literary men, to 
wbom his acquaintance with Erwin and Bokel had served as an intro- 
duction, and with whom he at first seemed quite inclined to associate. 
Now he sought them more rarely, and to-day was merely in search of 
some companion to provide amusement for his evening. 

Without paying heed to the rather cool greeting accorded him, he 
seated himself at the table beside Erwin and Bokel, and began to nar- 
rate, after his blustering fashion, divers deeds of heroism which did 
not exactly accord with the tastes of his auditors. He was still under 
the influence of a very enlivening dinner, and informed them, amongst 
other things, that he had just come from the porter's lodge of the 
French embassy, where he had been watching the guests pass in to the 
inasquerade ball held there that evening. 

"And Baronesse Natalie was amongst them," he continued, confi- 
dentially, giving vent, at the same time, to a bitter, malicious laugh. « I 
should not have recognized her had she been alone, for she was masked 
and enveloped in a great cloak. I believe she appears as Marie An- 
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toinette, or some such character. But I recognized the equipage, and, 
besides, the princess was unmasked. I succeeded in getting up close 
beside her, after she had alighted from the carriage, and whispered in 
her ear a greeting from home^ Ha, ha! She is a great lady now, 
and does not receive us small folks any more — us small folks from the 
country !" 

He laughed in a scoffing, derisive way, while the painter replied that 
it seemed natural to him that the ladies had no time to cultivate ac- 
quaintances who did not belong within their circle ; for himself, he knew 
that he had no time to seek out the remote residence of the princess. 
The dissonance, however, had been struck, and Erwin now gave up all 
pretence of banishing his own unamiable mood. 

It would have suited him best of all to break his previously- concluded 
engagement, but the painter kept him to his word ; and no sooner had 
Olschraann heard that a masquerade ball was in question than he con- 
cluded to join them without further ado. He was not so easily put off, 
either, without a direct insult, and Erwin as well as Bokel hoped that 
in the throng he would soon be parted from them. 

This supposition was verified, and they would shortly have been left 
to themselves had they not at a most inopportune moment been ac- 
costed by Huldrichj^who, leaning agajnst a pillar attentively scanning 
the multitude through his opera-glasses, had suddenly spied them out 
Coldly as Erwin returned his greeting, it did not seem in the least to 
disconcert him. 

"What surprise !" he cried, with his broadest smile; "but, to be sure, 
you are a lucky man, Herr von Schonberg, having to give account of 
•yourself to no one, whilst I — oh, do not tell my Wilhelmine anything 
of this! I make her believe I am detained at the office by urgent 
business. You know her jealous disposition, and, mein Gott I wherex 
shall I collect the piquant histories of the chronique scandaleuse if I 
may not seek the pasture-ground where they flourish ? Ha, ha, ha ! 
Quite a luxuriant field !" Observing that Erwin^s sole response was an 
impatient shrug of the shoulders, he suddenly assumed a confidential 
tone, and continued : " You are not offended about the article ? The 
police came to search for the manuscript, and that blockhead of a com- 
positor actually delivered it into their hands. I really ought not to 
have made the insertion, but who could have dreamed of a confisca- 
tion ? I am convinced, though, that it will not come to a suit. The 
ministry is already — " 

" Let us drop politics," interrupted Erwin, abruptly, and the painter 
uttered a low whistle, as was his wont when under the impression that 
he had made a discovery. 

Huldrich at once conformed to the situation, remarking, 

"Yes, yes ; you are right; politics belong not to this temple of folly, 
where Venus presides, Bacchus wields the thyrsus staff—" 
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"And the fauns lean against pillars eyeing the multitude," inter- 
posed Bokel, dryly. 

« Right, right ! that is doubtless what most interests our goat-Ra- 
phael," chimed in Huldrich, with a constrained laugh, proving that he 
felt little less than insulted by the comparison. « You come doubtless 
to make studies of the fauns and satyrs ; unfortunately the modern cos- 
tume renders your task somewhat difficult." 

«You also pursue your studies, as I see," cried Bokel, in a bantering 
tone, «only rather with a plastic than a picturesque tendency. Doubt- 
less you are here for that very purpose !" 

"Not entirely — not entirely. Just between ourselves," laughed Hul- 
drich, assuming an air of importance, " I have a little rendezvous'^ 

"Ah, you happy creature ! You have had an appointment made 
with you ? Some fair unknown ?" 

"Not exactly an appointment," confided Huldrich, without observing 
the painter's tone of ridicule, " but the color of the domino has been 
plainly denoted to me. Our divine Coulisse will appear here this even- 
ing at about eleven o'clock ; but this between ourselves — it must not be 
mentioned again." 

Bokel and Erwin hastily exchanged glances, while Huldrich con- 
tinued to rave about the glorious, charming, heavenly lily of the ballet 
He was just upon the point of reciting his newest Song to Beauty when 
the blue-and-white striped jockey, upon whom he had meanwhile 'been 
bestowing most enamored glances, sauntered up to him, lightly touched 
him upon the shoulder with her gilt switch and accosted him in passing 
with — 

" Why do you not address a poem to me ? I fairly rave about your 
poems." 

" Did you hear her .^" whispered Huldrich, quite beside himself with 
delight : " she fairly raves about my poems ! Ah, I must speak with her ! 
Her form is Juno-like, and her conversation most promising. Pardon 
me, gentlemen," and off he hastened. A moment later he was lost in 
the crowd, arm in arm with the blue-and-white striped jockey. 

"With lime-reeds bullfinches and vain fools are caught. He has 
forgotten all about his rendezvous'^ growled the painter. "But we 
will not do likewise. It must be almost eleven now." 

He looked at his watch, then moved toward the entrance, passively 
followed by Erwin. Scarcely had they reached that point when they saw 
Count Salizhofen enter. Erwin wished to avoid him ; but no sooner had 
the count perceived the two, than he came directly toward them. He had 
laid aside his overcoat in the dressing-room, and appeared in elegant 
ball costume, which for a public masquerade was rather unusual. 

" Bon soir^ messieurs^'* was his listless salutation, as, instead of look- 
ing into the faces of those he accosted, he consulted his watch. " I 
came precisely at the right time ; it cannot yet have struck eleven. But 
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I am astonished to see you here, Hen* von Schonberg," he added, with 
an expression of astonishment, beneath which was concealed spiteful 
sarcasm. « I was under the impression that you did not consider it 
conformable with your Cato-like severity of character to appear at such 
places. It rejoices me to find that even men of your strict morality 
are willing at times to make concessions to the lax morals of our age. 
The self-reproaches we fast livers must heap upon ourselves would be 
materially lessened in sharpness, even the reading world would judge us 
more leniently, should there appear in a certain journal an article about 
political masks, headed, <Four o'clock in the morning, after coming 
from the masquerade in the flower-halls.' " 

Erwin neither colored nor grew confused, as Count Salizhofen evi- 
dently expected he would* With grave composure he gently inclined 
his head, as he replied : 

« You are not far from right there ; these halls are far better adapted 
for a gathering of flowers than perhaps you are willing to admit." 

" Then it only surprises me that you have not availed yourself earlier 
of the advantages offered here. To be sure, one can only find incitation 
for general developments, and as one has no chance to look behind the 
masks, the individualities remain excluded from one's knowledge, which 
often leads to fatal unpleasantnesses." 

Erwin considered it beneath his dignity to make any reply ; at the 
same time he was painfully conscious that any one who was unaware of 
the true history of that intercalation in his article could justly reproach 
him with the want of tact displayed there. Bokel, however, took it 
upon himself to reply in his stead : 

« Of course one cannot always take a peep behind the masks ; and 
yet how often individualities betray themselves ! otherwise, how can it 
be that almost every conspiration is discovered V* 

For Count Salizhofen these words — which to Erwin said plainly, 
« There is one of the conspirators, or I'll be hanged!" — had no 
especial significance, and, taking BokePs arm, he lightly observed : 

<* Ah ! I do not believe one would be likely to track out such 
matters here. The people come to be amused, not to form conspiracies ; 
for that, we Germans are too .easy-going, besides having too much re- 
spect for the police. We need much coaxing to urge us on ; as a certain 
German poet has sung to the German people, we < shrink from the 
blow — ' " Here the count paused ; but observing that Erwin had sud- 
denly become attentive, he hastened to obliterate the impression which, 
as he must now admit to himself, he had thoughtlessly made. " I am 
invited to the French ambassador's," he carelessly drawled, turning to 
BokeL « But it is rather an advantage to get to this festivity as late as 
possible. I should have been obliged to wear a mask early in the even- 
ing, and I hate that ; so I prefer making my first appearance at mid- 
night, when every one unmasks. I can thus most likely spare myself 
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from ranning the risk of being intrigued by some countess or other, 
and being bored with I # know not what tiresome history in poor 
French." 

« You prefer, then, being intrigued by the masks here present, in poor 
German ?'* observed Bokel. 

« Achy Goti, ruin /" rejoined the count, yawning ; « as if that would 
be any more promising ! But I have an appointment here." 

The painter uttered a low, prolonged whistle. 

" And precisely at eleven o'clock ?" he asked. 

« Precisely ? Why, who else has an appointment ? Not you ?" 

« No, not I ; if you wish, I can give you my word of honor upon that, 
but it is singular, nevertheless." Then, fearing to betray himself, he 
added: «Huldrich just left us; he is expecting a domino at eleven 
o'clock." 

« Well, there's nothing remarkable in that," said the count « You 
know I have a little intrigue on hand ; I make no secret of it I never 
pretend to be a model of virtue." This latter clause was pointedly 
directed at Erwin. " There is a little programme to be made out for 
to-morrow, and when I called upon Coulisse to-day at noon, she was 
from home, so she wrote to me appointing the very convenient hour, 
mtre loup et chien^ between the theatre and the ball at the ambassador's. 
But my little one is unpunctual," he added, with a frown, as he once 
more consulted his watch. " Eleven o'clock is already past." 

As though these last words were a given signal, he felt himself lightly 
tapped upon the shoulder. All three had in the course of the conver- 
sation sauntered off in the direction of the dancing-hall, and as they 
now turned toward the entrance, which they were led to do by Count 
Salizhofen's exclamation of surprise, they found themselves facing three 
black dominos of similar size and form, not even so much as differing 
one from the other through the favor on the breast, for all three of these 
were sea-green. 

" Three for one — that is somewhat strong !" escaped involuntarily 
from the painter's lips. « Pray, which is the right one ?" 

The choice was speedily simplified, for that one of the three dominos 
who had previously touched the count's shoulder now took his arm and 
moved away, admonishing the others in a loud falsetto, as she did so, 
to rem^n true to their agreement, which each heeded with a mute in- 
clination of the head. 

Erwin acted as though all this did not concern him in the least, and 
yet he could no longer conceal from himself that his curiosity was 
aroused to the highest pitch. Bokel looked qdestioningly at him, and 
as Erwin merely nodded, he soon formed his resolution. That one of 
the three ladies who had thus simultaneously appeared was the count's 
sweetheart, the well-known dancer, did not greatly tend to elevate the 
others in his estimation ; so he proceeded without much ceremony. 

17 N 
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« My beloved sea-green mask,**" said he, turning to the domino stand- 
ing next him, « is it you who will disclose 'a conspiracy to me, or are 
you the other one ?" 

" You have applied to the right person, but are yourself the other 
one. Keep your mind easy; you are threatened with no conspiracy. 
The subjects of your realm bleat on in undisturbed repose." 

The painter sought in vain to detect a familiar tone in the disguised 
voice. When the sentence was concluded, he involuntarily laughed 
outright. 

"Well, well, Bokel/' cried he, with mock despair, "there's an end to 
your incognito. Here, you other one," he asked of the second, « do 
you too knpw me ?" 

« Bei des Teufels Gemskrikeluy I should think so." 

« You have both got the upper-hand of me," he sighed ; " my bril- 
liant r61e cannot be played out to-night Give me the little paw, 
Schdtzchen,^^ 

And with these words he confidentially drew within his own the arm 
of the domino who so well knew his favorite oath. The other domino, 
whom he had first accosted, now turned to Erwin. A strange feeling 
gained possession of the latter as he saw a pair of dark, peculiarly 
magnetic eyes bent upon him, then dropped in marked confiision, then 
uplifted once more to his face. These eyes ! these eyes ! — what was it 
that so powerfully moved him ? 

« May I take the liberty of asking for your arm ?" came now in a 
trembling, hollow voice from behind the mask. " Let us walk through 
the rooms ; I should like to see what is going on for once." 

As he complied with the expressed wish, there flashed a calculation 
through his mind such as Bokel had previously taken pains to trace out 

"She is timid about saying <Du :* she is unaccustomed to it There- 
fore she avoids any form of address. She would like to see what is 
going on for once ; apparently such doings are strange to her : she belongs 
to other circles. Coulisse came with her ; Coulisse is Kurtine's sister ; 
but these eyes do not belong to Kurtine. I know only one — ^but no, 
no ! Olschmann says he saw her with her aunt, and she is now dan- 
cing at the French ambassador's, not thinking of me. But who is this 
leaning on my arm ?" 

He hardly was conscious himself of what he was saying while these 
cursory thoughts agitated him. Slowly they moved through all three 
halls, the two dominos in the centre, the two men on the extreme sides. 
The noise and the billowy waves of human beings prevented any 
general conversation ; each couple conversed alone. 

Erwin was astonished at what he heard from his companion. It 
seemed to him monstrous, yet at the same time not improbable, that 
any one should design holding him responsible for the words uttered at 
Rothensee, which were so capable of being distorted ; but the greatest 
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surprise of all to him was to learn that a poem of his had fallen into 
Kern's hands. He could now understand the count's quotation, and 
asked himself whether the poem he had written under such strong 
excitement, and which he had certainly missed, could have &llen acci- 
dentally from his mother's hands, and through Lotti Aschenbrenner's 
mediation come into Kern's possession. The poem undoubtedly ad- 
mitted of being misapplied. But whence — from whose lips — came the 
warning ? That was the question continually recurring within his 
mind. 

« What will you do ?" now asked his mysterious monitress. 

« Nothing can be done except to calmly await the issue," he replied. 

« You might flee." 

«( That would place me in a fsilse position, and besides it would be 
cowardly." 

« So, then, my information was useless ?" 

Notwithstanding the disguised voice, Erwin fancied that he detected 
a tone of painful disappointment. He grasped the little hand that rested 
upon his arm — tighdy gloved and almost concealed by the sleeve of the 
domino — ^and that, afler a shy attempt to withdraw itself, remained pas- 
sively within his own. The blood rushed madly through his veins, and 
his own voice now trembled with excitement, as he asked, 

« And am I not to learn who it is that takes such heartfelt interest 
in me as to seek me out amidst these unusual surroundings ?" 

« I was so situated that I could not meet you elsewhere," exclaimed 
the domino. 

« How shall I designate her to whom I am so greatly indebted ?" he 
urged. 

« What is there in a name ? We will never meet again. Never — 
never !" she cried, vehemently. 

« Have you reasons for avoiding me ?" he asked, looking her firmly 
and questioningly in the eye. 

The mask, however, seemed unable to endure his gaze. She paused 
and turned away her head. A gallop, calculated to thrill every nerve 
and fibre, now floated down from the gallery where the orchestra was 
stationed, flooding the immense hall with its wild tones. A whirlwind 
seemed fairly to have attacked the dancers ; in Bacchus-like enlivenment 
they floated breathlessly onward. Erwin felt from the movement of the 
little haihd he still held within his own that a tremor ran through the 
entire frame of his companion. 

« And so this is pleasure !" escaped almost inaudibly from her lips. 
Erwin listened with breathless eagerness. Surely he recognized this 
voice, softly though the words were whispered. A tumult of intense 
excitement swept through his every vein. The tip of one lock of 
hair escaped perfidiously from the hood of the domino ; involuntarily 
he stretched forth his left hand, and so gently did he touch it, that his 
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still absorbed companion perceived nothing of his movements. When 
he withdrew his hand, a single long hair remained entangled in bis 
fingers. Quickly he passed this through the fingers of his other hand 
and held it up before his eyes. No, no ; he could not be deceiving 
himself; it was beyond doubt the fine golden texture he had so often 
admired. A fearful storm raged within him. His frigidity was thawed, 
his pride had vanished, all his resolutions were scattered to the four 
winds. That which he had believed to be firmly conquered now 
started up anew with overwhelming force. Suppose he had been un- 
just — ^suppose she loved him, and had been snatched fi'om him by some 
irresistrble power. What then ? — what then ? 

Suddenly the hand he had just set free fi'om his own grasped his arm, 
as though in terror and surprise, but not for some moments came the 
whisper in a once more well-disguised voice : 

« I think I see an acquaintance. Let us hurry on." 

Erwin followed the direction of her glances. There he saw Olsch- 
mann, with floating hair and very red face, whirling by with a partner in 
the costume of an Hungarian peasant-girl. Now the last possible 
doubt was banished. Erwin felt as though he must clasp his darling 
in his arms before the whole world, and jubilantly exclaim, 

« I have found you once more ! Who will dare part us ? I shall 
never give you up again !" 

With difficulty he succeeded in restraining himself and imposing 
moderation upon the accents of his voice. Once more he seized her 
hand and bowed low over her. 

« It is you, Natalie, it is you," he uttered, softly. « It is useless to 
deny it. Oh, thanks, many thanks, for coming to me, and giving me 
this opportunity of addressing to you a question whose answer is of 
far more importance to me than any tidings of this contemptible plot 
The question concerns a shaft which affected me far more seriously, 
because I believed it to be poisoned. Why did you leave home so ab- 
ruptly.?" 

« Why did I leave home ?" laughed the mask ; and it was impossible 
to detect from the tone whether the laugh were forced or natural. « That 
would not in the least interest you, for you are mistaken ; I am not that 
Natalie whom you love. You betray your secret easily." 

She had here used for the first time the fcimiliar « Du," as more con- 
formable with the r61e of domino ; but, unmindfiil of this, Erwin con- 
tinued to make use of the more respectful " Sie," as he cried, in urgent 
tones of deep earnestness, 

" Oh, do not jest now— ^not now, of all times !" 

" Who says that I am jesting ?" was the answer ; and there was really 
a genuine ring of earnestness in it. " I give you my word, and not 
merely the word of a domino, that you are in error." 

« Subtlety and masked wit !" rejoined Erwin,. sullenly. « You are try- 
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ing to hold &st to the character of Sphinx, when it is long since unrid- 
dled by a kiss. Oh, was that too a lie ?" 

Once more a soft tremor ran through the delicate frame at his side. 
There was a long pause this time before an answer came. 

« You question me strangely," was softly uttered behind the mask. 
<< A kiss is no vow ; even brothers and sisters kiss. Forget the moment 
of weakness that came upon you unawares. She whom you have ref- 
erence to can never be yours — never !" 

<< And wherefore not ? Oh, I entreat you for a reasonable explana- 
tion. Give me the key to the enigma !" 

« After my death. Seek not to solve it by force. You know the 
myth of the Sphinx ; the success of CEdipus destroyed her." 

Madly the blood surged through his veins, welling up overpoweringly 
to his head. 

« A freak !" he ejaculated. « A mere freak ! nothing but a capricious 
freak !" 

As he spoke he peevishly dropped her arm, then bit his lips until 
the blood came. They now stood between the pillars supporting the 
gallery. The music had ceased, the dance was at an end, and the 
couples laughingly and noisily were promenading through the hall. 
Olschmann at this moment passed them with his Hungarian peasant- 
girl, making his way toward the stairs leading to the cooler basement, 
where refreshment- tables were held in readiness for the guests. 

"Just wait, I'll be back immediately," whispered Erwin*s companion 
to the other domino, who was in lively converse with Bokel ; and before 
Erwip could detain her, she had hastened after Olschmann. 

She overtook him at the head of the stairs, and whispered a few 
words in his ear that made him whirl around in startled surprise. His 
partner did not seem much to relish this interruption. The domino had 
evidently meant to turn away immediately ; but so soon as Olschmann 
had time to regain his composure after the whispered admonition about 
not utterly forgetting his poor wife and children, he seized his self-ap- 
pointed monitress by the hand and refused to let her go. The domino 
strove to tear herself away ; Olschmann held her firmly in his grasp. 
There arose a josding and scuffling, and there is no knowing what 
scandal might have arisen had not Erwin forced his way up to Olsch- 
mann, loosened his iron grip and compelled him to free the domino. 

"What are you about?" he cried roughly to the more than half- 
intoxicated man. "Can't you behave yourself?" 

"Mein Herr, what right have you to interfere with my affairs?" 
stormed Olschmann. "You shall give me satisfaction for this !" 

"Whenever you please; you know who I am, I believe," rejoined 
Erwin, coolly ; then turned to complete the domino's release from the 
unpleasant situation. Meanwhile, Bokel had forced his way up with his 
companion, and soon partially succeeded in calming Olschmann. 

17 • 
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When Erwin turned, he had found himself confronted by all three 
dominos ; one of them stood beside Bokel, the second was leaning 
upon the arm of Count Salizhofen, who was bending eagerly over her, 
and so there could be no doubt about his companion. Offering her his 
arm, he led her away. 

<* Seeking out old acquaintances at such a place may prove dangerous, 
you see," Erwin said, srfter a few steps. 

As he received no answer, and naturally ascribed his companion's 
silence to the fright she had just experienced, he made no further effort 
at conversation. A deep feeling of annoyance and displeasure was 
fast gaining possession of him, and he was no longer able to retain 
the mastery over himsel£ 



CHAPTER V. 

UNEXPECTED CONSEQUENCES. 



FAR from suspecting that his plans were being revealed to Erwin, 
Count Salizhofen had meanwhile been sauntering slowly through 
the halls, now addressing a word to this, now to that, unusual apparition, 
keeping up a lively conversation all the while with Coulisse. 

Once more he had paused to exchange a few trifling words with a 
dainty little fancy hussar, and it was not without some resistance this 
time that he allowed his companion to draw him away. 

«< But mein Gotty Schdtzchen^ you don't mean to grow jealous ?" he 
laughed. The idea seemed to amuse him intensely. 

(< I do not see what you can find to interest you in these creatures." 

His merriment seemed only heightened by this remark. 

« I find these creatures not so bad," he replied, « and it surprises me. 
The locality is very pretty in itself, and the forbidden fruit more satis- 
factory than I should have imagined. I am really grateful to you for 
the choice ; you open to me fresh channels for investigation — a new 
discovery in the topography of this present carnival." 

«It is hateful here," ejaculated Coulisse, in a tone which left no 
doubt concerning her ill-humor. 

"You made the selection yourself." 

«I never dreamed of such a thing. The selection has its own 
history." 

"You make me curious. Tell me about it" 

"Ah! it is a secret." 

"All the more eager am I to share it. To keep secrets is honomble^ 
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bat to betray them charmingly piquant. You surely don't propose 
making an exception to the general rule ? An interesting vice is far 
preferable to a tiresome virtue." 

« Flattery is not your — " she began, but broke oflf at once, and merely 
contented herself with making her long nails felt through her glove on 
his arm. 

At the same time she allowed herself to be cajoled into betraying 
several particulars. Thus Count Salizhofen learned that she had come 
hither to chaperone her sister and another lady, both of whom were 
novices in this kind of adventure, and were too shy to act their parts 
without her countenance. 

Although Coulisse could not be induced to reveal the lady's name, 
even insisted that it was unknown to her, and that she had never seen 
her, the count's curiosity was excited in the highest degree. Involun- 
tarily the same thought flashed through his mind as had previously 
through Erwin's, but it lasted only a moment before he saw the ab- 
surdity of connecting the mysterious unknown with Kurtine and Erwin, 
and he banished it as an insane idea. Natalie here at this public mas- 
querade, when he knew beyond doubt that she was at the French am- 
bassador's fite / The idea was too preposterous to be entertained for 
an instant But nevertheless what he had heard continued to occupy 
his mind, and in the course of conversation he was constantly recur- 
ring to it, so that Coulisse finally began to complain that he took far 
more interest in the unknown than in herself. 

"Are you astonished at that, ma chlreV^ he carelessly remarked. 
"Why that is due to the natural attractiveness of the unknowy — the 
mysterious. There is nothing left for me to discover in you, ma petite^ 
no enigma further to be solved." 

" Is that supposed to be an explanation for your increasing coldness, 
count ?" she replied, evidently wounded. « I hardly think I deserve a 
reproach for loving you beyond all else in the world." 

« Ah, Schdtzcken, you have cost me enough, dear knows !" he replied, 
mockingly, adding with blas^ gayety : « Bah ! you don't mean to get on 
your high shoes ; white satin slippers are what you should wear, and 
tragical airs suit you as little as antlers would a squirrel. Leave such 
nonsense to those high-strung creatures whose .consciences are as 
strong as their passions, and who cast themselves directly from the 
arms of their lovers into those of their confessors, in order to obtain 
absolution for their sins. Honi soit qui mal y pensey'* he added, 
chuckling to himself. 

*<And who tells you that I am not capable of doing the same ?" 

« You ? Do you long to enjoy the glory of a second Mary Magda- 
lene ?» 

" Why should I not be converted ? It only depends upon the con- 
fessor, I assure you." 
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« Yes ; I believe you there." 

" You are an incorrigible banterer," cried Coulisse, angrily. « I have 
half a notion to prove to you that I am in earnest." 

" That would be a superb joke. Have you already conceived a fency 
for some confessor ?" 

" You must first procure one for roe." 

" I ! Well, to say the least, that is original. I procure a confessor ! 
Why I thought it was the place of the penitent to do that ? Ah ! now 
tell me, do you propose seeking him at the confessional, or is he to 
come to you behind the scenes ?" 

<< I declare it is impossible to get a sensible word out of you to-day ! 
One would think, from the way you turn everything into ridicule, that 
you were collecting materials to write some show-piece for the stage." 

« As though the can-can merely took upon the boards ! But I un- 
derstand what the artists are after. They are going to assume a lofty 
standpoint in the eyes of the public, and from henceforth represent 
themselves as pious penitents. Do you purpose applying the scourge, 
my child ? That would be a pity for your exquisite shoulders, and 
rather dangerous for your confessor's peace of mind should he direct 
the discipline." 

" Mock away," she rejoined, shrugging her shoulders ; « I'll keep to 
what I say. One may very readily experience religious yearnings, even 
when one is willing to acknowledge one's self to be a great sinner ; per- 
haps far more than those eye-rolling hypocrites who turn away in holy 
horror from anything that is openly calculated to shock, and who yet in 
secrett commit graver sins than the most arrant murderess and poison- 
mixer." 

« Rest content I thoroughly esteem your righteous indignation, and 
am perfectly convinced of the solid worth of your moral axioms," cried 
the count, interrupting her. « But we are wandering from the individu- 
ality of this miracle- worker, whose heart you have chosen to moke 
heavy with the details of your sins. For whom is so deplorable a fate 
reserved ? and where is this second St. Aloisius to be found ?" 

" I am not yet acquainted with him, but my sister Sophie raves about 
him, and has actually infected me with some of her enthusiasm," re- 
plied Coulisse. Herewith she proceeded to name Steinhacke, and 
urge Salizhofen to^ use his influence in obtaining for him a position in 
the Residenz. 

Contrary to her expectations, this proposition was not received by the 
count with his usual cynical smile. Salizhofen, in feet, listened wonder- 
ingly, even becoming grave and thoughtful. The conversation with the 
princess the previous day immediately recurred to his mind. Had she 
not been lamenting over the want of appropriate and serviceable men, 
with talents sufficient to gain influence t Was it not fairly a miracle in 
this miracle-denying age that this name was brought up to him to-dayi 
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and by these unholy lips ? Yes, verily, God chooses his instruments, 
even amongst the low and fallen !" said he to himself. " That is the 
very man, if we place him under proper control. The princess will be 
most grateful to me for calling her attention to him. The influence of 
this saint may be a marvellous one.*' 

He was not inclined, however, to promise Coulisse the fulfilment of 
her wish until he could gain a double advantage by so doing. 

" Tell me," he urged, " the name of the lady who accompanied you 
here, and I shall be most happy to do you a favor in return. Our re- 
lations depend, you know, upon mutual concessions. If I am to aid you 
in gaining heaven, you must at least satisfy my earthly curiosity. Why 
will you refuse to be obliging to me, dearest ? You are in the habit of 
being so to all the rest of the world." 

« Fie, fie I That is a little too strong !" cried the dancer( indignantly ; 
yet very soon she allowed herself to be mollified, even yielding so far 
as to relate that she had waited in a hackney-coach in the street while 
her sister had sought the domino in a certain palace, whither they were 
to take her back again. Beyond this, neither entreaties nor threats 
were of any avail in moving her to reveal the name of the unknown 
or in further designating the palace. Only upon his query as to how 
it was possible to steal in and out of a palace at an hour when all 
doors were closed, it thoughtlessly escaped fi'om her that in this one 
the doors were wide open, and that there was a ball taking place there. 
This was sufficient to put the count upon the scent, and, running over 
in his mind all the invitations for this week, he knew to a certainty that 
neither in the aristocracy nor in the haute finance was any baU going 
on this evening except that at the French ambassador's. From the 
way in which Coulisse spoke, he could only conclude that it was in the 
very highest circles. 

« Is it contrary to your agreement," he asked, « to partake of a little 
supper before your return ?" 

M I do not know, but hardly think the time will suffice. I assumed 
the position of chaperone out of regard for my sister's wish, and so de- 
pend upon her movements for the present" 

« Ah ! you are the right stuff for that !" he cried, sportively. " It is 
indeed strange to what unmerited honors one can arrive. But if the 
interesting unknown is so shy as to need the support of such unpar- 
alleled experience as your own, how comes it that you leave her so 
much alone? Come, let us look her up; perhaps she is not quite so 
severely stern as you represent her. My curiosity is now excited, and 
if your paint d^konneur does not permit you to tell tales out of school, 
it certftinly cannot object to my gaining what information I can for my- 
sel£ Change cavaliers for a time now — that's a dear ! and let me change 
ladies. Doubtless we will both be the better for a little variety." 

Coulisse assumed an offended air of jealousy, but at bottom there 
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was not much of earnestness meant The alliance with the count had 
lasted longer than was usual with her, and she was beginning to grow 
as much satiated with it as was the count All that she wanted was 
the opportunity to form a new one, and so she remained true to him en 
attendant^— so far, that is, as was in her naturA^ to be true. 

She did not need any urging now to comply with the count's wishes. 
However composedly she may have laughed over his coarse jests, she 
felt nevertheless wounded by them, and was glad to escape them. Like 
many others of her class, she did not care much to be reminded of her 
moral debasement, and such it was Salizhofen's delight to do with so 
many needle-pricks, as it were. 

They had both turned about in quest of Erwin and his companion, 
and found them just at the moment when Olschmann's drunken out- 
burst was calling universal attention to the end of the middle hall. 

The terrified being whose hand Erwin had released from Olschmann's 
grip, nearly ready to sink with terror, took Salizhofen's arm almost 
without being conscious of what she was doing. He led -her quickly 
away from the crowd, while Coulisse skilfully accomplished the impro- 
vised exchange. The count, perceiving his advantage, paused after a 
few steps beneath the gallery in the far less crowded side hall, and 
begged his companion, whose arm still trembled violently with excite- 
ment, to avail herself of an empty chair that was standing there until 
she recovered from her fright 

From the mute submissiveness with which she followed his counsels 
could be seen how greatly she was in need of rest and quiet. Yet this 
exhaustion did not last long. In a very few moments, after bestowing 
a searching gaze upon Salizhofen, as though she would decide by his 
bearing what key he had to her individuality and movements, she arose, 
and had so far regained her composure as to request, in a thoroughly 
disguised voice, in which was no longer perceptible the slightest tremor, 
to be led back to her party. 

"Your orders shall be obeyed, my beautiful mask," he rejoined, 
« under one condition : that is, that I may remain your cavalier, and that 
you will permit me to return with you to the French ambassador's 
ball." 

The mask was utterly unable to conceal her surprise, but she soon 
recovered her equanimity suflSciently to reply that she had neither de- 
sire nor right to intrude there. 

With a credulous smile Count Salizhofen shrugged his shoulders, 
and asked, 

"Why deny this? One must choose one's confidantes more care- 
fully if one does not care to be betrayed by them." At her emphatic- 
ally-uttered « Prodigious !" it was his turn to be startled. What a 
^miliar sound there was in this exclamation ! He could not be deceived. 
The supposition that had formerly started up in his mind, and that he 
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had rejected as preposterous, now returned with the sharpness of cer- 
tainty. It was then really she ! 

« When one seeks adventures," quoth he, in the mocking tone that 
had become a second nature to him, " one must be prepared for the con- 
sequences. You will find it quite comprehensible that I should take a 
particular interest in your incognito, Baronin." 

« You give me a title to which I have no right," she replied, with 
much animation. "You are in error." 

" That's the usual way of talking." 

" Take me back to my escort. And once more let me repeat, you 
do not know me." 

The count nodded his head in acquiescence. 

"Very good; masquerade privileges prevail here, and I will pay 
heed to them," said he. " But it is not customary to make engage- 
ments for the whole tour, and partners are continually changed, accord- 
ing to chance. You must be contented with me until I am pleased to 
yield up my right to another." 

"That would be an unheard-of thing for Count Salizhofen, even 
though the right were, as in this case, an assumed one." 

" A la bonne heure / By your spiteful sally you at least acknow- 
ledge that you are acquainted with me, my beautiful mask, and without 
any return thrust, I shall simply allow it to be a stated fact" 

" There is surely nothing unusual in your being recognized at such a 
place." 

"Unless it is being recognized precisely by you at such a place. 
That, at least, could never have been anticipated. But I am forgetting 
myself^" he continued, with animation, almost with undue merriment ; 
" you assert that you are a stranger to me. Very well ; what harm is 
there in that? We will form an acquaintance now. You can come 
down to supper with me ; that is the custom here." 

"To which I do not propose conforming." 

"Oho!" cried he, with a triumphant side glance; "it is hardly worth 
your while to refuse. I mean that you shall go with me." 

"Never!" she cried indignantly, striving at the same time to with- 
draw her arm ; but Salizhofen held it tightly within his own. 

"Ah, you will not?" said he ; "but I will force you. If you call for 
aid, it will only give rise to a scandal, and I shall see your face, after all. 
Are you thinking of Herr von Schonberg ? Very good ; I would re- 
joice over the encounter. The more noise the better ; the more at- 
tention will be drawn to the affair, and to-morrow it will be in all the 
papers. Ha! I know you would rather drain a glass of champagne 
with me ; and I will be magnanimous — I will not once insist upon airing 
your mask. Are you content ?" 

"You are utterly shameless !" came in hollow tones from behind the 
mask ; but in vain did the little hand strive to free itself! 
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<< I will not release you ! Why not carry out what is ;dready com- 
menced ? Let us enjoy life ! What do we care for the paltry opinion 
of the world ? Long live pleasure ! long live love !" 

There was a demoniac expression in the tones of his voice and in 
the malicious twinkle of his eyes. With skilful force he drew the re- 
sisting mask forward into the middle hall, when suddenly a hand was 
placed upon his shoulder from behind, while at the same time Coulisse's 
voice was heard in a warning : 

« Almost midnight" The arm of the mask at his side trembled, and 
finally succeed^ in freeing itself. Salizhofen turned and found himself 
&ce to face with ErWin and Bokel. 

«< There seems to have been an accidental exchange of partners, 
Herr Gra^" said Erwin, with cold irony. « I hasten to restore to you 
your lady." 

« Ah, if you demand back your lady in exchange — " began the count, 
defiantly ; but he did not conclude the sentence, as Erwin here inter- 
rupted him with cutting politeness. 

« By no means," said he, coldly surveying her for whose warning he 
had ceased to feel gratitude, since she had so markedly repulsed him, 
and, as he must suppose, sought refuge with Count Salizhofen — " by no 
means ; I have not missed her." 

A low exclamation, almost a groan, became audible upon these words, 
but he was left in doubt as to which of the dominos had uttered it> for 
just at this moment the orchestra struck up a quadrille, and taking ad- 
vantage of the bustle and stir caused by the different couples hurrjring 
to their places, the three dominos had gained the door of the ladies' 
dressing-room in a trice, as though acting upon a previous agreement 

Count Salizhofen hurried after them, while the painter contented him- 
self with watching their flight 

« BH des Teufels Gemskrikeln, 2l hair-brained set !" laughed Bokel, 
finally. « But I must confess that I found my little one amusing. I 
declare she knows me through and through. But that's no wonder ; 
neither is her sparkling wit any novelty to me ; I had occasion to defend 
myself from it often enough this summer. .Now what say you, doctor — 
don't we two perfectly understand who each of these dominos con- 
ceals ?" 

Erwin did not by any means enter into this cheerful tone, v 

" Let us drop this," he replied, gravely. « I believe it will be wisest 
to maintain silence concerning the whole occurrence." 

« There I agree with you. One thing, however, you must grant me. 
My Indian penetration did not leave me in the lurch this time. But 
you take this news about the conspiration terribly to heart ; you look 
as grave over it as Sarastro, the saintly gray-beard. Come, let us 
drive away these masquerade hobgoblins from our minds with a steam- 
ing glass of punch." 
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Erwin shook his head. Putting Bokel off with promises for another 
occasion, he abruptly left him. 

Meanwhile, Count Salizhofen was endeavoring to overtake the escaped 
domino, for he was by no means inclined to permit the adventure to 
end thus. His senses were agitated, the blood rushed madly through 
his veins, a tumult of wild passion had gained possession of him, com- 
pletely overthrowing all calm reflection and carrying him into the most 
eccentric actions. 

He reached the dressing-room too late ; the door was already closed, 
but as he approached, one of the masks caught against a nail near the 
door, her domino was torn o£^ and he could plainly see that she wore 
a ball-dress of sea-green satin, white mull and blond. In a moment 
she succeeded in disentangling herself, and then disappeared. 

Count Salizhofen was not the man to pause, out of consideration for 
others, when he had so nearly reached his goal. Upon such occasions 
the true coarseness of his character broke through the elegant gloss 
that usually concealed it. This he boastfully called energy ; and many 
persons, whose perceptions were equally devoid of keenness, agreed with 
him, and praised his decision and manly determination, while in reality 
no one was more lacking in these than himself. 

Seizing the door-knob, he Was about forcing his way without further 
ceremony into the room reserved exclusively for ladies, when one of the 
three dominos glided through the open door. 

" They will be back again presently ; only have a little patience," 
came soothingly from Coulisse's voice. " The stranger tore her out- 
side wrap nearly to pieces, and just wants to pin it together." 

" You are cheating me — they are trying to steal away," he replied, 
distrustfully. 

Coulisse burst into a most derisive peal of laughter. 

« Don't trouble yourself," said she, so soon as she could command 
her voice ; « they have already succeeded in making their escape. The 
dressing-room has a double exit. You must content yourself with 
me." 

Salizhofen gave way to an outburst of the most furious wrath. 

« Let the devil content himself with you, witch !" cried he, passion- 
ately. « If I only had you alone, I should give you a good thrashing, 
shame-faced Hecate !" Giving utterance in hissing tones to some still 
harsher invectives, he impetuously forced his way into the dressing- 
room. 

The dancer was left in just such a frame of mind that she would 
have delighted in an opportunity to make use of her nails, only that it 
would have been the ruin of her gloves. Suddenly she was accosted 
by Huldrich, who was coming up the stairs from the subterranean re- 
freshment regions. 

« Ah, at last ! at last ! The black domino with the sea-green £ivor," 

18 
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he whispered, with most enraptured mien ; « you have long kept your 
adorer languishing for your presence, Coulisse." 

He seemed to think it proper, however, to maintain silence concerning 
the manner in which he had meanwhile been consoling himself with the 
jockey who raved so beautifully about his poetry. The fact was, that 
after having sacrificed a flask of champagne to the adorer of his " Songs 
to Beauty," she had left him for an officer. He, the poet, to have a 
hussar lieutenant, who was doubtless a stranger to all literature, pre- 
ferred before him ! Oh, shame and humiliation ! He would write a 
thundering « feuilleton " article. He would attack the brutal soldiery, 
who, notwithstanding the late defeat, had the upper-hand everywhere, 
and instead of intelligence, appropriated comely jockeys. The arrogance 
of this class should be broken ! 

What joy and surprise for Huldrich when, directly upon the just- 
experienced humiliation, a brilliant victory seemed suddenly to loom 
up before him ! 

« You appear just at the right time," exclaimed Coulisse, with great 
animation, and without paying the slightest heed to his speech. *< I 
am seeking a revenge. Will you be the man to offer me a helping 
hand ?" 

« Can you doubt it, divine Peri !" he protested, emphatically. 

"Very good, then. The fact is, I hate this nest from the bottom of 
my soul. Will you be my travelling companion ?" 

" Certainly ; but in what direction ?" stammered Huldrich, to whom the 
idea was rather sudden, and who involuntarily thought of his Wilhelmine. 

" Anywhere — only away, away ! Here it is flat and tiresome ; every- 
thing goes at a snail's pace here. I'll tell you what — let's go to Paris. 
Will you, or will you not ? Because if you won't, I must find some one 
who will." 

"But such a move must be first considered," he ejaculated. 

"Very good ! you can consider it down stairs. Come, I am hungry 
and must have some supper." With these words she took his arm 
without further ado, and hurried him to the stairs leading to the refresh- 
ment-room. Huldrich was filled with new pride at this singular propo- 
sition, although at bottom he looked upon it as a mere jest With one 
sweeping argument he could prove his superiority over the privileged 
class. Heinrich Horatio Huldrich, the celebrated poet of the "Songs 
to Beauty," the dreaded Don Juan, had other conquests to show than 
those of an ignorant hussar lieutenant who might attract the best hungry 
rat, but had no means of baiting the renowned dancer, the much sought-* 
after Coulisse. 

Meanwhile, Salizhofen had stormed through the dressing-room like a 
madman. Hastily traversing the room and the corridor, he strode past 
the doorkeeper and reached the entrance of the building. 

Too late ! At that very moment a hackney-coach rolled away, and it 
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seemed to him that a mocking laugh from within ^mote upon his ear. 
He had not even been able to ascertain the number of the coach. He 
was about to spring into another carriage to follow them, when he re- 
membered having left his overcoat in the gentlemen's dressing-room. 
Although annoyed at the delay, he consoled himself with the thought 
that unless he were greatly in error he would lose nothing by it. 

«To the French ambassador's ! Drive as fast as your animals can 
go," he cried to the driver, as he threw himself into a hackney-coach a 
few moments later, and the sum of money he pressed into the man's 
hand must have been an effectual support to his words, for the coach 
dashed through the streets as though impelled by a steam-engine. 

The hackney-coach that preceded them could not have lost much 
time, either, for they did not succeed in overtaking it. Nothing was 
left Salizhofen but to obtain some clue, if possible, at the door. Slip- 
ping a bank-note into the porter's hand, he asked whether a domino 
had not just gone in. 

The man stoutly maintained that he had seen none recently, although 
he did remember that in the course of the evening several forms en- 
veloped in black dominos had glided past. That was a very common 
occurrence, however, as many masks alighted from their carriages in 
the street and came through the gate on foot to save time. The count, 
not caring to attract attention, asked no further questions, and shook 
his head in the negative when the obsequious Cerberus inquired if he 
should take particular notice henceforth and report. 

Swiftly Count Salizhofen mounted the brilliantly illumined, carpeted 
stairway. He was out of humor with the unsuccessful chase, and he 
was forced to admit that there must be some mistake, for that the pur- 
sued had taken a circuitous route, and would arrive later, seemed entirely 
improbable. Yet he was impelled to convince himself of the truth as 
speedily as possible. To be sure, this had its difficulties, since the suite 
of apartments could not be inspected with one glance. Once having 
gained the dancingrhall, Salizhofen paused a while. What a contrast to 
the scenes he had just left ! It really seemed as though a peculiarly aris- 
tocratic atmosphere prevailed within these glittering halls. Attentively 
he surveyed the throng of beautiful women and distinguished guests in 
general. 

The signal for unmasking must have just been given, for there reigned 
paramount an indescribable confusion ; all were laughing and talking to- 
gether, and rejoicing over the coming scenes of recognition, surprises 
and rectified misunderstandings. H s eye vainly sought Natalie, yet it 
was some time before he could be lully convinced that she was not in 
the midst of this dazzling and brilliant throng. 

With some difficulty he made his way into the adjacent room, 
scanning it as quickly as possible, without any result; and now he was 
convinced that he must either have reached here before her, or else 
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that she could not have appeared at this fite at all. That he had not 
been mistaken regarding the domino's identity grew more and more 
firmly rooted in his mind. Slowly he turned back, musing over what 
course he had best pursue, and was now detained by one, now by 
another, acquaintance, until he reached the door of a card-room which 
he had previously passed without looking in, as he knew this to be 
chiefly frequented by elderly ladies and gentlemen. He was pretty 
certain that Natalie's aunt could be found here too, and, impelled by a 
feeling of curiosity, he stepped upon the threshold, where he suddenly 
stood still as one petrified. 

There at the green table, her hard profile turned toward him, sat 
Princess Wiidingen, and behind her chair stood Natalie, whispering a 
few words into her ear while the cards were being shuffled. , 

Was it a deception of his senses ? had he been mistaken before ? or 
did Natalie possess the gift of necromancy ? 

No, no ; he was outwitted. She had probably reached the palace 
shortly before him, and had glided into the card-room while he was 
seeking her. He had not been in error before, he knew : that was the 
same sea-green satin dress, to which corresponded the wreath of sea- 
weeds twined through the artistically-arranged, powdered hair ; the 
same soft mull over-dress in the form of a peignoir with rich blond 
trimming, the same costly, fanciful costume of which he had seen a 
portion, if only transitorily. Doubt was no longer possible. 

With triumphant smile he approached Natalie, and his flashing eyes 
sought hers, as she now lobked up in the act of turning fi-om her aunt 
to leave the room. She seemed perfectly calm and unconstrained, yet 
was graver and more serious than usual. 

"You see," said he, approaching her, «I have hastened, Baronin 
Natalie, to continue our interrupted conversation." 

« Were you the mask I was talking to a while ago ?" asked she, look- 
ing up in apparent astonishment. « Tell me as proof what mask you 
wore." 

« Ah, I see you at least cling persistently to yours," he rejoined, sar- 
castically. « I must compliment you upon your powers of self-con- 
trol. Nevertheless, I am hiaster of your secret, and can betray it if I 
choose. Either you will pay me the price I demand, or I shall have 
my revenge for the betrayal of our schemes." 

" Aha ! Then you admit yourself to-day that you can be bought, 
and yesterday you pretended to t-^lce my remark as an insult." 

"That depends upon the price," he replied, softly and slowly. 
•* There are many things that can only be mentioned between two." 

"Then I beg of you to mention none of them to me," interrupted 
Natalie, sharply, " for whatever the price may be, I am not inclined to 
pay for anything that is worthless to me." 

« Beware, Natalie ! You know that I love you ; I have told you so 
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often enough, and now when your reputation, your honor, are in my 
hands, you must listen to me." 

<( My reputation and my honor in your hands !" ejaculated Natalie, 
ironically. "You are greatly mistaken, count. Calumnies you can, of 
course, originate, but you have no proof to bring forward in support of 
them. I do not know what you may have running through your mind, 
but I would warn you to beware of what you do. My brother will not 
fail to demand satisfaction for any insult offered me." 

« Ah ! you threaten, my beautiful domino ?" laughed Count Salizhofen, 
derisively, and as he spoke his eye wandered over her dress and became 
riveted upon one point in the trimming. «But it is quite possible there 
may have existed a treacherous nail which emphatically characterized 
your escape, although it could not hioder it. A rent in a lady's reputa- 
tion is not so readily remedied as one in her blond trimming, when it 
is a reminiscence of a public masquerade ball. What do you say to 
that proof?" 

She followed in startled surprise the direction of his glances, but re- 
covered herself immediately and rejoined, shrugging her shoulders : 

"One must learn to put up with the absurdities of gentlemen over 
such a trifling malheur. What you expect to prove by it I do not 
know, and I honestly confess that your incomprehensible allusions are 
beginning to grow tiresome." 

Salizhofen, whose face was unusually flushed, bit his lips and his 
eyes flashed dangerously. 

" Do not defy me, Natalie," said he ; "I might otherwise, as I have 
just told you, turn betrayer." 

" I do not envy you this proud consciousness," replied she calmly, 
making a movement to go. 

He stepped before her, partially barring her way, exclaiming eagerly, 
as he did so : 

« Hear me first to the end before you go. You repulse me, and heap 
insult upon insult. Ah ! in order to do this without fear, you must hold 
my character in high esteem, and must entertain a firm conviction of 
my affection. I do not know whether you love the gentleman for 
whose sake you ran such risk to-night, but I do know that he does not 
love you, or else as a man of honor his course would have been dif- 
ferent I am not addressing you in enigmas ; you understand roe, 
Natalie ; you know well enough what I mean when I tell you that your 
family, especially the princess, will never consent to a union with Herr 
von Schonberg." 

Natalie slowly and coldly turned her head, and surveyed him over her 
shoulder. 

" Wherefore so many words ?" she asked, wearily ; « I was not aware 
that I was desirous of this consent." 

^ You mean, then, to act against the will of your fstmily ?" 

18* 
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" I never thought of such a thing. You can make your mind easy 
upon that score ; I propose no union with Herr von Schonberg." 

« Ah !" exclaimed Salizhofen, in surprise, adding at once, eagerly and 
mournfully : " Well, in that case I tannot see why you are unwilling to 
lend ear to my protestations. I love you, Natalie ; I have never felt 
it so clearly and irresistibly as to-night Upon my honor, I could be 
guilty the folly of offering you my hand." 

Once more she contemptuously shrugged her shoulders, but there 
was more humor than sharpness in the words she uttered in response : 

« But I, never of the foUy of accepting it You may therefore offer 
without any danger ; you will not be held to your word." 

In the distance had been heard for some minutes the introduction of a 
waltz, and the card-players, having just finished their rubber, now arose. 
Time pressed ; Salizhofen could not long speak undisturbed with Natalie. 

« And what if I repeat my offer seriously, and in the face of the whole 
world ?" asked he, in a loud tone, that might be heard by any one stand- 
ing near. 

" I am very sorry," she replied, in the same tone, while a smile flitted 
over her face, « but you see that I am already engaged." With these 
words she took the arm of the tall cuirassier cavalry captain who had 
been bowing himself toward her, and left the room, leaving Salizhofen 
fairly gnashing his teeth with rage. 

Anger and vexation were boiling within. Before he could arrive at 
any decision regarding what course he should pursue, the princess 
tapped him upon the shoulder with her fan. 

« I have not seen you the whole evening, mon cher comte^^ was her 
greeting. " I see you are not en masque; where have you been ?" 

« Searching for the man whom your highness asked after yesterday," 
he replied, with difficulty controlling himself. « I have found him." 

« Is it possible ! That is like you — always active, always on the 
alert for our great and glorious cause." 

The count accepted the flattery with a low bow. 

" The discovered treasure is still buried in the wilderness," he ex- 
plained — « is yet a diamond in the rough. It is the curate at Rothensee." 

" At Rothensee ? sure enough !" interrupted the princess, with great 
animation. « I have heard the man myself. You are right, count ; I 
will see to it at once. Ah, your eye is really astonishingly sharp. It 
is a great art to judge correctly, a^id of this art you are master. 
Apropos — what was the trouble just now between you and Natalie ? 
Toujours des querelles / Eh Hen / only do not let your warfare con- 
clude with a sudden treaty of peace — it would not suit either of you." 

Yet a playful tap with the fan, yet a smile, and she rustled away, 
leaving the count alone with his wrath. 

« Ah, it appears I am to take a hint from this quarter that I am not 
considered eligible. Well, well — we shall see !" 
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CHAPTER VI. 

OVERWHELMING HONORS. 

THE next morning, Erwin awakened feeling so weary and enervated 
that, contrary to his usual custom, he lay still until finally a second 
brief^ dreamless sleep renewed, in a measure, the freshness and elas- 
ticity of his muscles and nerves. 

Thus it was rather late in the forenoon before he was ready to go 
out. He was in no mood at all for work ; the mere thought of reading 
was distasteful to him, so utterly incapable did he feel of concentrating 
his mind upon any abstract object ; the very attempt would, he knew, 
engender physical pain. 

Just as he was about sallying forth from his lodgings, to betake him- 
self to the coffee-house where he and Bokel usually met to look over 
the daily papers before partaking of their noonday meal, he received 
the official announcement of the seizure of the journal in which his 
article had appeared. The rapid procedure did not in the least surprise 
him ; it was no more than he had expected, for he well knew that, not- 
withstanding the shattered condition of the ministry and the plainly- 
indicated results of the forthcoming elections, every nerve was being 
strained by the present office-holders to modify these, in view of mak- 
ing them eventually accrue to their own benefit There was even a 
most strenuous effort afloat to institute $uits against the signers of 
those petitions expressing the wishes of the voters and of the common- 
wealth generally for a liberal, manly resistance to the annulment of the 
constitution. It was a singular occurrence for a system already totter- 
ing upon the brink of destruction to be suddenly invested with perfect 
freedom to make a last effort at regaining its power. 

Erwin had watched the cruel as well as hazardous experiment with 
the utmost interest, and was now in no danger of deceiving himself. 
He well knew that no exception would be made in his &vor, but that, 
on the contrary, proceedings would go on with full vigor. The govern- 
ment seemed to him like a ship driven by the storm against a dangerous 
clifi^ that casts out its anchor of deliverance unmindful of the injury its 
sharp scoop may cause perchance to some delicate coral structure, and yet 
£uls to preserve the leaky vessel from destruction. 

He bent his footsteps first of all to the office of a celebrated advo* 
cate, to whom he stated the case briefly as possible, for he soon saw 
that claims were being made from all quarters upon the time of the 
much-occupied man. Before they parted, the legal friend, who had 
just come from court, dropped something about a second suit that 
would shortly be instituted against Erwin, of which he had to-day heard 
a rumor. As nearly as he could remember, it concerned some arbitrary 
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proceedings at an unlicensed assemblage, inflammatory speeches and 
poems, etc. 

What Erwin had set down amongst the improbabilities the night 
previous was now actually authenticated. The warning regarding the 
conspiracy formed against him was fully corroborated. Then Natalie 
had not, as he had presumed, in her ignorance of law conjured up from 
the malicious utterances and sterife plans of his opponents a threat- 
ening phantom, but he really had to deal with a skilifully-conceived tis- 
sue of slanders. 

There could be no doubt of the result of a suit based thus utterly 
upon lies, yet he felt embittered over the incredible audacity of his 
accusers ; he felt almost insulted in the dignity of his manhood that it 
could be possible for others to satisfy their revenge and hatred through 
such low means. 

"Oh, ye absurd idealists who prate about equality!" he angrily re- 
flected, "seek first to invest humanity with an equal proportion of 
nobility of sentiment, otherwise the inequality and diversity will exist 
for ever in spite of your shallow theories. Ye will clothe all mankind 
in similar garments, and yet have no means of altering the fact that 
whilst one may wallow in the mire, the other will preserve his garment 
pure and unspotted. Or will ye drag all down, perchance, into the mire 
of equality.?" 

Such were his thoughts as he stood at one of the windows of his 
lodgings, after having dined and taken a long walk, watching the play 
of the sunbeams upon the glittering mass of snow. To-day, of all 
times, he felt content at having failed to meet Bokel either at the coflFee- 
house or at the inn. The painter was doubtless laid up with a head- 
ache, from the eflects of last night's steaming bowl of punch, or was 
perhaps dining elsewhere by invitation. 

But this chain of thoughts soon gave place to another, from which it 
seemed as though he could not permanently free himself. He had 
spun it out half the night and morning through, and as warp and woof 
flew busily to and fro, a heavy, indestructible web came into existence ; 
this was the resolution to tear out of his heart to its deepest roots his 
unfortunate attachment. 

Even though the half-smothered yet still gently-flickering love for 
Natalie had been kindled into new flames through his meeting with the 
enigmatical maiden, yet the decision with which she for the second 
time drew a barrier between him and herself wounded hjm so deeply 
that he must have been far less proud, or far more nearly bound to 
Natalie, not to have been cooled by it to the freezing point 

His heart, it is true, zealously opposed itself to this. It was re- 
peatedly conjuring up new excuses for her behavior. Had not the 
singular girl given him an undoubted proof of her love through the 
hazardous step she had taken ? Did not the trembling of the little 
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hand, the luminous sparkle of those unfathomable eyes, betray more to 
him than any confession ? But no, no ; just as eagerly as with him 
had Natalie conversed later with the count The exchange could not have 
been brought about so promptly without a previous agreement, he said 
to himself, and Coulisse only followed the directions that had been 
given her in walking so silently by his side until the deception was 
betrayed by several insignificant trifles — her gloves, her movements, the 
no longer visible powdered locks. 

No; she had been lured* on by the idea of a gay adventure; the 
charm lay in the boldness of the enterprise ; she was merely guided by 
the caprice of the moment. Did she not acknowledge herself that in 
that for him ever-memorable evening she had been merely carried away 
by a moment of weakness ? He had felt her clinging arms about his 
neck, her burning lips had sought his own, and now she asserted that 
even a sister might kiss a brother, implying that she had merely 
yielded to a passing impulse. Could she thus easily set aside all 
scruples ? and had not she perhaps kissed others like brothers ? 

An unspeakable bitterness filled Erwin's heart. He had given his 
unbounded affection to this girl in perfect faith and confidence, and 
the precious gift was received as a fleeting dream, as the fragrance of 
a flower which any moment may lie, torn to pieces by busy fingers, un- 
heeded upon the ground, to be carelessly trodden under foot. But the 
more humiliated he had felt by this contemptuous trifling with his 
devotion, the more intense was the reaction. Twice had he been 
informed by Natalie that a union between them was out of the ques- 
tion, and it would have appeared to him a pitiable weakness had he 
continued to think of such a thing after this. His whole nature revolted 
against a vain languishing for the fulfilment of impossible hopes. His 
was no Jacob's nature, that could serve on for an interminable length 
of time; and besides, for him love without reciprocation was an ab- 
surdity — an impossibility. 

What Erwin alone could love — mind, heart and character — had failed 
to endure the test; his own imagination alone had endowed Natalie 
with this triple crown of glory. Her mind appeared to him now little 
more than the brilliancy of a polished Rhine-stone, ^er heart like an 
artificial flower, devoid of life or perfume. The swift vibrations of 
her throbbing pulse alone caused the tender, often humid, gaze of her 
eyes, her changeftil impulses alone guided her movements, which, 
from their utter want of consistency, displayed not a trace of either 
mind or a faf deeper, more soul-felt attribute. Of character he could 
no longer see a trace in this eternally wavering, restless, illogical being. 

Believing himself to be perfectly clear upon all these points, Erwin 
queried what there was left for him to love in the woman who had 
turned from him with such indifference. Her beauty, perhaps? Yet 
this alone never awakens love in strong men, although it may affect the 
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senses ; but Erwin was too morally strict in character to be swayed by 
these.^ Natalie had not deceived him — he had deceived himself. No 
word from her lips had given him any right to esteem her nobler, better 
or deeper than so many of her kind, or to presume the existence of 
any profound affection upon her part His imagination had created an 
ideal, invested with her features ; therefore it was but natural that his 
blindly-adored idol should crumble to the dust. 

He was ashamed of himself and vowed that henceforth he would be 
strong against the seductive voices of his own imagination. Natalie 
was right ; he, too, had been seized unawares by a moment of weak- 
ness, and carried away by it Now that he was aware of the enemy, 
as of the weak point of his position, he was safe from a second sur- 
prise. 

From this multitudinous throng of thoughts Erwin was suddenly 
aroused by the entrance of the letter-carrier. 

Surprised, he read what Huldrich wrote him : 

" Dear Friend : 

" I thus address you, for our late little controversy has no power to make any 
alteratioiis in my feelings, at all events. More sensibly than ever, in the moment 
that I am about to forsake my accustomed surroundmgs and pilot my eventful 
existence out upon the trackless ocean, do I feel the need of turning to a ^end 
and placing my testament in his hands. Do not be alarmed ; it is not my death 
that is in Question, only my temporary disappearance from the circle of my ad- 
mirers in this place. 

" If I have aught to console me, it is that everywhere I may go, even beyond 
the boundaries of Germany, I shall still find souls that are akin, that have echoed 
in response to the feeliiigs and aspirations of my German songs. Just now there 
is being prepared in Paris — as you will perhaps be kind enough to inform the 
readers of our journal — a translation of my first book of * Songs to Beauty ;' it 
will shortly appear under the title of *• Hommage hla Beauti,^ I will myself see 
to the proof-sheets. 

" Yes, you may as well know it — and I implore your discretion in regard to 
every man and every woman, especially my wife, for about twenty-four hours — 
I am on my way to Paris ; yet not alone. Envy me, dearest friend ; the railroad 
train bears me away in company with one of our most prominent artistes. Terp- 
sichore will mourn, the upper tier of the chorographical circles of the N. 
Theatre be orphaned, the forsaken scions of the haute aristocrattty as well as the 
jeunesse dorSe, hurl a thousand envious imprecations after the ravisher. This 
proud consciousness will only serve to heighten my bliss, for — moderate your 
Doundless astonishment if you can — I am eloping with Jupiter's and my own' 
Europa — the divine Coulisse. 

" Oh, I know beforehand all that you will say ; yet cast no stone upon me in 
your moral indignation ; I cannot do otherwise. Love has taken possession of 
me, the mature man, with such overwhelming force that it has carried all before 
it Could I coldly shut my heart to this ravishing woman who finds her life- 
happiness in it alone ? I would- never be the bard of the * Songs to Beauty,* 
were it in my power to cruelly resist 

" Wilhelmine will be completely beside herself, I know ; but could I spare 
her this experience ? With my hand upon my heart I say — no ! * Lightly come, 
lightly go.' Do you remember that profound proverb ? As I became hers, so 
she now loses me— that is the eternal revenge of the history of the world. I 
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give the poor woman into your hands. Console her ; help her to bear up ; stand 
by her in her forsaken position — only, for God's sake, tell her not whither I 
have gone, else in her first rage she would have the heart to follow after me, or 
at least obtain a telegraphic hold upon me. I verily believe she could be trans- 
formed into a Medea over her Jason, if she had children. 

" Persuade her, in default of assailable pledges of our wedded life, to content 
herself with the rble of Ariadne on the isle of Naxos ; although truly I must 
entertain a slight doubt whether her charms, even unfolded h la Dannecker's 
famous group, would serve to touch Bacchus. If so, he must be a short-sighted 
young divinity who has lost his lorgrum, 

" The despatch with which we were obliged to undertake our journey pre- 
vented me from settling all my affairs in accordance with proper legal form. 
Endeavor to pacify Wilhelmine. I am ready to accord her the most perfect 
freedom by way of reparation, and leave it open with her to take the first steps 
for a divorce, unless she would prefer to wear the marriage fetters, which she 
may render as light as she chooses, with a name that is becoming rapidly cele- 
brated. She may make her mind perfectly easy so far as I am concerned, for I 
shall never institute my claims, and never demand reckoning over her steward- 
ship of my honor confided to her care. I am no Othello, and entertain the most 
• liberal maxims, which I am now about to put into practice. 

" For the liquidation of the travelling expenses I was to-day compelled to 
draw a trifling sum in advance from the proprietor of our journal. Of course I could 
give no clue to my project Have the kindness to go to him and make the case 
clear. I am by no means desirous of withdrawing my assistance from the journal, 
but will write from Paris original articles calculated to make Heine blush in his 
grave with envy. The editorship of the * feuilleton * you might undertake your- 
sel£ Next to myself, I know of no one more adapted to fill the place, only you 
must make an effort to work more into th« technique — I might say into the 
'colorit.' 

" With this I defray my obligation for your discretion in assuming the respon- 
sibility of my piquant intercalation in your article. You might as well now, 
without further ceremony, mention my name, for at the seizure your manuscript 
was confiscated, and my handwriting betrayed the part I played in its author- 
ship. I love the most unlimited personal freedom, and am a sworn enemy of 
every attempt that is prejudicial to it ; it is, therefore, highly advisable upon this 
account that I exchange my residence in this locality for that of the modern 
Babel. 

** To-morrow night I will cross the French borders, and day after to-morrow 
the astonished Residenz will read in our journal the pihuant announcement of 
how Apollo and the muse of the dance together sallied forth from Olympus. I 
will send you materials for one of the most amusing * feuilleton' articles, which 
all the world will devour, but I beg of you to write it, my dear friend, as I my- 
self would have written it. Heinrich Horatio Huldrich. 

** One thing more. Should this letter reach you before the train starts, I beg 
of you not to come to the ddpot. Gladly as I would take personal leave of you, 
it would affect me too deeply ; besides, I would wish to spare the tender feelings 
of my dear companion. You understand me — this is a case of great delicacy. 
From Paris I will impart to you my address, and later send you a copy of the 
French edition of the * Songs to Beauty.' You will do me the favor to give 
notice of the same with a few words of warm praise ; and if we never meet 
again, think kindly of the Above-signed." 

Perhaps Huldrich's effusions would have continued to a still greater 
length, but the fourth side of the sheet was exhausted. 

£rwin had with difficulty deciphered the contemptible, scarcely legible 
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writing. In the beginning astonishment supplanted every other feeling. 
Several times he had been irresistibly impelled to laughter, but npon 
the whole the letter made a very unpleasant impression upon him. 
This mingling of boundless vanity and youthful frivolity in a man of 
Huldrich's years appeared to him upon reflection as being less comical 
than pitiable, for that the gray-haired Don Juan was the dupe of the 
wary, pleasure-loving dancer he did not for a moment doubt. 

The most disagreeable part of it was, that Huldrich had chosen him 
for his confidant, and commissioned him to appease Fniu Wilbelmine 
and the proprietor of the journal 

While he was turning over in his mind what he had better do Brst, 
be heard a slight disturbance in the corridor, and directly thereupon 
a gentle knock at his door. Upon his << Come in," the simpering face 
of his landlady was thrust into the room, and in a mysterious whisper 
she informed him that some one wished to speak with him. 

« The lady was shown up here by the people down stairs," added 
she, t^and came to me to inquire for you. You might have told me 
something of this before. Don't you know that when one has grown 
daughters such a visitor — " 

A further dissertation upon the impropriety of such visitors in a 
bouse where there were " grown daughters " was cut short by the 
entrance of the visitor herself, before Erwin had so much as had an 
opportunity to apprise his troubled landlady of his astonishment. This 
astonishment grew rapidly when the lady, after having closed the door 
behind her, tottered directly toward the old black divan, and sank down 
upon it with a heart-rending sigh. 

The twilight in the apartment and the heavy black veil over her face 
rendered recognition impossible. In the first moment Erwin's heart 
almost stood still, for the thought that it might prove to be Natalie, who 
was now seeking him out here in his lodgings, as last evening at the 
masquerade, quivered through him like a lightning flash, paralyzing his 
every muscle. For a second the result of all his previous reflections 
passed off as so much steam in the seething heat of his blood, but 
returned to him again more swiftly than the movement of the pendulum 
in the clock of the Black Forest. 

"It is unheard of! it is horrible! Advise me, help me, Herr von 
Schonberg !" groanefl the lady, throwing aside the veil that had con- 
cealed her features. 

A sensation of positive shame now overcame Erwin at thought of 
the supposition he had entertained. He appeared to himself in the 
light of a conceited coxcomb, who fancies that everything transpiring 
around him concerns himself, and even dreams of the actual occurrence 
of impossibilities if they be flattering to his vanity. He accused him- 
self of being romantic, and found the shame he experienced but just 
This feeling, and the remembrance of the letter he had just read, reo- 
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dered him as embarrassed as if he were the culprit instead of Huldrich, 
whose wife sat before him in apparently inconsolable grief 

How much did Frau Wilhelmine know ? What brought her to him ? 
what could he say ? what should he do ? 

"I do not know, Frau Huldrich," he finally began, confusedly, "how 
I can serve you. Your visit takes me so completely by surprise — '' 

« Ah, yes, yes ; I feel myself the awkwardness of the position, '' she 
interrupted, with a fluency that excitement and jealousy alone were ever 
able to impart to her. '< It is one more false semblance that may give 
rise to preposterous suppositions concerning the nature of our rela- 
tions." 

Involuntarily Erwin started back and viewed his lady visitor with 
surprise, even with solicitude. 

<< Our relations ?" he repeated, as one who is not sure of having 
heard correctly. 

« Yes ; those that are imputed to us. Oh, it is fearful to have to 
endure thus the accusations of a blind jealousy ! Fearful I And not 
to know how far the unhappy man may go in his delusion — ^whether it 
may not even lead him to suicide ! Oh ! that would be too horrible ! 
Herr von Schonberg, I entreat you, I implore you, to do all that lies in 
your power to set aside this atrocious suspicion, for which I, at least, 
have never given Huldrich any occasion ; I vow it — not even in 
thought. Whatever may have been your wishes, to whatever you may 
have been capable of being led, this you must concede to me '' — here 
she laid her hand upon her heart and dropped her eyes with coy re- 
serve — " I have certainly never encouraged these hopes, and have 
never given you any cause to think lightly or contemptuously of me." 

Erwin passed his hand slowly across his brow. What else could he 
suppose than that he was in the presence of one who had suddenly 
become insane ? Had her habitual jealousy led her so far, or had she 
already received tidings of the elopement, and through the shock and 
excitement been deprived of what little reason she possessed ? He 
wanted to consider what course to pursue, and to gain time he replied : 

« I beg of you, Frau Huldrich, to accept the assurance of my entire 
esteem. I cannot imagine who could originate such an unfounded and 
atrocious suspicion." 

«< Who ? Why, Huldrich," cried the poor woman, giving way to a 
flood of tears, which was not particularly calculated to have a pleasura- 
ble effect upon Erwin's temper. 

«< Huldrich ?" he echoed, with the accent of incredulity. 

« Who else ?" sobbed she. " Oh ! this suspicion may have the 
most hideous results — the most hideous ; therefore I implore you to set 
it aside as soon as possible. I first noted the existence of such petty 
jealousy day before yesterday, when Huldrich came home and found 
you with me. I placed no importance upon it then, more than to con- 
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sider it a proof of my husband's yet undiminished love. Oh, these 
poets are so passionate, their hearts are so inflammable ; I always feared 
his affections would wander from me to another, and never dreamed 
that, instead, his passion for me would carry him to such an excess !" 

« For you ?" cried Erwin, almost involuntarily. 

She nodded her head, as though this fact was unanswerable. 

" He is gone — gone— disappeared. Oh, it lies with you to bring him 
back to me !" she wailed, wringing her hands. •< He may perhaps put 
an end to himself." 

Upon the latter point, at least, Erwin was fully able to calm the 
weeper's fears. She finally acknowledged that she scarcely thought 
herself that Heinrich was of a temperament apt to commit suicide, and 
that he had never displayed any propensity that way. On the contrary, 
he was remarkably fond of life. 

« But how do you know that he is away ?" he asked, and learned in 
reply that about an hour previous she had found a letter from him 
under her pincushion. 

"Here I have it," she added, fumbling in the pocket of her cloak 
and then in that of her dress ; but not being able in her excitement to 
find any letter, she cried : " I must have forgotten it ; but it is all one. 
I have read it over so often, that every word is imprinted upon my 
memory, every letter blazes out as distinctly as if written with a phos- 
phorescent stiletto upon a dark wall. < Perfidious woman !' is the 
superscription ; and fhen he proceeds thus : < Long enough have I 
allowed myself to be deceived in you ; this time you are unable, with all 
your wiles, to hoodwink me. As, forgetful of your duty, you left your 
first husband, so I now know you to be on the eve of deceiving me.* 
My God !" here wailed Frau Wilhelmine. « How can Heinrich have 
the heart to reproach me so cruelly with what I did for love of him ? 
Then he goes on," she continued : ♦< < When day before yesterday I first 
made the discovery, I allowed myself to be appeased by you ; since then 
I have obtained the most incontestable proofs of your relations with 
him—' " 

« With whom ? with whom ?" interrupted Erwin. 

« That comes later," she replied, and recited further : « < Go on as 
you have begun, deceitful being ; cast yourself faithlessly into his arms ; 
but do not think that I will patiently serve as a cloak for your sins. 
Revenge is my cry for wronged honor ! Revenge ! The step I now 
take, I take through revenge, and shudderingly you must acknowledge 
that you have driven me to it. An eye for an eye and a tooth for a 
tooth !' Is not this dreadful ?" she here ejaculated. "And now comes 
the conclusion : 

« < Never more shall you see me again ; torn asunder is the bond that 
united us — a world lies between us. I renounce you for ever \ Go, 
snake, and revel in thy treachery ! Look into your own heart, if you 
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have au atom of conscience ; but if you deny my accusations, I refer 
you to Herr von Schonberg. Let him henceforth provide for you. To 
the feeling of contempt within my breast you owe it that I do not 
utterly crush the seducer, but seek retaliation in other ways. Never- 
more yours. Heinrich Horatio.' And that was the end : < Never- 
more yours !' " she repeated, bursting anew into tears. 



CHAPTER VII. . 

A DEFEATED STROKE OF DIPLOMACY. 

THERE are times when the absurd borders so nearly upon the 
serious that the impressions they produce are not easily separated, 
and a mingled sensation is evoked to which one is obliged to yield 
against one's will. 

Even Erwin now both smiled and felt vexed ; and in his pity for the 
forsaken wife he hesitated whether he should maintain the secrecy im- 
posed upon him, .or whether it would be better to produce the letter he 
himself had received. Finally, he decided in favor of the first — a proof 
that Huldrich, at all events, possessed a knowledge of human nature, 
and knew with whom he had to deal. 

Frau Wilhelmine meanwhile alternated between sobs, groans of lam- 
entation and cries of despair, until she at last wound up with renewed 
entreaties for his intervention. 

"At bottom you alone are to blame," she added, with mild reproach. 
"You certainly must have inadvertently betrayed yourself." 

Erwin's patience was now exhausted. The scene had ceased to be 
ludicrous to him, and was beginning to be positively 'repulsive. He 
was upon the point of attempting some explanation with Huldrich's 
wife, just for the sake of getting clear of her, when the door opened 
once more, and the voice of his landlady was heard without. 

" Please walk in. Don't I tell you that he is at home ?" said she, 
this time without looking in. 

The light of the lamp she held in her hand fell upon the features of 
the gentleman she was ushering in, and Erwin recognized with annoyed 
surprise the fabrikbesitzer of St. Christoph. Having performed her 
mission, the landlady withdrew, muttering, in tones of holy horror, « Fie, 
fie ! A married woman !" 

Frau Huldrich now dropped her veil, and hastily disappeared through 
the same door by which Herr Leiteneder had entered. 

« May I take the liberty of inquiring to what circumstance I owe this 
visit?" asked Erwin. 



220 SPHINX, 

Leiteneder, who would shortly be documented the delegate of a party, 
proceeded in a roundabout way to broach his subject He began by 
regretting that Herr von Schonberg had been involved by that unlucky 
article in so disagreeable a lawsuit, and hinted that the latter might be 
withdrawn were the article only revoked. 

Erwin assured him that he was far from thinking of such a thing, 
and that the suit rather amused than annoyed him. 

Then Leiteneder went a step further : he referred to the faulty man- 
agement of the journal that was the avowed organ of his party, admitted 
that it was not productive of such results as might be expected from 
the enormous outlay it necessitated, and that a change of editorship 
was absolutely needful. Now, no one could better fill the position than 
Herr von Schonberg, who might without further ado consider himself 
sure of it, were he only willing to promise a trifling service in return. 

"Ah, I see," nodded Erwin. "The editorship is the price offered 
as a decoy bird ; undoubtedly now we will come to the merchandise. 
If that at all corresponds with the price, a good little piece of work will 
be demanded." 

" Bah I a mere trifle, as I told you — nothing more than a trifling ser- 
vice from your oratorical talent. You know the elections are at hand. 
You have already given proof of the influence you are capable of ex- 
ercising. Speak once more at Rothensee." 

« To recommend a candidate ?" 

"To be sure! How thoroughly we understand one another." 

" Verily, I should not greatly object to that." 

« Really, really ?" cried Leiteneder, springing up with delight " You 
can then put Salizhofen through without any difficulty. Will you try ?" 

Erwin had also risen to his feet 

« Put Count Salizhofen through !" quoth he, with most comical tran- 
quillity. " No ; such a thing never occurred to me. Emil Rosenau 
suits admirably for the position, and for him I will both speak and 
vote." 

So little had Leiteneder foreseen this turn of affairs that at first he 
scarcely credited his ears, and stood gaping at Erwin with wide-open 
mouth. 

" You evidently misunderstand me," stammered he, and it was needful 
for Erwin to repeat his intentions in decisive, unmistakable terms. 

« Yes ; but the editorship ?" ejaculated Leiteneder. « Do you think 
that it will be cast about your neck without any service on your part ?" 

"It would be as well to ask my permission before casting it about 
my neck," replied Erwin, sarcastically ; " and I would frankly state that 
I have no desire to vindicate or direct either the feudal lance or the 
clerical thunders of excommunication." Then, bowing low, he ironi- 
cally remarked, "I perfectly understand how to appreciate the honor 
accorded me, but evidently there has been some mistake about the in- 
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dividuaL The independence and self-reliance which you, mein Herr, 
had the goodness to acknowledge, I am inclined to preserve as inesti- 
mable treasures." 

The blood had mounted to the fabrikbesitzer's head ; his usually 
yellow £&ce looked now like a mask of Russian leather. The disap- 
pointment was almost too great to be borne after he had already gloried 
beforehand in the triumph of killing here two birds with one stone. As 
Salizhofen had been moved by the expressed wishes of the princess to 
hold fast at once to the name of Kaplan Steinhacke when it was so 
singularly brought up before him, so, too, Leiteneder's ambition had 
been aroused, and he had gone out to seek the man whom the good 
cause needed — the good cause that was so closely allied with his own. 

The plan which he had been brooding over, and upon whose success 
he had reckoned so implicitly that many promises were already made 
in connection with it, now seemed to have failed — to be irrevocably 
shattered. Reason enough to make him completely beside himself, 
when once convinced of the inconceivable fact that the man before him 
could not be bought at any price. A mortal who was above having his 
price seemed to his powers of comprehension simply a monstrosity. 

« Do you really mean that you will not speak for Salizhofen ?" he 
asked, after a long pause, as though still unconvinced. 

Erwin repeated his previous assertion that, upon the contrary, he 
would do his best to help Emil through, which would not be very diffi- 
cult, he added, with a smile of satisfaction. 

« Oh, there will be found a way to prevent your interference," now 
broke forth Leiteneder, heedless of all precaution. "You will over- 
throw the government, instigate the people against their employers, dis- 
seminate ideas of communism, reform the world, ruin the market-town, 
destroy commerce and trade, und ein dies und ein das. Oh ! proofs 
exist of all this, and use will be made of them. You expect to come 
out there and deliver at pleasure your seditious speeches ?" cried he, 
derisively. "You are mistaken, mein Herr! People who are under 
legal protest are excluded from the elections. No indulgence will be 
granted you, since you have so contemptuously rejected the hand held 
out to your aid. Oh, one will — one will — " 

Here the embittered little man's voice gave way, and in an agony of 
alarm he clutched at his throat. 

« I think it would be of undoubted advantage tb your larynx," coolly 
remarked Erwin, pointing with an unequivocal gesture to the door, 
« were you to cease all further expatiations, and grant me the privilege 
of being alone." 

"I understand — yes, I understand," murmured Leiteneder, carefully 
drawing together the scarf he wore about his neck. Then, placing 
his hat upon his head, he left the room, but upon the threshold he 
paused and cried bacl^ in anything but a threatening voice: "You 
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certainly do not expect me to go down stairs in tbe dark ! It is enough 
to break my neck, and I am, besides, not very sure-footed ; my knees 
seem to give way under me, and my sight is poor by night." 

Without waiting to hear further laments over the faulty and disturbed 
organism, Erwin strode hastily to the door, which he left open, and then 
proceeded directly along the corridor and knocked at the door of his 
landlady. When Frau Gelb made her appearance, he requested her to 
light his visitor down stairs. 

It was with no friendly mien that she obeyed him, nor could she help 
availing l^erself of this opportunity to give him a friendly reminder of 
what a shame and a scandal it was for him to have brought a married 
woman into a house where there were unmarried daughters, and assure 
him that it must not happen again, with more to like effect. Erwin 
felt no inclination to reply, and turned back at once to his room, where 
he locked himself in, to prevent further intrusion. Originally he had 
had no intention to go to Rothensee and there play a political role ; now, 
being convinced that Leiteneder and Count Salizhofen would strain 
every nerve to accomplish their designs, he speedily embraced the reso- 
lution to render their machinations vain, if possible. 

" If I cannot personally harangue you," said he, seating himself at 
his writing-table, " I will at least address you by letter, ye good Rothen- 
see folks. I am just in the right mood for it." 

Meanwhile, the fabrikbesitzer descended several flights of stairs until 
he reached the landing, from whence the stairway was lighted down the 
rest of the way. Before dismissing Frau Gelb, however, he begged 
her to remain with her candle until he had looked over a letter he held 
in his hand, and during its perusal his face brightened up wonderfully. 

Whilst Erwin had been absent summoning his landlady, the light 
streaming through the open door from his lamp had rendered visible a 
crumpled-up letter, lying upon the floor, and Leiteneder had instinct- 
ively taken possession of it. He did not remember having seen it upon 
his entrance, therefore conjectured that it might have been dropped by 
the lady whose concluding reproaches he had heard. 

Now, after having read the lines, there remained no doubt in his mind 
that he was on the track of an interesting secret, and held in his hands 
a new means of compromising Erwin. Carefully he thrust the treach- 
erous sheet into his pocket, pressed the smallest of copper coins into 
the hand of the landlady with as grand an air of patronage as though 
it were so much gold— rgreatly to the poor woman's disappointment, for 
she had set her hopes rather high — and hastened away, murmuring to 
himself: 

« We shall see if this boastful hero be invulnerable to all darts. Ha, 
ha ! we shall see !" 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

GOOD AND FAITHFUL COMRADES. , 

SHRILLY through the cold February air sounded the whistle of the 
locomotive) as about noonday the train bound from the south whirled 
snorting and whizzing into the spacious ddp6t. 

Amongst those waiting upon the platform for the arrival of this 
train was Erwin Schonberg. His eye now wandered rapidly along the 
line of cars, until it rested upon an individual closely muffled in a 
shaggy fur-coat, in the act of handing over his travelling valise to an 
obsequiously-bowing porter. With rapid strides Erwin reached the 
stranger's side just as he was stepping from the train, and bestowed 
upon him a most cordial welcome. 

"Well, here you are, in spite of everything!" exclaimed he, heartily 
extending his hand. 

Emil Rosenau — for it was none other than he — seized the proffered 
hand and shook it vigorously, in his usual frank manner. 

"Yes; thanks to your support, friend," cried he, so loud that had 
not every one been engrossed with his own affairs, his words would 
have attracted universal attention; "and in spite of everything truly, 
for the confounded train is sixty-five minutes behind time. The man^ 
agement of our road is outrageous. I am glad that you waited ; we can 
drop Helene at aunt's, and then drive at once to the apartments you 
have engaged for me. Even should the Diet only remain in session a 
few weeks, private quarters are preferable to being in a hotel or at my 
aunt's. Eh bien, ma chlre sceur^ don't you propose making your ap- 
pearance ?" 

The last words were called into the coupi^ and Erwin, who had 
looked up in astonishment at the mention of Helene's name, now 
seized with marked delight the hand so .cordially extended to him by 
the young girl, whose fresh, sweet face peeped forth from the thick frame. 
work of her fur hood, all glowing in the frosty morning air. 

« What a surprise ! Your brother never wrote me a word of this," 
said Erwin, and it was not without a little movement of shy resistance 
that Helene permitted him to raise to his lips the rosy, warm hand she 
had just withdrawn from her muff to extend to him. 

" Since when have you taken to kissing hands ?" she inquired, 
laughingly. 

" Oh, that comes from my perfect delight at this unexpected meet- 
ing ! How could I help giving expression to my feeling in some un- 
usual way ?" 

*She had looked scrutinizingly into his face, and seemed much grati- 
fied to observe that his eye shone so brightly, his lips smiled so uncoa- 
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atrainedly. Evidently she had expected to find him looking differently, 
for, shaking her head, she remarked : 

« Sad and dejected you certainly are not ; your mother will rejoice 
when I tell her in how cheerful a mood I have found you." 

"My mother?" he asked, wonderingly, for so for as he knew there 
had never been any intercourse between her and the ladies at Rothen- 
stein. 

" Yes ; the good old lady is in great trouble about her son." 

« Dear me ! I never knew her to be otherwise. I hope she is not 
fretting herself more than usual." 

£mil, who had been busied seeing after the baggage, now came up 
and hurried them out of the d^p6t 

« Come on, come on, or else there will not be a decent hackney- 
coach left," cried he. « We can do up our talking as we drive along^ 
and Rosalie can stay to see that the baggage is sent properly." 

<^ Well, then," urged Helene, « in that case let us drive first to your 
lodgings, Emil, that I may have an opportunity of inspecting them with 
you. I can wait there, you know, for Rosalie, and then we will drive 
round to aunt's." 

The crowd upon the platform gave Erwin an excuse for offering 
Helene his arm, and as they descended the stairs and followed the im- 
patient Emil to the hackney-coach stand, he learned that it had only 
been decided at the very last moment to send Helene to the Residenz 
with her brother, in view of attending to some purchases the baroness 
herself was in the habit of making. In the course of a few days she 
would return again to Rothenstein with the old lady's-maid, Rosalie^ 
who had come up with her. 

« I thought that perhaps you had come to enjoy the rest of the car- 
nival here, and participate in some of the* balls with your sister," re- 
marked Erwin ; but Helene shook her head. 

« No ; once, twp years ago, I passed a season here under aunt's pro- 
tection," she replied, « and found that once amply sufficient Besides, 
I could take no pleasure in leaving my mother alone with papa at Roth- 
enstein. She is far from well, and suffering much with her eyes. She 
will be very lonesome, without even her dear books to entertain her. 
By the way, mamma told me to be sure and ask you if we might not 
soon look for some new work from your pen ?" 

Erwin replied that he had nearly finished correcting the proofs of 
his last book, which would now shortly appear ; but he did not seem to 
care about entering into particulars concerning it. He helped Helene 
into the carriage, and himself followed with Emil, after having given 
the coachman the address. 

During the drive, various matters were discussed pertaining to the 
elections that had just taken place, the meeting of the chambers that 
had been called, the change undergone in the policy of the ministryi 
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that now professed never to have taken an unconstitutional stand, and 
other points of similar bearing. 

As £mil Rosenau had already indicated, he owed his election chiefly to 
Erwin's intervention. Leiteneder had sprung every mine to collect the 
votes for his candidate, who, on his part, had this time preferred not to 
appear personally. Count Salizhofen must either have foreseen his 
mischance, or else desired to appear unconcerned about his success, in 
order to be able to say to his constituents that he had not sued for the 
appointment, and consequently was not bound to inquire into other 
political views than his own. There lurked always an expression of 
the most unmistakable contempt in his words when, in response to the 
occ^ional inquiries of his friends, he would say, shrugging his shoulders, 
that he really had known nothing of his having been nominated, and 
had no idea of accepting a seat at the Diet even if it were offered to 
him. He knew very well that if the choice should fall upon him, he 
could devise a plausible pretext for his acceptance ; he would give out 
that duty impelled him to plunge, against his will, into the vortex of 
parliamentary life. Thus he would gain the advantage of making the 
apparently unsought-for triumph a double one, inasmuch as it would 
have the semblance of causing him a great sacrifice. Instead of ap- 
pearing in the light of a grateful recipient, he would seem a donor, 
whose great condescension could not be too highly esteemed. 

Should this stroke* of policy prove a failure, as really was the case, 
every suspicion of a disappointment, such as always excites malicious 
laughter and ridicule, would be happily avoided. So, while^the can- 
didate prudently kept in the background, Leiteneder left no stone 
unturned to make Salizhofen triumph over all competitors. Flattery, 
threats and bribery — ^in short, the whole register of canvassing ma- 
noeuvres — were brought into play, and for a time it really seemed as 
if he would succeed in his efforts. Then, most suddenly and unex- 
pectedly, there dropped down like a bomb-shell into their midst Erwin's 
pamphlet. 

The dreaded enemy had been retarded from making his personal 
entry upon the field, but the influence exercised by his written words 
was not so easily neutralized. Even the attempt to cast suspicion upon 
the sentiments of the pamphlet by defaming the character of the author 
&iled. The people calmly said: "What do we care who says this.'* 
What he says is just and indisputable !" So the vote that had been 
taken at the meeting in the autumn remained the decision now at the 
polls. 

£mil had not done much to bring this to pass. Modest, simple- 
hearted and straight-forward as he was, it was utterly repugnant to his 
feelings to extol himself in any way, or to sue in the slightest degree 
for the favor of total strangers ; at the same time, he frankly avowed 
that after mature reflection he had resolved cheerfully and gladly to 
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follow the call should it be given him. He was deeply touched to think 
that it was Erwin who had opened for him the political path, and he 
thanked him from the depths of his heart, for with youthful fire and 
enthusiasm he now longed, after having once overcome his first scruples, 
to faithfully serve his fatherland. 

Yet it was curious to observe how his impulsive, vigorous tempera- 
ment stormed the walls and bastions he had resolved to take. Erwin 
secretly rejoiced over the courage and resolution of his friend. It was 
time that in the tame, vacillating councils of the representatives of the 
people there should be introduced some younger, less sluggish blood, 
some fresher life, that energetic movements might take the place of the 
empty, barren theory-hobbies. 

Emil was indignant at the influence the administration had attempted 
to exercise over the recent elections. 

« It seems to me like an aeronaut whose ballooi^ has sprung an irre- 
mediable leak," said he, <<and who, in his mortal anguish, spreads out 
one parachute after another. Yet it is aggravating to behold the mis- 
chief that is done in single instances. Now that suit against you, for 
example, has not been withdrawn, in spite of all your explanations." 

Erwin shrugged his shoulders. 

"There is certainly something very much like insanity in all that is 
going on," replied he. <<It reminds one of the historical account of an 
enraged general, who, after being routed from the field, paused in his 
flight, and with bloodthirsty cruelty gave orders that all stragglers from 
the enemy's camp they might encounter should be slain. Never mind," 
he added, laughing bitterly, " I have given my enemy a far deeper wound 
in open battle than I can receive from all the underhand pricks. At 
all events, I have ceased to feel any pain : one grows hardened with time 
against such things." 

It was not without just cause that Erwin spoke as he did. 

Huldrich's disappearance, and the free and easy manner in which 
he extricated himself from all difficulties, could not be otherwise than 
productive of the most vexatious results for Erwin. With Frau Wil- 
helmine. to be sure, he came to an understanding much more readily 
than he had at first feared might be the case ; but his enemies, on the 
other hand, found here occasion for fresh calumnies. The day after 
the double interview with Leiteneder and the disgracefully betrayed 
wife, when he called upon the latter he found her iq a much more access- 
ible frame of mind, and far more mildly disposed toward himself than 
he had dared hope. This was chiefly due to a warfare that had been 
waged between her and Mutter Tusch. 

The worthy matron and ex-costumer had commenced the attack by 
hurling at the unsuspecting Frau Huldrich a whole volley of wrath upon 
the latter's opening her door to see who was so noisily approaching. 

Frau Tusch was usually pretty plain-spoken, and was this time less 
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than ever disposed to moderation, for, in addition to her chronic antago- 
nisni toward <* the high-nosed party on the second floor," she was in a 
state of the wildest excitement. This frame of mind was the natural 
consequence of the abrupt departure of her daughter, of which the 
latter had herself apprised her in a few hastily-written lines. It 'was 
no small affliction for the poor old parents that their pride and joy, the 
very apple of their eyes, had vanished from the scene thus suddenly 
and disgracefully. Early that morning several creditors had announced 
themselves at the pensioned theatre-sergeant's, and insisted upon mak- 
ing the father responsible for the daughter's debts ; for the rumor of 
Coulisse's disappearance, without any customary affecting farewell, had 
spread very rapidly. These creditors, who hoped for reimbursements 
through the furniture and other effects that might be left behind, soon 
saw themselves most cruelly deceived, as the wily dancer had taken good 
care to turn every available article into money before she followed her 
overjoyed companion. 

From the eloquent effusion of maternal anguish and righteous indig- 
nation, Frau Huldrich first learned with whom her husband had eloped 
in view of executing his plan of revenge, and the supposition began 
dimly to dawn upon her mind that the revenge was sweeter to him than 
he cared to let it appear. 

Her own pent-up jealousy found vent in a no less fertile volley of re- 
proaches than those heaped upon her. The deceived and forsaken 
wife cast all the blame upon the seductive wiles of the dancer, who, as 
she stoutly maintained, must have been aided by her mother in entan- 
gling in her meshes a solid married man, and bringing shame and misery 
upon his family. Frau Tusch, on the other hand, made out a list of 
flattering epithets, of which "dissolute ape,"-« wretched vagabond," were 
amongst the mildest Then followed a reciprocal criticism of the two 
households, which might have resulted in a decision by deadly weapons 
had not Kurtine and SofHtte, attracted by the noise up stairs, interfered 
to appease the contending parties. 

Their efforts were finally successful in bringing about an armistice, 
the preliminaries of which had been agreed upon when Erwin entered. 
As before remarked, he found Frau Huldrich, after the excitement of 
the combat, in a far more accessible mood than the evening previous. 
She made no further attempts to importune him with her senseless re- 
proaches, and as, in the course of conversation, he learned that she had 
been cunning enough to lay aside a little sum of which her" husband 
knew nothing, he left her feeling satisfied that for the present her wants 
would be amply provided for. 

Too early did he congratulate himself upon being dear of this busi- 
ness. The very next day, to his unbounded astonishment, a little sheet, 
that was much read because its columns were open to every malicious 
piece of slander, brought out word for word the audacious letter of 
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Huldrich to his wife. How it had fiillen into the editor's hands re- 
mained a mystery to Erwin, for even upon his personal inquiries he 
only obtsuned the evasive reply that it had been anonymously forwarded 
to the office, and had been published because — the handwriting having 
been immediately identified — it was considered to explain beyond doubt 
the cause of Huldrich *s sudden disappearance. 

It was of little avail to Erwin that he proceeded forthwith to state 
the true history of the a&ir ; that he had thefi sought out the editor and 
proprietor of the journal in which his own article had appeared, read to 
them Huldrich's letter to himself, and caused the publication of a state- 
ment that exonerated his name from any relationship with Frau Wilhel- 
mine. Public opinion had gloated over the choice piece of scandal, and 
would not so easily submit to accepting any other version in its stead, par- 
ticularly as several journals — ^foremost of all that whose management had 
been offered Erwin by Leiteneder — had seized this opportunity to make 
political capital of the occurrence, by dropping repeated sarcastic allu- 
sions to the private sins of certain austere preachers of morality. The 
absurd hue and cry was finally taken up with malicious pleasure by the 
liberal party, who had never been able to forgive the independent man 
for not thoughtlessly blowing its trumpet and riding its hobbies to death, 
and for taking the liberty to expose its weaknesses with sharp censure. 

Thus Erwin stood outlawed by both contending parties, and by both 
stigmatized as an unscrupulous seducer, until finally, in a paroxysm of 
indignant defiance, he ceased taking the trouble to defend himself. 

<*Tbey must have their scandal," said he to Bokel, who could not 
understand his cool indifference ; «and if I spoil their sport, they will 
begin to show their enmity in dead earnest, just like a pack of hounds 
who howl the louder the more one tries to quiet and pacify them. 
What does it matter to be a bit more or less slandered in the world ? 
Whoever really knows me does not think the worse of me for it, and 
any one who believes this does not know me at all. After all, what 
does my reputation signify ? It concerns no one in the world but my- 
self, and I don't trouble myself much about it, so long as I am con- 
scious of striving to do my duty." 

It did concern others than himself, however, as he was soon made 
aware from two different sources. He accepted these notifications with 
totally opposite feelings. The first merely called forth a bitter smile, 
almost betokening hatred. 

Through the post came a package, directly after the publication of 
that unlucky lost letter, and when he opened it his eye was met by two 
little figures, such as are often seen in confectionery displays. It was 
evidently the caricature of a pair of lovers. A fantastic-looking young 
poet was declaiming upon his knees his declaration of love, which be 
was at the same time handing in written-out verses to the gayly-clad^ 
mummy-like lady of his heart, who was listening to him with her eyes 



SPHINX. 229 

rolled up in the most ecstatic feshion, and her arms languishingly extended 
toward him. Within the little box, upon whose lid were executed these 
delectable figures, was a card, and written upon it the words : *<^. f, de 
la charmante bonne fortune^'^ 

Erwin had immediately recognized the handwriting, and at first it 
seemed as though this sting would penetrate deeper than all the others ; 
soon, however, there made its appearance the already mentioned smile, 
and he asked himself in wonderment what solution there could be for 
the psychological problem presented to him in Natalie's person. Could 
she possibly believe in the spiteful invention ? and if such were the 
case, what a frivolous mind must that be which could find pleasure in 
such mockery and insult ! What could she want of him after having 
herself explicitly declared that all was over between them, or rather 
that there never had been anything between them beyond the excite- 
ment of a moment of weakness ? There was undoubtedly an incom- 
prehensible mingling of earnestness and light superficiality in this cha- 
racter. 

« What does it matter to me ?" he cried, irritably, as he thrust aside 
the gift, which under the circumstances might be considered something 
more than a simple jest « It is all over between us, and it is welL 
This last stroke is hardly calculated to place her character in an 
especially estimable light. Did I not know to a certainty that she is a 
girl of sparkling brilliancy, I should now look upon her as childish, or 
even weak. Were I inclined to return like for like, what an abundance 
of caricatures could I command ! but that would scarcely repay for the 
trouble." 

Not so easily was he able to dispose of his mother's lachrymose 
epistle. Here he could summon no pride to his aid 

After his pamphlet had been sent to Rothensee and distributed 
throughout the vicinity, Leiteneder had made strenuous efforts, as said 
before, to neutralize its influence, and upon his instigation there had 
appeared in a little weekly paper of the district a choice selection of 
malicious scraps from all the journals concerning the Huldrich elope- 
ment scandal. Not fully satisfied with this valiant proceeding, the 
fi&brikbesitzer had then printed and distributed by the hundred an essay 
by Kern, called « A Word to Voters," whose object was to neutralize 
the effect of Erwin's pamphlet by casting the vilest personal suspicions 
upon the author. 

Little as these spiteful attacks had been able to ensnare the majority 
of the voters, they were nevertheless not without a certain influence. 
The young people laughed, older folks shook their heads, and here and 
there some especially zealous friend felt it a duty to condole with Frau 
von Sch5nberg over the grief her son's conduct must occasion her. 
Lottchen Aschenbrenner, in especial, would have utterly belied her 
character had she not made haste to carry over to her «dear Fran 
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Nachbarin" the interesting newspaper article, together with Kern's 
masterpiece. She heartily enjoyed the pleasure of being the first to 
impart the interesting piece of news, and set up a woeful lament over 
the sinful world in general and Erwin in particular, wondering how the 
latter could so illy requite his mother's loving care as to bring such 
sorrow upon her gray head, and "even defile the esteemed, honorable 
name of his father," who, she should think, would be utterly unable to 
rest easy in his grave. "Of course any one who leads such a life 
would hardly find pleasure in a solid, respectable girl ;" somewhat to this 
effect was the easily-interpreted conclusion. 

The result of these kind, neighborly endeavors to aid the sorrow- 
stricken old lady in bearing her affliction like a Christian, was the 
longest letter Erwiri had ever received from his mother. . She certainly 
must have devoted several days to it, and the frequent traces of tears 
indicated the numerous interruptions, while luckily the quite as fre- 
quently-recurring grease-spots at least eased Erwin's mind with the 
certainty that her distress had not caused the writer to execute her 
labor fasting. Yet even though satisfied regarding her physical condi- 
tion, it grieved him to know her suffering in mind, and there stormed 
up within him a*passionate indignation against those whose fault it was 
that he, who could never give pleasure to the mother living in such a 
different sphere of thoughts, must burden her with this new grievance. 

It pained him inexpressibly to feel compelled to be the thorn that 
was continually wounding the mother's ^eart, and he felt deeply sensi- 
ble of how happy those must be who could live and die in harmony 
with an understanding, sympathetic mother. This happiness was not 
decreed for him, and it almost seemed as if a curse were hanging over 
him that condemned him to stand for ever alone. 

Often there rose up triumphant within him a bold courage and a 
proud, manly energy, and in an access of inspiration he would feel 
strengthened and animated through the very thought of working and 
acting for himself alone ; but these moments of assurance and self- 
consciousness were followed by periods of depression and bitter dis- 
content that almost bordered upon despondency. 

Upon the whole, however, Erwin's temperament was too buoyant, 
his spirit too bold, his will too energetic, to admit of his being long 
bowed down, and his favorite saying, that with time one becomes 
hardened to the pricks and goads of hfe, contained for him personally 
a literal truth. 

The noise of the swiftly-rolling carriage prevented any continuous 
conversation, as it was needful to fairly shriek to make one's self under- 
stood. So the three sat mostly silent, and Erwin gazed alternately firom 
one friend to the other, smiling with satisfaction to be with them once 
more. A feeling of peculiar content told him that these two beings, at 
least, believed nothing ill of him. 
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The carriage stopped in front of a handsome house in about the 
liveliest part of the newly-built portion of the city, and Erwin con- 
ducted Emil and Helene to the lodgings hired by him. Two low-ceil- 
inged yet quite spacious rooms, elegantly and comfortably furnished, 
offered an inviting sojourn for a few winter weeks. There was a 
familiar, home-like air about the well-heated, carpeted room, with win- 
dows reaching to the floor and overlooking the busy street, and Helene 
could not help exclaiming : 

« Ah, it is charming here ! I wish I too could stay here. What atf 
amusing view from the windows ! what elegant, comfortable furniture ! 
It gives me a woefully dismal feeling when I think of the bare, poorly- 
heated guest-chamber at Tante Clotilde's, and the comfortless view 
from the windows down upon the barren court There one would 
hardly imagine that one is in the Residenz, in the midst of a world of 
life 2md bustle." 

«And yet I must soon take you there," replied Emil, who had 
speedily found himself at home in his new quarters, « otherwise her 
highness will be displeased at our being so late. Ah, there comes 
Rosalie already with my trunk !" 

The old lady's-maid was indeed at that moment* ushering in the 
porter with the baggage, and was despatched forthwith by her young 
master. 

« You drive on as courier ; we will follow you directly, so soon as 
I make a little toilette, that aunt sha'n't call me a country boor, or at best 
a provincial bear," he added, nodding humorously to Erwin. «Her 
highness will not be especially disposed to be gracious to me, since I 
have had the audacity to deprive her favorite of his seat ; so I must be 
careful not to strengthen, through my toilette deficiencies, the displeasure 
my views and purposes will* surely cause her. So, then, for a short 
time I will retire to a iite-d-tite with my valise, and leave you in all 
confidence to the same with one another. Now be good children until 
I come back !" 

<< That we will," said Erwin, drawing up an arm-chair close to the 
sofa on which Helene sat, and looking the girl in the eye with an ex- 
pression of heartfelt friendship and satisfaction. « Let us talk about 
mamma ;" and with this he began to make sundry inquiries regarding 
the health and well-being of the baroness, that, from the previously- 
dropped allusions, he had reason to fear was hardly all that could be 
desired. « I hope there is no danger of anything serious," he said. 

Helene hastened to satisfy him upon this point. The delicate health 
of the baroness only suffered as usual through the severity of the 
winter weather. A sojourn in a milder climate would be very desirable, 
but this it was impossible to arrange. 

It was in a frank, easy way, &r removed from all false shame, that 
Helene touched upon the straitened circumstances of her &mily, so 
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« 
that Erwin almost fancied himself a member of the same, before whom 
all those little details could be mentioned that usually are kept sacred 
from a stranger. It really seemed to him that he was talking with a 
true, honest-hearted sister, from whom he himself had nothing he need 
conceal. 

« It would be well," said he, << if Emil's sojourn in the Residenz, and 
his access to other circles besides those of the old aristocracy, would 
lead to his selection of a wealthy bride. It is not needful for him to 
marry money alone, but there are many girls, I am sure, who can sat- 
isfy sill claims. It is a most happy feature of the present day, and a 
most promising one for the future, that the moneyed aristocracy take a 
certain pride in giving their daughters a degree* of cultivation that is, 
alas ! often lacking in those families who have superior advantages of 
birth." 

<« Oh yes," chimed in Helene, « I am convinced of that ; but I fear 
Emil is too self-willed to subordinate his movements to the advice of 
mamma, who is precisely of your opinion. Kurtine is a dear good girl, 
but you can understand that, even apart from her family disadvantages, 
a union between her and my brother cannot be desirable. Even were 
it to come to this catastrophe, there is great danger that Emil, with his 
character and habits, would eventually be unhappy. You have influence 
over him, and mamma counts in a measure upon your using it for 
Emil's good." 

The confidence these words betokened was very flattering to Erwin ; 
nevertheless, be could not repress a suspicion that this might be merely 
a delicate way of indicating the necessity of securing a solid future 
for all the children. Perhaps Helene had unconsciously become her 
mother's interpreter, and what came so frankly from her lips was only 
meant by the baroness to be an indirect warning to himself. 

He hastened to dissipate any lingering suspicions regarding his 
course, and the cold tone in which he replied plainly betrayed that he 
felt wounded. 

<* So far as a friend's counsel can avail without obtrusiveness," said 
he, « I shall not fail to do my best. I perfectly comprehend a 
mother's anxiety about these matters, and only hope that Emil will 
conform as practically to her wishes as Baronesse Natalie has already 
done." 

Helene's eyes were fixed with a troubled look upon the hands she 
kept tightly clasped in her lap. Several times her lips quivered, as 
though she were about to make some reply, yet found it difficult to do 
so with her natural frankness. Finally, after a long, painful pause, she 
said softly : 

« You do mamma an injustice, Herr von Schonberg. Besides aunt, 
no one persuaded Natalie to come up here. To be sure, I must can- 
didly acknowledge that I think Natalie would be as little able as my 
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brother to conform, for any length of time, to a plain way of living. I 
believe that she is enthusiastic enough to make the greatest sacrifice 
on the impulse of the moment for a wish or an idea, but not capable 
of enduring the slightest deprivation for years. Besides, one can never 
calculate upon her movements." 

"You are quite right," he ejaculated, bitterly; "and it would be 
foolish indeed to expect sacrifices of any one. You have an aston- 
ishingly clear, practical view of life, and I understand thoroughly that 
Baronesse Natalie cannot possibly yield to a more enthusiastic idealism 
than her younger sister." 

« Why do you speak so to me ?" asked Helene, looking up gravely. 

Erwin was sensible of the reproach, and yet felt too much out of 
humor to see his injustice. 

"You yourself expressed your adherence to the theory of conforma- 
bility, according to which the largest coupons secure the happiest lot" 

"That I never did," she rejoined, animatedly; but in a moment she 
dropped her eyes, a light flush overspread her beautiful face, investing 
it with a new charm, and, with a peculiarly playful movement of the 
head, she continued: "With me it is different. My wants are very 
limited, and I am very indifferent to externals, for I desire nothing be- 
yond my own comfortable home. I believe that I could be content, 
even happy, in the most humble circumstances. But mine is a passive 
nature." ' 

She looked up smilingly with the last words, and it grieved Erwin to 
think that he had so wantonly wounded the good, true-hearted child. 
Eagerly he now held out his hand. 

"I might have known," said he, "that Helene would rather stay at 
home with her mother and read aloud to her than pass through the 
most brilliant season in the Residenz. Ah, be not angry with me— one 
becomes so iU-natured, unjust and suspicious in the world I" 

She laughingly shook her head. 

"I do not believe that is so in your case," replied she, "although it 
would be little wonder, for you have been shamefully misused of late ; 
and mamma often says she would not be surprised should all these low, 
malicious attacks result in turning your humor to gall, nor if your next 
work should fisdl like a scourge upon the evil world. You cannot think 
how much interest mamma takes in all that concerns you : most of all 
she feels sorry for your good mother, to whom she would rather have 
gone herself had not her delicate health prevented her. So she des- 
patched me in her stead on mission extraordinary." 

"How?" interrupted Erwin. "You have been at my mother's ? I 
did not exactly know before how to account for your words. You really 
went to see her ?" 

Lively pleasure sparkled fi'bm his eyes. Not easily could any other 
proof of friendship have done him more good than this delicate exprea- 

20* 
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sion of interest, which was mainly advantageons to his mother. With 
the most breathless attention he hearkened to Helene's account of how, 
after having first inquired through Doctor Aschenbrenner, she had 
visited the old lady, and found her in almost distressing frame of mind. 
Although Frau von Schonberg had been somewhat diverted from her 
grief through this visit, Helene had nqt altogether succeeded the first 
time in soothing her sorrow and drying her tears. Not until she 
had been there repeatedly was she able to expel the clouds from the 
old lady's wrinkled brow, partly by means of earnest persuasion, partly 
through sportive raillery. Perhaps most of all had the accidental pres- 
ence of Fraulein Charlotte Aschenbrenner one day served Helene in 
good stead, through giving her an opportunity of openly attacking Miss 
Grille's malicious insinuations and covert sallies. 

« Finally," continued the warm-hearted girl, in the liveliest mood, <<I 
succeeded in triumphantly routing the enemy. The malicious Grillen- 
konigen had to quit the field, and Miitterlein herself joined in the laugh. 
But, to be sure," concluded Helene, with a comical sigh, «the triumph 
did not last long, for soon there arose a new cause of distress. Your 
mother is now convinced that through grief and mortification you must 
have lost your appetite, and are by this time about ready to perish with 
starvation ; and it was as much as I could do to keep her from sending 
you a chest of hams and other substantials. Now I shall be able 
when I go home to set her mind wholly at rest. Your appearance is 
highly consolatory. I must confess that I myself had expected to find 
you more down-hearted" 

" Shortly after the battle the conqueror removes every trace of the 
damage suffered," said he ; and his words were such that Helene might 
apply them also to his relations with Natalie. « There is no need for 
the world to see what the victory cost. Only play-actors and fools 
make capital of their emotions, and daub on white paint to make them 
interestingly pale. But let the past go," said he, tossing back his head, 
<<and tell me, did you only defend me so gloriously upon thie order of 
your mother and through sympathy for mine, and did never a doubt 
arise in your mind of the justice of the cause you were defending?" 

Gravely and with an expression of almost pdnful eagerness had she 
listened to Erwin's opening words ; but now a sunbeam played about 
her beautiful countenance. In the friendly glance cast upon him by 
her expressive eyes there lay an indescribable charm, as the rosy lips 
frankly and joyously uttered the one word, " No." 

After a brief pause., she added : « Oh, except just a trifle when I first 
read the tale of atrocities." 

"Don't believe one word she says — she is imposing the biggest cheat 
in the world upon you," cried £mil, who had just made his appearance 
from the sleeping-room, and had overheard both question and answer. 
«Why, she was your most zealous champion from the outset, and 



SPHINX. 235 

pitched into me awfully because I merely suggested that under a pecu- 
liar combination of circumstances almost anything was possible. One 
might have thought she had been appointed your guardian angel and 
the defender of your virtue. That girl believes more implicitly in you 
than you do in yourself, friend." 

<« Ah ! what do you know of my thoughts and Opinions ?" cried she, 
springing up to conceal her conilision. « For a good friend one may 
grow zealous even against one's convictions." 

« That is a dangerous principle," laughed EmiL But Erwin^ seizing 
Helene's unresisting hands, cried : 

« Thanks, my brave friend, thanks ! We will always remain good and 
^thful comrades, Helenchen." 

With comic solemnity £mil declaimed : 

'* *Ich sei, ge^K^rt mir die Bitte, 
In Eurem Bunde der Dritte,' " • 

« But now, my friends," added he, « since I have finished my beauti- 
fying, let us be off ** 



CHAPTER IX. 

PROPOSALS FROM A SOLID MAN. 



THE hackney-coach had waited at the house door, and whilst Erwin 
was helping Helene in, Emil called out in surprise, 

« Ah ! is not that Olschmann over yonder?" 

Erwin and Helene, following the direction of his glances, looked 
quickly over to the other side of the street Both recognized at once the 
agriculturist. His careless, slouching appearance made no very pleasant 
impression. There was something shy in his manner, that extended 
even to his unsteady gait. His eyes wandered restlessly from side to 
side, as he pushed his way through the crowd of passers-by — part of 
whom were sauntering along, part hastening busily to and fro— and his 
whole bearing betokened an unusual excitability. 

While Emil quickly sprang across the street, hastened after Olsch- 
mann and eagerly accosted him, Helene asked Erwin what he knew of 
the latter's present mode of life. He was but slightly informed upon 
this, and kept back a good deal even of what he did know, because it 
was contrary to his character to express a derogatory opinion concerning 

"• Here am I. Prithee, friend, let there be 
A third place in this compact for me. 
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others, without firm foundation, or to carelessly repeat anything that 
might come to his ears. 

Heiene lamented Olschmann's long absence, the, consequent deterio- 
ration of the agricultural lands and the &te of the poor wife, who found 
it harder and harder to conceal from the world the rupture in her house- 
hold happiness. 

"And the worst of it is," she concluded, "that it is generally as- 
serted, and Frau Olschmann herself seems to believe it, that her 
husband came up here after Natalie." 

Erwin could have made a few explanatory remarks upon this head, 
but he desisted, because he feared that Heiene might think it afforded 
him a certain satisfaction to make the communication, and because he 
felt a hesitancy about speaking of things he had so long kept to himsel£ 
He wanted to avoid even the appearance of an interested motive, of 
pique or of revenge. 

£mil had meanwhile parted with Olschmann, and now speedily re- 
crossed the street to where Erwin, at the open carriage door, was taking 
leave of Heiene. 

"Well, what does he say?" asked the latter of her brother. "Can 
I carry any satisfactory news to his wife i*" 

£mil shrugged his shoulders and jumped into the carriage. 

" A queer fellow !" quoth he. " He doesn't seem to be in a very en- 
viable fix just now. I wanted to speak to him about the harvesting, but 
he evaded me, talked rather of every thing else, until in the end I could not 
decide whether to pity him or to simply give him a piece of my mind." 

"And I'll venture to say," cried Heiene, playfUlly, "that in your 
goodness of heart you will l^e the very one to pay for his follies." 

" Well, what can one do ?" laughed £mil, half vexedly. " I cannot 
refuse him the few bank-notes if he directly lays claim to them. We 
stand in very fHendly relations — ^but," he added, as though muttering to 
himself " when I come home next month, there must be a change in 
the management of the farming-lands. If something is not done there, 
the fields will become utterly worthless." 

" And will I not see you any more during your stay here ?" asked 
Erwin, holding out his hand to Heiene. 

She quickly placed her hand within his, and with much embarrass- 
ment looked alternately from her brother to Erwin. 

" I fear there will scarcely be an opportunity," she then replied, 
lingeringly, as if it pained her to give up all hopes of meeting, " unless 
you won't mind the distance, and will seek me out at aunt's." 

" The distance," he rejoined, whilst a peculiarly meaning smile g^ded 
across his lips, " I do not fear, but refusal of admittance I do." 

Heiene blushed deeply. 

"I would not suffer such a thing," said she, quickly, "were I at 
home." 
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<< What ? Did they dare refuse you admittance ?" cried Emil, vehe- 
mently ; « but yes, yes, that is just like them." 

« However that may be," remarked Erwin, calmly, « I do not care to 
intrude into the house of another where I am not willingly received. 
So I shall say auf WUdersehen perhaps during the summer at R6then- 
stein." 

Helene looked up with an expression of heartfelt interest in her true 
eyes. 

«< With us, at least," said she, « you will always be heartily welcome ; 
and you must not £ul to send us tidings of yourself through your 
mother." 

He felt the light pressure of her hand, to which he heartily responded. 
He closed the carriage door, and saw through the window how she 
waved a last ^rewell to him. Then he went on his way. 

When the brother and sister arrived at their destination, the princess 
was just about to drive out. As Emil had foreseen, the reception she 
condescended' to accord him was not one calculated to prove her joy at 
his appearance. She wished him to feel her displeasure at not having 
protested with more energy against his election, and for having thus 
thwarted her plans regarding Salizhofen. 

« You will neglect your baronial duties," said she, in her sharp way, 
«in order to play a tolerably insignificant r61e here. I confess that I 
cannot comprehend how you could accept the nomination, since you 
must be aware that you are only used as the puppet of an intrigue 
directed against the governing party. You can only rectify the error 
by remaining as firm as possible to the principles that have been in- 
stilled into you, in order that we may, in a measure, make amends for 
what we lose in talents with Salizhofen." 

Emil felt half inclined to come out boldly with his designs, although 
a look from Helene warned him to discretion, but the princess did not 
give him any chance to unburden himself. She cut short his first at- 
tempt with the remark that there would soon be a clearer understanding 
of matters — that for the present the chief necessity was discipline. She 
could not now enter into any details, however, as she had some visits 
to make. 

(< Amongst others, one to our dear Excellenz," she added. « Baron 
Burgkhardt is worse again, and confined to his bed, but such an old 
friend as I am is always a privilegecf character. I don't trouble my 
head much about what people say, and therefore they let me alone. 
You may as well go with me, Emil." 

The honor was not one to be easily declined ; besides, Emil was 
rather glad of the opportunity of seeing the general. He had always 
entertained a decided predilection for the old gentleman, who in former 
times wanted to make a soldier of him, and it grieved him now to hear 
that his fetherly old friend was probably very near his end. 
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Just as he was about offering his arm to his aunt, Natalie came along 
with Kurtine to welcome the new arrivals. The princess looked dis- 
pleased to see the sewing-girl enter her sitting-room ; but as it was 
Natalie who had persuaded her to come in, the august aunt reserved 
her reproof for a more propitious moment. These little marks of 
familiarity were fruits of the Rothenstein mode of life, which she re- 
peatedly had censured. She had too. much pride to express any 
opinion in the presence of the girl, yet she hastened to cut short the 
salutations, which seemed to her, especially upon EmiPs side, by far too 
free. She could not, however, prevent the young man from hearing 
Helene's expression of her delight at finding Kurtine there. 

" Why, then we can decide without any difficulty," said she, « whether 
you can go with me day after to-morrow for a few weeks to Rothen- 
stein. Mamma commissioned me to go after you ; she is thinking 
earlier than usual about her summer wardrobe, for she is anxious to 
be ready betimes for the baths." 

Already at the door, Emil turned back, and upon his usually good- 
natured fkce there burned an angry flush. 

" Aha !" he ejaculated. " Summer wardrobes in February — ^a most 
admirable arrangement ! Now I understand, sister Helene, what weighty 
cares brought you to the city. Go, Kurtine, go, or else the summer 
wardrobe might be prepared too late ; and you must be back here 
again before I come home. I comprehend !" 

« But I do not comprehend," observed the princess, in French, as they 
left the room together, «* how one can so far forget one*s self as to so 
utterly place the dihors out of sight. You should rejoice, my nephew, 
that one is removing from you the temptation to make this poor child 
unhappy." Then she added, in German, « There is a great hue and 
cry just now about the corruption of the nobility, just as if an equal 
amount of evil did not exist in other classes. It is necessary, however, 
to be particularly guarded. Noblesse oblige.''^ 

As Emil silently followed her, regretting deeply having given way to 
such vehemence, the three girls who were left behind were feeling no 
slight embarrassment over his words. Most speedily of all Natalie re- 
gained her composure ; she viewed the matter in a playful light She 
had always been accustomed to treat Kurtine as an equal rather than 
as a paid employee, and since the evening of the ball at the Horticul- 
tural Hall, when the girl had afforded her such cheerful assistance, from 
the writing of the letter down, the intimacy had materially increased. 
Kurtine, on her part, however, seeming to feel her readiness to comply 
with Natalie's caprice as a wrong to the baronial family, as a breach of 
trust to the maternal confidence of the baroness in especial, had since 
then grown more modest and retiring than ever. As Natalie now 
banteringly greeted her as her future sister-in-law, she adroidy evaded 
the sally. 
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« Fortunately,*' replied she, with ready repartee, « I have no brother 
whose head you could turn, only to laugh at him behind his back when 
you were tired of him, as you treat the others. You never would have 
any serious thoughts of a union with a brother of mine." 

The words must have cut deeply, for Natalie moved quickly toward 
the window to hide the hot blushes that suffused her cheeks. In a 
moment, however, she turned back with an almost wild light glittering 
in her deep blue eyes. 

" And who knows ?" cried she, with such extraordinary excitement 
that it gave the forced jest a strange, unnatural sound. <* Perhaps he 
would be the very one I should seriously think of. I do not fear a 
misalliance. Why should I ?" 

Perhaps she realized^ herself that the laughter with which she ac- 
companied these words made an unpleasant impression upon her audi- 
tors ; at all events, she hastened to assume another tone, as was alto- 
gether in keeping with her Proteus-like temperament. She inquired 
after this, that and the other in Rothensee, and informed her sister of 
the latest piece of news, that would undoubtedly create quite a sen- 
sation in the market-town. She herself had only heard to-day that 
Kaplan Steinhacke had been called to the Residenz, and was much 
astonished thereat. 

" The oddest thing of all," she concluded, « is that he owes this call 
to Count Salizhofen. At least, aunt let drop an .allusion to that effect. 
There for once the bliiid magpie has found a grain of gold. For my 
part, I always feel indebted for the beautiful Lenten sermons, and never 
cease to recall them with pleasure. You shall see our Rothensee 
curate will soon become the rage here. I, for one, shall accord him my 
full protection." 

It seemed strange to Helene to hear a priest spoken of much as one 
would speak of an actor ; her feelings revolted against such profanation. 
Kurtine, meanwhile, was forced to bite her tongue to keep from betray- 
ing her knowledge of what curious combination of circumstances had 
led to this appointment What would Soffitte say to so speedy a ful- 
filment of her wishes ? 

The serving-man here announced Herr Leiteneder, and thus was cut 
short all further discussion. 

« Did you not tell him that aunt was out T'* asked Natalie. 

« Certainly ; I told him that the gnadige Baronesse alone was at 
home, but Herr Leiteneder said that wrs all the better." 

«* For goodness* sake, don't repeat that to aunt," laughed Natalie. 
"Well, we^will try not to abuse his flattering confidence. He is wel- 
come." 

The serving-man departed. Helene then, quickly taking up her muff, 
turned to Kurtine, and asked her to come with her before the interesting 
visitor made his appearance. 
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«( I will meanwhile have Rosalie show me to my room. You, Nat- 
alie, we will not deprive of any portion of the pleasure in store for 
you." 

« Hold ! I didn't bargain for this," cried Natalie. « If you go, I 
sha'n't receive him at all." 

Helene represented to her how impossible this would be without giving 
offence to Leiteneder, and finally compromised the matter by promising 
to return so soon as she had made a few alterations in her toilette. 
Natalie resigned herself with an air of mock despair to her fate, as she 
took her seat at the embroidery-frame. 

The particularly solemn mien with which Herr Leiteneder entered 
was as observable as was the extraordinary toilette he had prepared for 
the occasion. The great light-blue silk neck-tie, with the immense soU- 
taire pin, heightened the complementary yellow of his complexion. The 
flame-colored .gloves formed a glaring contrast with the blue-brown 
morning coat, and proved the fsibrikant's conversancy with the require- 
ments of fashion. 

"You must be content with me to-day," cried Natalie, as he entered. 
«Aunt is out Please draw up a chair here, that I may go on with my 
work." 

Obediently he followed her behest, and took a seat near the embroid- 
ery-frame. 

« If you will permit i^" he stammered, as he did so. « I had intended — 
but after all it is better as it is. Yes, it is better that her highness — 
that I find you alone, Baronesse." 

Natalie looked up quickly, and her eyes seemed to ask, 

« What can you be after now ?" Then she busied herself with her 
work again, and only remarked, « Aha ! you want to apologize for the 
£dse account you gave me of the Huldrich afiair ? Am I right ?" 

«Not exactly, Baronesse," he replied, and his restless gaze, that 
seemed searching every corner for aid, plainly betokened his embarrass- 
ment << Not exactly. I did intend to refer to that, to be sure, although 
I spoke from firm conviction ; appearances inclined me to the universal 
beliefc" 

(t That is a hct ; people often have a peculiar talent for slandering 
others and misinterpreting their motives." 

" Yes, yes." 

"You seem to be in pretty good health now," cried Natalie, ab- 
ruptly taking up another theme, ns she saw how foolishly useless it was 
to have uttered her censure so sharply. "How did the vapor-baths 
suit you ?" 

« Admirably — admirably ; but my health is not the very best So 
you really feel interested, Baronesse, in my well-being ? That delights 
me — that delights me." A bright smile in reality overspread his face 
at these words, but it soon died away as he ran over a list of com- 
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plaints concerning the unsatis^tory condition of his different' organs. 
He actually grew eloquent over his ^ling health, threatening symptoms, 
precautionary measures and remedies. So soon as he had aired all his 
hopes and fears upon this head, he took the opportunity of reverting to 
the real object of his visit. " You do not know how it rejoices me," 
he reiterated, " that you really take interest in me. It gives me cour- 
age to tell you something I have very much at heart. See, Baronesse, 
I am a man in the prime of life, have still good teeth — except two that 
are broken — ^look pretty well, particularly at a little distance — can still 
carry on my business, und ein dies und ein das. But I feel the disad- 
vantage of being so much alone ; it would be very sad in case anything 
should befall one." 

« You think, then, that you had better keep a physician in your house 
all the time ?" she fell in, with great earnestness! « Yes ; there jrou are 
right" 

« Certainly, certainly ; but I don*t mean exactly that It would be 
more in accordance with my taste to find a female companion, who 
would bestow upon me her sympathy and care under all circumstances, 
especially in case of sickness." 

« Indeed ! a nurse." 

'< Yes ; in a measure so, inasmuch — Yet, not exactly so, for you see, 
Baronesse, the companion — \ mean by this my life-companion — must in 
a measure assist me to cheerfulness and enjoyment, must stand honor- 
ably by my side, represent my house, and — " 

«« Aha ! You wish a lady companion, a housekeeper, or something 
of that kind." ^ 

« Ah, there you have it. Yes, yes ; but more even than that," re- 
joined the fabrikant, screwing up his courage to draw his chair nearer 
to Natalie. « See here, Baronesse Natalie : I am rich, I don't mind 
expense, and I know where one ought to be noble. Yes ; I know well 
enough, when it comes to that. But one has to take me on the right 
side, and there is no one in the world who understands that so well as 
you, Baronesse." 

« You are jesting," put in Natalie, bowing her head lower over her 
work as though in modest confusion, but in reality to conceal her amuse- 
ment Leiteneder drew his chair still closer, and a tender smile over- 
spread his caoutchouc-like cheeks. 

«< I am in earnest, Baronesse — in earnest," he whispered, " in what I 
tell you. Upon my honor, I am ! I will buy a house in the city, and 
give parties, will keep a box at the theatre, and a carriage, have fine 
wines, hiandsomely-liveried servants, the most elegant furniture, pictures, 
und ein dies und ein das; for I will not be disgraced, and my wife shall 
have everything elegant ; and on the silver and on the linen shall be 
used the great crown with seven balls. For what*s the good of marry- 
ing a baroness if the wtrld don't know it ?" 

21 Q 
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Natalie, who could scarcely restrain her laughter any longer, looked 
up, apparently surprised. 

"Is it possible ?" cried she, in astonished tones. « You are a bride- 
groom-elect? And we are just apprised of it Who is the happy 
lady ?" 

Leiteneder simpered in pleased embarrassment 

" The happy lady ?" he echoed. « Do you really esteem her happy ? 
That rejoices me — that rejoices me ; for you have no cause to envy 
any other this happiness. You yourself^ Baronesse, are the happy lady, 
and if you consent, I am the happiest man in the world, for my most 
ardent wish is then fulfilled.'' 

Natalie knew very well how to .retain the mask of gravity as she 
held up her head and said : 

« What you have just spoken, Herr Leiteneder, surprises me in the 
highest degree; I confess that I had never dreamed of the possibility 
of your marrying." 

"It has long been my wish," he ejaculated, vehemently. «< I have 
not had the courage before, but I nbw feel that I cannot wait any 
longer. I read in a celebrated book that- married men on an average 
live thirty per cent longer than single ones, and that to remain a bachelor 
is to shorten one's life most unwarrantably. What's the use of all my 
money if I can't buy happiness and a long life with it ?" 

Now Natalie had no longer power to control her risibles. Laugh- 
ingly she threw herself back in her chair. 

" Ah ! I know perfectly how to prize the motives of your suit," 
cried she, as he regarded her with somewhat abashed mien. *« I only 
regret that you have applied to the wrong source. The elixir of life 
is not to be had of me; you must inquire at another apothecary's shop." 

Leiteneder understood perfectly that he was rejected, but for a mo- 
ment he could scarcely credit his senses. The silly, soft smile gave 
place to a vexed expression of wounded vanity. 

" I see, Baronesse," said he at last, « that you are extremely aston- 
ished at my offer ; but when you have had time to think it over, you 
will no doubt come to a more favorable decision. I am well aware of 
the circumstances of your family," he continued, with a- sort of mali- 
cious triumph, "and know that an old baronial crown only has value 
when it is freshly gilded. There is something beautiful in the pride 
of nobility when one has means to live in accordance with it ; but 
where the purse is empty, suitors are not so abundant as wood-shavings 
or pebbles." 

« For example, succory roots," suggested Natalie, sarcastically ; add- 
ing, dryly, « If you attribute pride of nobility to me, you are on the 
false track. I reject your offer because I have no desire to marry." 

"You reject me 1" he ejaculated, in surprise. "But that is not pos- 
sible !" • 
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« And why, if I may take the liberty of inquiring ? Because you 
think it impossible for me to resist so alluring an offer ? I have no 
desire to become a sick nurse, were you to pay me ever so liberally 
for it." 

« But allow me, Baronesse. What I can offer you, another cannot 
so easily offer. You are standing in your own light If you did not 
care to hear any further from me, why did you accept my attentions ? 
But I can easily imagine what has changed your mind; yes, that I 
can — other love-affairs — " 

"Enough, mein Herri" here proudly interrupted Natalie. The 
comical impression that had at first been made upon her was wholly 
eradicated by the low malice of Leiteneder's words. With the gesture 
of an angry queen, she arose, and, measuring him with flashing eyes, 
she gave utterance to her contempt without any reserve : « I can only 
think of marriage with a man — not with a puppet without life and with- 
out thought — with an anatomical preparation." 

Leiteneder had also quickly arisen, and in doing so his hat, that had 
been resting on his knee, fell to the ground. In his confusion he 
stooped to pick it up, at the same moment that Natalie pushed back her 
embroidery-frame with vehement haste in order that she might pass out, 
for, hearing her sister and Kurtine at the door, she had determined to 
escape from the room. 

Leiteneder uttered a low cry, to which, however, she paid no heed ; 
but as — hastening past the two girls who were just entering — she was 
about to pass through the open door, her steps were arrested by an 
exclamation from her sister. 

She quickly looked around, and to her surprise saw Leiteneder on 
his knees, with both hands on his face. Drops of blood were trickling 
down between his fingers, and a low groan was the sole response to the 
repeated question as to what was the matter. 

Finally he so far recovered himself as to take his hands from his face, 
revealing the fact that his nose and mouth were bleeding. Groaningly, 
he then ejaculated : 

« A cut — a wound — a damage— blood — und ein dies und ein das P^ 

It was impossible at first to discover how great the damage might 
be, and even Natalie was alarmed, as it appeared that she herself must 
in some way be to blame for the accident, although how was not very 
clear to her. She dame back again into the room, but remained pas- 
sive, while Helene speedily fetched the decanter from the table, and 
Kurtine busied herself in washing away the blood with her pocket- 
handkerchief. Leiteneder was completely paralyzed with terror, and 
scarcely had strength to rise from his knees and sink into a chair. 

It was now speedily determined that the wound was an insignificant 
scratch in the nostril, but it bled profusely. As Leiteneder had stooped 
to pick up his hat, his nose had come into contact with Natalie's em- 
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broidery-frame, and the sharp tooth of the regulating wheel had caused 
the unimportant but painful damage. The hypochondriac took in at a 
glance the most dangerous possible consequences. 

"If one of my teeth should be loosened," he sighed ; and with this 
he began to snap his teeth together with such force that Helene was 
seized with a fit of laughter that no pity could restrain. This did not 
escape Leiteneder^s attention, and his irritated sensibilities found, vent 
in words. "Yes, yes; you laugh, Bardnesse," said he, reproachfully; 
"but that is indicative of no good heart You perhaps rejoice that 
your sister has succeeded in marking me so. But it is indicative of no 
good heart to laugh when another suffers pain." 

Helene hastened to apologize. She regretted the accident, but did not 
consider it so monstrous that it need be taken seriously ; and then she . 
withdrew to where Natalie stood. Leiteneder, however, w^ not in a 
condition to view the matter lightly. 

"It might have had the most serious consequences," said he, taking 
a fresh fomentation from Kurtine's hands. " Just an inch further, and 
it might have cost me an eye — ^yes, an eye ; and who knows but my eye 
may yet be affected sympathetically ? ' I must confess that I have neither 
deserved nor imagined the possibility of such wanton cruelty. It is 
inhuman, and no cultivated person would take pleasure in designedly 
injuring another." 

The last words were directed with a grim side glance at Natalie. 
Unable longer to retain silence, the girl calmly advanced a few steps 
toward her rejected lover, and with cutting sarcasm said : 

" Of design there need be nothing further said. I as little had de- 
signs upon your nose as upon your eyes or your teeth. But neither 
do I feel any pity for you ; inflammation must ensue first You have 
richly deserved this memento of your shameful behavior." 

" Inflammation — ^inflammation !" faltered Leiteneder, in horrified dis- 
may. <• Yes, yes ; I feel it burning already." 

"That you may not stigmatize us as utterly hard-hearted," continued 
Natalie, "we will send you in a pail of water and a yard of English 
plaster. Adieu !" 

And with these words she at once left the room, followed by Helene. 
Kurtine made a movement to go too, but Leiteneder forcibly detained 
her. 

"No, no," he besought; "do not you forsake me. Remain — ^help 
me — do not you be influenced by aristocratic haughtiness." 

« Do you feel very much pain ?" she asked, good-naturedly. 

"No; it burns less, thank God!" he replied; "but one can never 
tell — it might grow worse at any time. Wounds are very dangerous. 
Why, one might bleed to death !" 

" But it will soon stop bleeding ; it seems nearly done now." 

" Do you think so ? do you think so ?" cried he, clinging to the 



SPHINX. 245 

surance that inspired him with new hope. « But is not such a sudden 
cessation a bad sign ? I have heard it said that in such a case internal 
bleeding is very apt to set in — yes, that even spasms may follow. Ah, 
that would be fearful — spasms !" 

Kurtine made use of every effort at her command to pacify him. At 
any other time her cheerful temperament would have been unable to re- 
sist the ludicrousness of the situation, but now, owing to EmiPs pre- 
vious outburst, she was feeling unusually grave and serious. She had 
been thinking a great deal, and the effect was to render her mild and 
gentle. This did not fail to make an impression upon Leiteneder. To 
be sure, he had often seen the girl at Rothenstein, but had never taken 
especial notice of her. Now her words and manner had a particularly 
happy influence over him. Her cheerful demeanor and readiness to 
assist him seemed to him like an outflowing of personal interest, and it 
developed in him a whole chain of curious reflections. 

<t You have a good heart," said he, as she applied to the wound a 
piece of plaster that the serving-man had meanwhile brought in. " Yes ; 
you are not hardened by aristocratic haughtiness. You would not re- 
ceive with ridicule a proposal from a solid man. You have a good 
heart, a practical hand, a very friendly eye, uud ein dies und ein 
das,*^ Then, viewing her complacently, he added : " And you have 
proved yourself to be a good nurse in case of need. Yes, certainly, 
certainly ; I must think of this for the thirty per cent's sake ; and you 
would not despise an equipage and a silver service — I know that — even 
if there was no crown upon it ; but a man to be depended upon is the 
main thing. Where do you live, mein Fraulein ?" he abruptly con- 
cluded his somewhat disconnected speech. 

Kurtine briefly imparted the desired information, but hastened to 
add that she had just been called for the next few weeks to Rothen- 
stein, at which Leiteneder expressed the liveliest joy. 

« Chartnant — trh charmant /" cried he, grasping the girPs hand, and 
at the same time taking up his hat. <* Pll pay the high-nosed party a 
trick, for I know she'll repent it. So, then, auf Wiedersehen^ my 
child ; I'll come soon, right soon. But say, you really don't think the 
wound will have any evil results ?" Here he musingly squinted with 
both eyes at the plaster ; then he concluded : « Well ! we will hope for 
the best, and when I come to Rothenstein we will settle everything in 
a way to surprise folks. Yes, yes ; that we will." . 

While Kurtine gazed wonderingly after the retreating form, scarcely 
knowing how she should understand the curious, disjointed speech, 
there had been taking place in Natalie's room an unusually grave con- 
versation between the sisters. It had originated through the discus- 
sion of the object of the fabrikant's visit, of which Natalie concealed 
nothing. 

w In a measure, you have only yourself to blame for the annoyance," 

21* 
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had Helene exclaimed : << You are, perhaps without knowing it or mean- 
ing it, a coquette, and carry on your game with all men." 

But here Natalie had flown into a passion, as though touched in 
a sensitive point, and with apparently uncalled-for vehemence she 
cried: 

*< And if it were so, to whom am I answerable for my doings ? 
Who has the right to cast any reproaches upon me ? I have never 
held out hopes to any one. Would you forbid the light to shine be- 
cause the silly moths are attracted to burn their wings in it ? The 
light calls them as little as I call the fools. . I am accused of carrying 
on a game with them. Suppose I do; do they deserve more than 
being trifled with, these lords of creation, who on their side only con- 
sider woman a plaything, that when broken, after a moment of pleasure, 
is to be thrown into a corner t Oh, I have hated and despised all men, 
and I will not be deceived in my own feelings. Hatred is too good 
for them — contempt, loathing, is what the whole crowd deserves." After 
a long pause she added, « With a few exceptions." 

Although similar opinions had many times ^len from Natalie's lips, 
Helene had never before seen her so excited. Much perplexed, she 
gazed upon her sister, whose lips were trembling convulsively. 

«< You admit that there are exceptions," she replied, slowly and with 
deep earnestness ; « it appears to be only in theory, for in action you 
treat them all alike, without exception. I have grown up with yoa. 
Tell me, what have men ever done to you that you should hate them 
so?" 

A shrill peal of derisive laughter was her answer. 

« What have they done to me .?" cried Natalie — « what have they 
done to me .'* It is well, child, that you have no idea of it, or else 
your heart would stand still with horror and your soul would be for 
ever poisoned. It is enough that I have to bear it my life long, and 
often it has been a source of amazement to me that I can bear it. 
Why should I not try, at least, to make light of this life, which is so 
heavy that it must weigh down the strongest ? Go and leave me ! 
You can pursue the even tenor of your way with a light heart and 
a calm mind. I have my own path to follow ; let me do it in my own 
way, and if that be a wild one, so much the better. Let me be borne 
onward into the vortex !" 

This was no comedy, such as girls sometimes enact for themselves 
and others ; so much was clear to Helene by the oppression at her 
heart Here was evidence of some deep, incomprehensible secret 
Natalie was in a state of feverish excitement She spoke as one in 
a delirium ; her eyes blazed like demoniac ignes fatui, and there was 
something wild and beyond her natural self in the girl's whole bearing. 
Vanished were all traces of the graceful, elegant maiden, and invol- 
untarily Helene must think of how in jest her sister had once styled 
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herself " Sphinx." This was the very personification of the beautiful, 
high-strung woman with the cruel lion's claws, which were ever ready 
to strike a mortal blow into bleeding hearts. 

t< Natalie !" cried Helene, in tremulous tones, seizing her sister's hand 
within both her own, « for Heaven's sake tell me what ails you ! You 
are out of your senses." 

Natalie passed her disengaged hand over her brow, and seemed to be 
making a strong effort to compose herself. 

« You may be right," she said, abstractedly — « such spells come over 
me at times." 

«< You do not know what mischief you may do yourself if you give 
way to such moods," rejoined Helene. Then she spoke of having 
seen Olschmann, and of what she knew of his ruined condition ; but 
Natalie merely shrugged her shoulders impatiently. After this she 
broached the subject nearest her heart, by speaking of her meeting with 
Crwin. « How could you see him insulted by being rfefused admittance 
here ?" she asked. «< I cannot understand you ; for if ever any one 
loved another, you loved him. Only he was not to be captivated like 
the others. He is not a man to be trifled with." 

« And who says I wanted to captivate him ? — ^he himself?" broke out 
Natalie, sharply. « Because he is your ideal of all manliness, because 
you are enthusiastic about his beauty, his talents and his genius, you 
think that no other heart can resist him. He is doubtless accustomed 
to such results, and takes it for granted that he must be vanquisher 
-wherever he appears. That is on a par with masculine vanity and pre- 
sumption, that believes it to be only needful to hold out the arms for us 
all to vie with one another to rush into them — that, with the airs of a 
Caesar, thinks to take every heart captive with a look, and considers a 
kiss as the seal set upon incontestable possession — the brand of the 
galley slave." 

There was a deep bitterness in her words, and her little hand was 
clenched, so tightly that the prominent veins became more swollen than 
ever, and the sharp nails rudely pressed the palms of her hands. But 
there was no longer the weird grandeur of a while previous in her ap- 
pearance, and her voice faltered as though she found difficulty in re- 
straining her tears. If formerly she had presented the image of Sphinx, 
she was now transformed into an enraged little wild-cat. 

"You do not believe all this in reference to Erwin yourself," re- 
joined Helene, and a peculiarly tender yet mournful smile glided over 
her face. « You know you are doing him injustice ; but why ?" 

Natalie could no longer control herself. A convulsive tremor now 
shook her whole frame. "And what does that signify?" she cried, in 
a shrill voice. " I will not have him — will have no one — ^no one. Into 
a cloister will I go ; there, at least, I can find peace from the world !" 
With these words she gave way to a passionate outburst of nervous 
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sobs, aod, like a wild, ungovernable child, threw herself od her bed and 
buried her tear-covered face in the pillow. 

Helene was completely at a loss what to do. She made some effort 
to pacify her sister, but Natalie vehemently repelled her, demanding so 
impetuously to be left alone that she finally complied, in order that she 
might not further excite her. 

Scarcely was Natalie alone than she sprang up and flew to her little 
writing-table, upon which stood a row of books. One she selected from 
the rest, which still bore traces of Dear's teeth. Upon its cover she 
pressed burning kisses, and then, giving way to a fresh burst of tears^ 
she sank back upon her couch in a perfect abandon of despair. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE LATEST SENSATION. 

THE carnival was over, and with the sombre mood of the Lenten 
season corresponded the gloomy inclemency of the weather. In 
the preparation of the calendar, as elsewhere, the founders of the 
Church well understood how to take advantage of the weaknesses and 
pronenesses of human nature. Not merely the sea obeys the law of 
ebb and flow : the organism of man also requires this alternation ; ex- 
cess calls forth abstinence, and nothing more surely prepares the way 
for one extreme than its opposite. Extremes not only meet: they 
mutually stipulate one for the other. 

It is a wise and judicious dispensation that wedges in the wild car- 
nival gayeties between two solemn seasons of prayer and melancholy 
reflection. Thus man acquires a realization of his dependence upon 
the decrees of the Church, even where the enjoyments of life are con- 
cerned ; and yearly this feeling is renewed. During the brief interval 
when, apparently, curb and bridle are withdrawn, be may temporarily 
believe himself fi^ee, and plunge into the maddest carnival pleasures. 
But the wilder the tumult, the greater the consequent weariness ; and in 
its total exhaustion^ the devastated soul finds most acceptable the mo- 
nition to reflection and self-communion. Indeed, the discontent and 
discomfiture often increases to self-condemnation, wherein reproach is 
heaped upon the entire existence, pleasure and contentment are stigma- 
tized as crimes, yearning for earthly happiness and joy as an outrage 
to Divinity. 

Repentance and expiation form the welcome bath into which the 
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heated, relaxed members plunge and are strengthened, and the locali- 
ties where such refreshment is provided now rejoice in as great a throng 
as did formerly the temples of pleasure and folly. The path leading 
from the brilliant ball-room, glowing with light and splendor, and ringing 
with the swift-gliding strains of bewitching dance-melodies, to the mys^ 
tic dusk of the sacred pillared halls, laden with oppressive wafts of in- 
cense, is as short as inevitable ; and the higher the breast has heaved 
in the breathless vortex, the more it now swells with the half-suppressed 
sobs of contrition when the impressive word from the chancel, the now 
stirring, now touching tone, strikes a sympathetic chord within the soul, 
taking captive heart and senses with irresistible fascination. 

Such reflections as these Erwin was utterly unable to banish, as 
the organ notes of the concluding voluntary swelled out through the 
nave of the church. The deep twilight of the late afternoon hour 
prevailed throughput the spacious building, rendering it grander and 
more weird than ever. The isolated points of light gleamed out as from 
the remote distance, and about each hovered a circumscribed halo that 
seemed to swallow up the rays as they ascended. Throughout the 
house there arose, after the conclusion of the sermon, a stir and rust- 
ling, as though life had returned to the congregation, who now began 
gradually to arise and move away. 

Erwin, too, approached the door. As he was borne along by the 
outstreaming multitude, chance brought him directly behind a group 
who were slowly passing out, and compelled him to overhear their con- 
versation. Not until the voices became clearly distinguishable did he 
recognize the speakers. These were the Princess Wiidingen and Count 
Salizhofen, while Natalie moved silently along beside them. 

«Oh, certainly,'' the princess was saying, in reply to an observation 
of the count ; << I feel my exp>ectations exceeded. The discourse was a 
most effective one ; both in logic and impressiveness it exceeded the first 
It is remarkable how vastly his oratorical talent has developed since 
first I heard him." 

«In the same degree has his zeal," rejoined the count. *<Does it 
not seem to you too, Baronin Natalie, or is it merely a fancy of my 
own, that the formerly too great mildness and conciliator! ness has given 
place to an emphasis more in conformity with our obdurate times ?" 

Evidently with the intention of replying, Natalie turned her head, 
but in so doing her gaze fell upon Erwin, who was walking directly be- 
hind Salizhofen. The half-parted lips closed again with an impetuous 
haste. As if dreading to betray herself by so much as a look, she 
dropped her veil, and pressed forward with an abruptness that called 
forth a rebuke from her aunt. 

For a brief moment there quivered a bitter expression about Erwin's 
mouth ; then it vanished. Not a painful feeling at the unmistakable 
aversion had evoked it, but the thought that this accidental approach 
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might be considered an intentional obtrusion apon his part. He felt 
positively humiliated and incensed at the bare possibility of such a 
supposition. Although he made every effort to fall back, the crowd 
prevented his doing so, and he could not avoid hearing the princess 
.thank her escort in French for having called her attention to the young 
priest, who gave such fair promises to distinguish himself as a champion 
^^pour la gloire de Dieu.^^ 

"Something is, indeed, requisite to arrest the growing indifference to 
the cause of religion," she continued, in the same language. "A proc- 
lamation should be issued, otherwise the state protection of our holy 
Church will be set aside, precisely as was the former ministry. We 
must do all in our power to openly oppose the movement." 

Meanwhile, the ladies, with Count Salizhofen, had emerged into the 
open air. Erwin saw them approach the carriage which awaited them, 
then turned quickly aside and hastened away in the opposite direction. 

« She shall be spared hereafter the unpleasantness of an accidental 
glimpse of me," he said, drawing his scarf tightly about his neck, for 
it was raw and cold, and a heavy mist pervaded the atmosphere. 

«So this was the way Steinhacke came hither from Rothensee!" 
was the low*spoken exclamation with which his thoughts involuntarily 
found utterance. « Salizhofen and the princess were coachman and 
piqueur. Then I comprehend — but, no," he vehemently interrupted 
himself, "I do not yet comprehend it!" 

The transformation the curate had undergone was almost equally 
incomprehensible, even though some traces of it were already beginning 
to be noticeable in the autumn. Several times during the sermon Er- 
win had recalled the scene at the "Rastkreuz," of which he had been 
an involuntary witness, to aceount for the complete revolution in mode 
of expression as well as in appearance. 

Directiy after the beginning of Lent, the curate, who had been newly 
transplanted to the Residenz, had appeared in the pulpit and excited 
universal attention. The style of his delivery, as well as his train of 
thought, diverged widely from all tjiat had hitherto been heard here. 
Perhaps more adroit logicians, more powerful rhetoricians, had previ- 
ously ascended the pulpit, but in none of (hem had glowed this smoul- 
dering fire that invested with a warm tinting every imagery, and occa- 
sionally blazed forth in tremulous words over the hearers like a con- 
suming flame. None of them united as did he all the powerful and 
rare qualities : impressive power of word, euphony of voice, peculiar 
skill in arranging the heads of the discourse, whose attractiveness 
often increased so powerfully as to become fascinating, and to carry 
utterly captive the hearts of the hearers, especially those of susceptible 
women. 

Not only in certain circles did the latest sensation afford welcome ma- 
terial for conversation — the new Lenten preacher was discussed every- 
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where ; even the newspapers made more lively and profuse mention of him 
than was usual in reference to other pulpit orators. The most remark- 
able thing of all was the tone in which this was done ; usually the striking 
passages of sermons were pointed out with irony or indignation. This 
time there prevailed throughout the journals, as by common consent, 
rather a certain regret over the exaggerated and impassioned inferences 
to which the orator had permitted himself to be transported — a sign 
of how deeply these matter-of-fact reporters were impressed by the 
man's talents and bearing. One single scurrilous sheet accused him 
of vanity in regard to his feminine auditors. In reply to this, several 
prominent journals took up the cudgels in his defence, pointing out the 
deep earnestness that pervaded the whole bearing of the young priest, 
and that excluded, beyond the shadow of a doubt, any supposition of 
frivolity. Indeed, all possessing the least knowledge of human nature 
were forced to admit, on the contrary, the existence of a decided tend- 
ency to blind fanaticism. 

With peculiar interest Erwin had read all these criticisms, and he 
found them only too fully corroborated by what he had just heard. It 
was the second sermon Steinhacke had delivered, and the ardent, im- 
passioned language he this time employed was considered even by the 
princess an access of fervor and power. Thus were Erwin's predictions 
fulfilled. Steinhacke had been borne onward by the stream into the con- 
flict, from which, supported by his previous mild contemplation, he had 
believed himself able to keep aloof 

While Erwin's thoughts were busied with the psychological problem 
thus presented to his mind, he had been walking on at a pretty brisk 
pace. Not until he had come close up to Bokel and Emil, who were 
saunteringly approaching him, was he aware of their vicinity. 

"And I'll wager, bet des Teufels Gemskrikeln,^^ cried Bokel, "that 
you come directly out of the mouth of a cannon, from which, through 
some inadvertence, you have been discharged instead of the natural 
load." 

"Not well conjectured," laughed Erwin."**"! come from church." 

"From church.? Have you suddenly grown pious, doctor? and do 
you feel repentance and sorrow for your unjustifiable goodness of heart — 
to say nothing of weakness — in the affair of Heinrich Horatio Hul- 
drich, tl^e renowned shark ? For my part, I only go to church in the 
country ; there it is amusing — never in the city. I have not been 
inside a Christian temple since I was in Rothensee." 

"Then you would have felt yourself carried back to Rothensee had 
you been with me to-day. It was too dark to plainly distinguish the 
congregation, and in the pulpit stood an old acquaintance, the curate 
from Rothensee." 

"Ah, had I known that, I should have gone." 

"And I should have attended the Lenten service for the sake of 
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3rour company," put in Emil, throwing away the burned-ont end of his 
cigar; "but I should say we had frozen ourselves long enough; my 
poor joints have grown so stiff in the chilly hall of the assembly that 
I have almost lost control over them. Well, luckily for me, the sitting 
won't last much longer ; if it did, I should be crippled for life." 

"Why do you make such a sacrifice of yourself?" jested BokeL 
"Why don't you play truant a few times ? That's the way others do." 

"Yes, lazy people, who c^e nothing about their bounden duty," 
stormed Emil, vehemently. " It is needful for every one to be at his 
post — ^we have seen that ; and I shall not forsake mine if I have to sit 
six months upon my bench of torture." 

"Hm ! It seems to me that Destiny has laid forcible hands upon yoa 
also." 

Emil inquired what Erwin meant by this exclamation, but did not 
seem very well pleased when told that, like Steinhacke, he was being 
borne turbulently along with the tide. 

"The similarity admits of being contested," quoth he; "but here it 
is too cheerless for the effort. Have you an3rthing important on hand .^" 

Erwin replied in the negative. Emil then invited him and the 
painter to accompany him home to his lodgings. Complying with this, 
they all started off briskly together, and soon reached EmiPs comfort- 
ably-warmed apartments, that were cheerfully illumined by a brightly- 
burning lamp. The host offered cigars to his guests, and all three 
made themselves comfortable about the grate, Bokel meanwhile busying 
himself, as was his wont, in stirring up the fire. 

Gradually, conversation was entered into, and speedily turned once 
more to the curate. Erwin narrated how curiosity had impelled him to 
attend the afternoon sermon, and what impression it had made upon 
him. 

« Yes ; I noticed something of that during the latter part of the time 
out with us," said Emil. " The Christian love and charity was a mere 
surface-coloring, and not dyed in the wool." 

Bokel here thrust the poker into a huge log, so that the sparks flew 
around in every direction. 

" The man must be greatly changed," he exclaimed, " since the great 
sheep-and-goat assemblage at the « Sun.' Do you remember what befell 
the band that time, doctor ? > ' Pay attention,' cried the capellmeister. 
«One, two — ' crash ! and there lay the whole party on the ground 
That was a pretty good story," laughed he. " And now my lambkin 
has grown into a butting-ram. Well, well ! And one with four horns 
at that." 

" This very change, it appears, comes quite opportunely for a certain 
clique," observed Erwin. « I inadvertendy overheard some remarks 
upon the point The very dead are expected to be raised by such a 
miracle-working man. Because sundry hysterical ladies have gone into 
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ecstasies oyer his discourses, which now really have attained the ex- 
treme boundaries of reason, it is presumed that the vanishing faith will 
be newly quickened in the masses. Vain effort !" 

« So far as I can learn from my aunt,'' said Emil, puffing out a thick 
cloud of smoke, « the ladies of the high aristocracy purpose having a 
collection taken up at the church-door, hoping that the example will be 
productive of the most extravagant results." 

"In that they are likely to be mistaken," remarked Erwin. "So 
soon as the first curiosity is over, no one will pay admittance fee." 

Once more the poker was thrust into the glowing coals. 

^^Beides Teufels Gemskrikeln / ^RhaX immeasurable darkness !" ejac- 
ulated Bokel, vehemently. " What ! do these ladies imagine that they 
can bring the people to discernment through such < lowly humiliation,' 
as they call the comedy? How absurd is the self-deception which 
notes nothing of the fact that the world has long ceased to believe in 
idols set up by vanity ! The nobility is — " 

"Hold, friend !" interrupted. Erwin, playfully taking him by the arm 
that was once more threatening a huge log. " You are accustomed to 
heavy coats of paint, and believe that it is the same with all the world ; 
but I assure you the great masses are always ready to apply a light 
coating of crayons to the ancient escutcheons, as well as to raise the 
bat before every transparent crown. The consciousness of inequality, 
the feeling of distinction, runs in the blood, and if one wishes to make 
a faAr estimate, one must consider human beings, not principles, as the 
fectors." 

«Ah," interposed Emil, disdainfully, "that is one of your conclu- 
sions that I don't comprehend at all. It always seems as if you were 
coquetting with both sides of the question." 

" Say, rather, as if I were about destroying both," replied Erwin, 
laughingly. 

Just at this moment there was heard a tremendous clearing of the 
throat and croaking sound outside the door ; then came a quick rap, and 
immediately thereupon entered an individual closely enveloped in an old- 
faishioned blue cloth cloak, with its collar so drawn up about the ears as 
to render the face totally unrecognizable. 

«< EmpfehV tnich /" croaked a voice fi-om behind the collar, and none 
of the three friends could long be in doubt concerning the identity of 
the new-comer, while surprise at the unexpected visit for a moment de- 
prived them all of speech. 

« Bei des Teufels Gemskrikeln, Doctor Aschenbrenner, how did you 
get here ? I should never have dreamed of seeing you," cried Bokel, 
who first regained the use of his tongue. Then, without further delay, 
he began helping the doctor out of the heavy folds of his blue cloak, 
displaying him to view in his well-known miller's-gray suit 

if et Doctor Aschenbrenner's appearance was not the accustomed one ; 



254 SPHINX, 

there was something gloomy and constrained in his whole demeanor 
that accorded poorly with his usual joviality. 

" Neither jdid I ever dream of such a thing," he growled, seating 
himself at the same time with such energy upon the sofa that it fairly 
cracked again. « I never dreamed that I should ever find my way 
again into this nest of fools and rascals." 



CHAPTER XI. 

A PORTENTOUS VISIT TO THE RESIDENZ. 

IT must indeed have been some unusual occurrence that could have 
induced Doctor Aschenbrenner to leave his beloved Rothensee and 
come up to the Residenz, which for two entire decades he had scrupu- 
lously avoided. 

During the stormy days of the great Revolution, when last he had 
been there, his life had nearly fallen a sacrifice to his convictions. 
With the freedom from constraint habitual to him, he expressed his 
disapproval of the bombast and circumscribed transcendentalism with 
which so many ideas then brought into the market were tainted ; nor 
did he make any effort to concealthe abhorrence with which the de- 
grading excesses of a fanatical, bloodthirsty mob inspired him. 

One day, in passing through a well-known public square, his atten- 
tion was attracted by a people's orator who was haranguing the multi- 
tude, summoning them to combat, lynch-law, even to regicide. Im- 
petuously he proclaimed his indignation at the maxims uttered, as well 
as at the applause accorded the orator. 

« Good-for-nothing vagabonds you are, all and every one !" croaked 
he. " You would murder your monarch, forsooth ! He's too good for 
you — that's the trouble." 

These words were scarcely calculated to soothe the excited mass. 
The bold intruder was looked after, and his appearance was far too 
striking to escape the prying eyes that were bent upon him. He was 
seized — ^a thousand hands were outstretched for the purpose. " An die 
Laterne r was the cry, and, carried forward by the howling mob, he 
soon really stood beneath the fatal post 

Instead of being intimidated by the threatened danger, his wrath 
only increased, and found vent through the most abusive exclamations 
and invectives. The fury of the mob rose higher than ever at this, and 
nothing short of a miracle seemed likely to avert the victim's doonu 
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Then a curious chance gave impetus to a change in the. mood of the 
populace, such as occasionally will occur in moments of the highest ex- 
citement, although much more frequently with a reverse tendency. 

" A rope to hang him with ! A rope !" ran from mouth to mouth. 
The condemned had been stationed upon an overturned keg beneath 
the lamp-post, from whence he was visible at a considerable distance ; 
but the most requisite implement for an execution not being at hand, 
there t^s a rush made for the nearest house to procure a rope. The 
victim lost patience over the long delay, and his spleen found vent in 
very audible croaking. 

« Worthless vagabonds that you are !" cried he — " vagabonds and 
asses, who know not how to help yourselves in a strait ! What do I 
need with a rope ? There, take that, and make short work of it, 
scoundrels 1" With a gesture of impatience he had drawn forth his 
yellow bandanna handkerchief from his pocket while speaking, twisted 
and knotted it together, and thrown it to his executioners. 

The man's comical appearance, the ludicrousness of his words, his 
unexpected deed, all combined to produce a curious impression. The 
courage and indifference to death displayed by him wrought a change 
upon the mob ; his originality of appearance, his voice and laughter 
aroused them, and with one accord they exclaimed : 

" A speech — a speech ! He must give us a speech !" Doctor 
Aschenbrenner did not need much urging to comply with this demand. 
In rough, emphatic style he harangued the people, his words falling 
like a cudgel amongst them from right to left. He depicted to /them in 
glowing colors the injustice they were about committing in his case, as 
well as the far greater one that they were in danger of being led into 
like a silly flock of sheep. 

Wild jubilations interrupted his words. Exasperation was trans- 
formed into enthusiasm. Of hanging there was no further question. 

« The gallows-bird shall live t" was the cry, in which the whole mul- 
titude joined. The people took him on their shoulders and bore him 
in triumph through the streets, until a new excitement attracted their 
attention elsewhere. 

Among his acquaintances the doctor long bore the title « Gallows 
Doctor." From this period could be dated his abhorrence of the 
Residenz, which he had shortly after left, thus avoiding further conse- 
quences of his adventure. 

This characteristic episode in the doctor's life was well known to 
Erwin, £mil and the painter, as was also the ineffaceable impression it 
had made upon himself. They were, therefore, in the highest degree 
surprised at his sudden appearance, and repeatedly expressed their as- 
tonishment. 

« Well, well," he cried in reply, " I should never have expected to 
find myself here. After all, my coming won't amount to much, I fear. 
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and I can say, Cum Phrygibus sapit Look here. Baron Emil," he 
struck in, as though to protect himself from a tormenting thought, " I 
came pretty near not finding you. The evening train landed me at the 
ddpot, and I had the greatest difficulty in making my way here. Why, 
the city is completely transformed. Much good your address did me." 

<< You managed to find your way here at last," laughed Emil. « Shall 
I bring you some wine or a glass of beer ?" 

The doctor declined — declined, although he had evidently taken 
nothing since noon, and had passed several hours in the railroad cars. 
What could such an unheard-of occurrence portend ? Something in- 
deed far exceeding the ordinary must be hanging over him to thas 
paralyze his usually insatiable thirst and appetite. 

"What news do you bring us from home .?" asked Erwin. 

« All kinds of things — ^all kinds of things.'' 

« All are well, I hope,'' interposed Emil, anxiously. 

« Hm ! yes, according as you take it The baron and baroness are 
well — Baronesse Helene, too, and your mother, lieber College, Every- 
thing is pretty much in a normal condition, no contagious disease in 
the neighborhood, although there are some other striking symptoms 
besides the interesting case of apoplexia nervosa. Swooning, nervous 
excitement, strong palpitation of the hearty troubled fancies — ^brief 
course altogether." 

« Very interesting, doctor, especially as we are not acquainted with 
the patient," interposed Emil. 

" What ! Not acquainted ? Why, sure enough," cried Doctor 
Aschenbrenner, shaking off his abstraction. « Then I must tell you, 
Frau Olschmann died this forenoon." 

« Frau Olschmann ? That young woman ! So suddenly !" All 
three hearers were greatly shocked, and inquired in one breath how it 
had occurred. 

But, singularly enough, the doctor did not proceed to expatiate upon 
the interesting case, which was a further proof of his unusual preoccu- 
pation. When before had he let slide an opportunity of entering into 
the minutiae of any case, with the addition, if possible, of an anatomical 
introduction? The sight of the Residenz after a lapse of so many 
years, or else some unknown cause, must have wrought a singular 
effect upon the doctor's train of thoughts, and, in fact, upon his whole 
being. 

Instead of any pathological discussion, he merely remarked that it 
was partly owing to this event that he had come up to the city, as it had 
fcdlen to his lot to look after the interests of the orphans. 

« I am only curious to hear what influence this sad affair will have 
upon Olschmann," said Emil. « It must certainly be a great shock to 
him. I wonder what he will do." 

« He will do nothing," rejoined the doctor, dryly, « but stay where 
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lie has been placed Yesterday he was arrested, and is now in prison 
awaiting his trial." 

« Impossible ! I saw him only a few days ago !" exclaimed Emil. 

« That does not alter the case ; he is in prison now. He will have 
plenty of time for repentance and grief. He killed his wife ; there's no 
question about that." 

Besieged with questions on every side, the doctor now related the 
occurrences that for two days had set all Rothensee in excitement He 
had himself gathered the outlines, partly from the lips of the oldest 
girl and partly from the now deceased wife, having endeavored to fill up 
the gaps from the servant-maid's confused narrative. 

It seemed that Frau Olschmann was watching late in the night over 
the couch of her children, the eldest of whom was suffering with a 
slight rheumatic fever and was unable to sleep, when suddently she 
heard a noise at the house-door. Before she could control the first 
feeling of alarm, the door opened, and her husband, closely muffled up 
in his cloak, entered the chamber. 

For a moment she thought only of a burglarious attack, and was ex- 
cessively terrified, being alone with her children, as her kitchen-maid 
slept in the attic, and the rest of the people of the house were too fisir 
off to be reached by any cries for assistance. 

Nor was the poor woman's terror greatly diminished when she recog- 
nized her husband. She had had no tidings of him for months — ^had 
every reason to consider herself pretty much separated from him ; 
therefore it was only natural that his appearance at such an unusual 
hour and in such a stealthy way should startle her. 

He must have crossed the mountains on foot by night in view of 
escaping observation, and have admitted himself into the house with 
his latch-key. 

The sick child, equally terrified at the unexpected entrance of her 
father, became a mifte witness of the loud altercation that now ensued 
between her parents ; and although she comprehended little of its pur- 
port, she judged from tone and gesture its bitterness. 

Olschmann, pressed by creditors, even pursued. by justice for count-s 
erfeiting bills, had fled from the Residenz, and sought refuge with bin 
wife in hopes of obtaining from her the means to further pursue his 
flight He demanded money of her, and when she offered him her 
purse with its slender cash, he insisted upon having the bonds she had 
always carefully preserved as a fund for her children. 

The poor, broken-spirited wife had courage, however, to refuse him 
the delivery of the papers. Not being himself aware of their hiding- 
place, he suppressed an oath, and, gnashing his teeth, resorted to hum- 
ble entreaties. He exhausted every persuasive art ; he entreated her 
to save him from destruction, not to hurl him into the abyss of ruin. 
Finally he went so far as to promise that he would depart immediately 
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for America, and from thence send her a certificate of his death, that she 
might be free to dispose of her future as she saw fit 

Yet even this decoy did not possess for his wife the allurement he 
attributed to it Whether there yet remained within her bleeding heart 
a remnant of love for the fallen and degraded man, whether she still 
clung to hopes of his return to a respectable life, and cheated herself 
into thinking she could yet bind him to herself or whether it was only 
the bitter obstinacy of a poisoned and mangled heart, combined with 
maternal instinct, she, at all events, was endowed with strength sufficient 
to resist Olschmann's importunities. 

Irritated at his failure, the wretched man began to grow more and 
more violent He hurled reproach after reproach at his wife, until 
finally the dispute waxed from words to deeds, and a powerful blow fiY)m 
his clenched fist stretched her senseless upon the floor. 

In furious haste he vainly searched the bed-chamber, then betook 
himself to the sitting-room, where he rummaged through press and 
sideboard without any more successful results. 

The little girl at last found courage sufficient to creep out of her 
crib and throw herself down beside her mother, whom she fondled and 
caressed, until finally, with cries and lamentations, she aroused her from 
her heavy swoon. 

It was the little one, too, who later told the doctor what a blow the 
father had dealt her mother. Poor Frau Olschmann had scrupulously 
maintained silence upon this point until her dying hour, in order that 
no new charge might be brought against her husband, from whom the 
quivering fibres of her beart, even in the death-struggle, could not tear 
liiemselves free. 

When she came out of her death-like swoon she was too weak to 
stand. She heard Olschmann's curses and imprecations in the next 
room ; but without paying heed to them, she wearily dragged herself 
and her child to the bed, upon which she threii^ herself, completely 
exhausted. Trembling as with an ague fit, she pressed her little 
daughter with ice-cold hands to her heart, and her teeth chattered 
violently. 

Midnight was long past, when there were heard sounds of knocking 
at the house-door. One of the farm-hands came round from the stable 
to see what was the matter. During the parley, Olschmann, scenting 
some mischance, endeavored to escape through a window. The effort 
failed, as the house was surrounded. When Olschmann found himself 
captured, he drew forth a pistol and threatened to shoot down the first 
man who should touch him. The courage to carry his threat into 
execution, however, failed him, and he was very speedily overpowered 
He was taken at once to the railroad-station, and thence back to the 
Residenz. 

Some one had recognized him upon his departure, and telegrams were 
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despatched to different points along the road where he would be likely 
to leave the train, ordering his immediate arrest ; but this precaution was 
unfortunately not taken until it was too late to be of any avail. There 
was no one to be found at the station who remembered having seen 
him leave the train, although the "foreign agriculturist of Rothensee" 
was pretty generally known throughout the little town. Finally, it was 
decided to be most advisable to search the place, and the universal 
supposition that he was at home with his wife sent them first of all 
thither. 

The maid in the attic chamber, like half the market-town, was 
frightened out of her sleep by the noise. Hurr3ring down stairs, she 
found her poor mistress in a very critical condition. The doctor was 
immediately sent for, but he could afford no effectual aid, so rapidly did 
the disorder increase. Indeed, the poor woman scarcely had time to 
make a few broken communications to the doctor, to lay the care of 
her children upon his heart, and to implore him to do what he could for 
the imprisoned man, before she became wholly unconscious. 

To the very last she loved the man who had betrayed, forsaken, tor- 
mented and finally struck her. Now, when it was too late, she would 
gladly have rescued him with her children's little patrimony, for she was 
unaware of any other cause for arrest than debt The bonds were 
sewed up in her pillow, as she now stated. 

" But," continued Doctor Aschenbrenner, after proceeding to this 
point of his narration — « but nothing will come out of that ; the man is 
past being rescued with a few thousand florins. The counterfeiting 
can't be bought back again, and the poor little worms must be provided 
for. Temporarily I have had them brought to my house ; Lotti can 
have a supervision over them, at least for the present." 

Then, as if fearing he had said too much with these last words, he 
broke off crossly. 

"Early this morning the poor woman died," he resumed, after a 
pause, as none of his hearers seemed inclined to break the silence. 

The communication had so shocked them that they were unable to 
reply, and it was long before they could shake off the gloomy impression. 
This was no unusual history ; such things were constantly transpiring 
around them ; the daily papers gave abundant evidence of even more 
horrible occurrences ; but that they had seen the development of the 
catastrophe, as it were under their very eyes, that they had- known 
the man, had even been intimate with him, brought the whole tragedy 
nearer home to them. Besides, there was something else that flashed 
through their minds simultaneously, without a word being spoken, and 
this was the fetal participation — ^let it be great or small — that Natalie 
had had in the ruin of this family. 

Like the evil eye of legendary love, hers had wrought mischief apd 
destruction in an apparently peaceful circle. 
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« Wen, so that is one reason of my being here," resumed the doctor, 
after a time. « I mast see what can be done for the arch villain, be- 
cause it was the last wish of his poor little wife, who, just between our- 
selves, would have done no harm either to herself or to him with a 
little less fretting and whining. Gratia gratiam parit First, however, 
I have something privatissimum to attend to, and perhaps some of 
you can give me the address I need. Can you tell me. Baron Emil, 
where your brother's former hofmeister, that fine bird Kern, lodges ?" 

" That I can tell you," came promptly from Erwin. « He seems to 
hire, second-hand, a room in the lodgings of the &mily Tusch. You 
know the sewing-mam'selle Kurtine. The house is — " 

" There I" interrupted Doctor Aschenbrenner. " Why, had I known 
that, I should have driven there directly with Kurtine." 

Emil was amazed to hear that the girl was back already. 

« How did they come to send her back while I am here ?" cried he. 
Without replying, the doctor proceeded to narrate how he had been 
called upon to escort Kurtine up from Rothenstein. 

<»She has her wedding outfit to prepare," said he. «Ah, so!" he 
exclaimed, in response to the surprised questions. « Then what I tell 
you is a piece of news. Kurtine is a betrothed bride. She is shortly 
to be married to Herr Leiteneder." 

(' Impossible !" exclaimed Emil, springing to his feet 

« Impossible ? It is true, I tell you. I should think I ought to 
know. Lapsis et tonsoribus notum, Leiteneder has himself ' invited 
me to write the wedding poem ; but, unfortunately,. I am not in a poetic 
vein. Perhaps you will undertake it," he said, addressing himself to 
Erwin. The latter, however, declined the honor with a gesture of mock 
alarm. 

« No, no ! the right mood for a festive song fails me, too;" quoth he. 
« Besides, it has been but a short time since I sang to this gendeman a 
song with quite another tune." 

As he thus jestingly spoke he cast a scrutinizing gaze upon EmiL 
The overwhelming agitation that had seized his friend had not escaped 
his notice. Upon various occasions, when the subject had come up, and 
Erwin had endeavored to act upon Helene's suggestions, he had been 
obliged to acknowledge how deeply love for Kurtine had taken root in 
Emil's heart, and how little prospect there was of prevailing upon him 
to alter his decision. Emil had fully determined upon making the girl, 
sooner or later, his wife. The news must, therefore, have fallen like a 
thunder-clap upon him. 

Bokel, who was aware of EmiPs attachment, although he had no 
idea of how deeply it was rooted, drew a comical face, and cried, ban- 
teringly : 

« There you have it, baron ! She is fished away fi-om us — ^fished 
away before our very noses. I always have said that the stupider and 
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richer one is, the sooner one obtains a wife. Bat I don't grudge her 
to the fellow, although I most confess that I should not much have 
minded trjring -a thirty years' marriage warfare with her myself. She 
is truly a Pracktmddel* rather dark, but of vigorous colority firm, 
healthy carnation ; and she is a perfect little flash, into the bargain. I 
amused myself superbly with her at the masked ball, where she — 
Sapperment P"* he cried, suddenly breaking o% upon a look fix>m Erwin ; 
^\ should soon have got into a scrape." 

His eye anxiously sought Emil, fearing that he might have heard 
him, and would show a desire to follow the scent ; but his anxiety was 
superfluous; £mil heeded nothing but his own thoughts. 

« Those are machinations !" the young man finally ejaculated, in a 
violent ebullition of feeling, that for a moment made him forget the pro- 
found filial love and veneration that usually reigned within his hearL 
« A plot that has originated with my mother. But I will see if they can 
force me into acquiescence. I am not a child any longer !" 

«You had better first investigate the circumstances," counselled 
Erwin ; but it was a waste of words. 

"Doctor, I will accompany you," cried £miL "Come, we will drive 
at once to the place. I will not be one moment longer in uncertainty." 

" I wonder whether he is at home now ?" inquired the doctor ; " but 
no matter," he decided, rising up and taking his cloak. " He is just 
as likely to be at home now as at any other hour ; and if he be not, I 
shall remain before his door the whole night until he does come home." 

£mil rushed off tp the nearest hack-stand. In vain did Bokel seek, 
meanwhile, to induce the doctor to take a little refreshment The 
doctor seemed to have completely changed his nature. 

" Ha, it is curious !" mused the painter, after they had both departed. 
" There is something remarkable behind all this ; what can the Raven 
Nevermore want with that arrogant scamp Kern ? Can it be that Miss 
Grille — ? Bah ! suppositions are unfinitfiil ground ; they only aggravate 
my thirst You, doctor," said he, turning to Erwin, « you surely will 
not leave me in the lurch. It is too late for the theatre, even if one 
had the desire to go ; but it wouldn't be a bad idea to take a little 
something to cheer us up. Who ever would have thought such a 
thing of Olschmann ?" 

Meanwhile, £mil and Doctor Aschenbrenner were driving silently 
along together. Although the former felt very desirous to be further 
informed concerning the details of Kurtine's betrothal, he was so over- 
come with wrath and passionate restlessness that he desisted from all 
questioning, while the doctor, having utterly lost his customary prolixity, 
lay back in his comer like a porcupine rolled up with bristles on end. 

The carriage drew up in front of its destination, and £mil sprang out 
first Just as the doctor was about to follow, although with less alac- 

* splendid s^rL 
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rity, Kern came through the entrance-way, and, attracted by the coach- 
lanterns, took a good survey of the new-comers. All at once there 
flashed an expression of alarm over the fsure of the sometime tutor, and 
he drew back into the shade. His conscience was evidently not quite 
at ease, and the appearance of these two men together brought up cer- 
tain dark points in his memory. Doubtless he considered it most 
judicious to avoid an encounter just then ; but the doctor's albino eyes 
saw admirably by night, and had at once recognized the man he was 
seeking. His great hand was placed like the clutch of a beast of prey 
upon the shoulder of his victim, so as to effectually stop his egress. * 

^^EmpfehV mich / empfehV mich P^ he croaked, but in so threatening 
a tone as to scare every shadow of a smile from Kern's fece. « You 
come just at the right time, Herr Kern ; we have a word to say together, 
I think. Will you show me to your room ?" 

Now that escape was impossible, Kern endeavored to assume a bold 
face, and made some excuse about urgent business that admitted of no 
delay. But the doctor had no intention of permitting the fellow to es- 
cape him, and his vigorous form, with £mil to back him, who might per- 
chance be here also to settle some grievance of his own, was certainly 
intimidating. 

So Kern yielded to a bad game with a good grace, and invited the 
gentlemen in, beseeching them to bear in mind his limited time. 

<<.Don't trouble yourself said the doctor; «my business can be 
settled in a few words. I am not in the habit of beating long around 
the bush." 

Evidently a stone rolled from the former hofmeister's heart when he 
discovered that EmiPs visit was not to him. With servile obsequi- 
ousness he hastened to ring the bell at the ex-theatre-sergeant's door, 
before leading the way to his own, that was situated &rther along the 
corridor. 

The ceremony with which the doctor bolted and locked the door, 
drew out the key and put it in his pocket, while Kern was striking a 
light, was not calculated to have a particularly soothing effect upon this 
individual. Nevertheless, he deemed it most advisable to leave all this 
apparently unnoticed, and summoned all his impudence to aid in brav- 
ing Doctor Aschenbrenner. What harm could come to him, after all ? 
Did he not live in a city with well-ordered police regulations ? Besides, 
the doctor did not look like a murderer, nor even like a bully from 
whom a challenge might be anticipated ; so he might as well calmly 
await the issue. 

Without waiting for an invitation, the doctor seated himself upon the 
old leather sofa that formed a part of the sparse furniture of the room. 
The secretaryship was not lucrative enough to permit its possessor the 
enjoyment of any especial luxury. 

Then Kern also took a seat, and, in a manner that would have done 
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honor to some lofty patron in addressing an humble petitioner, asked 
how he could be of service. 

" How you can be of service ?" exclaimed the doctor. « I should 
think you might conjecture that yourself; cantatum satis est The 
dance is over, the pleasure at an end. Marriage is the thing now." 

« I am very sorry, Herr Doctor, but I do not precisely understand 
you," rejoined Kern, leaning back in his chair with an air of sublime 
repose. 

« Ah, so ! you do not understand me ? Well, then, I must be more 
explicit My sister has confided to me her relations with you, and I 
have come here to ask you plainly whether you are willing to rectify 
your fault before it is too late ? Do you understand me now ?'' 

Kern bowed low in taken of affirmation. 

« Since you know everything," he replied in a tone of lofly indiffer- 
ence, at the same time concealing a sneer, « I may as well acknowledge 
that I have been already apprised of the unfortunate state of affairs 
through several letters from your honored Frdulein SchwesterP 

« Ah !" groaned the doctor, suddenly appearing to find the room in- 
sufferably warm. 

« I must really accuse myself of negligence in having so long post- 
poned replying," continued Kern. " Yet undoubtedly you can under- 
stand how difficult a position I occupy toward a lady who was so 
friendly as to accord me her favor, and who now seems to reckon upon 
my acknowledgment to a degree that, according to my opinion, goes a 
little too far. Even though I must admit my indebtedness to her, it is 
asking rather too much to expect me to sacrifice to her my personal 
freedom." 

This was more than the doctor, who had been listening with rapidly- 
increasing fury, could endure. 

« What ? Sacrifice of personal freedom ? Expecting too much of 
you?" he ejaculated, vehemently. Yet he speedily controlled him- 
self as far as possible, believing that he would thus better gain his 
object 

<< Lottchen is a good soul — ^a good housekeeper and manager she has 
been her life long ; and I feel assured you would be very well contented 
with her, even though she has no great property." 

«< I deeply regret being compelled to renounce all claims upon so 
much happiness. My present circumstances, however, would hardly 
suffice for the support of a fcimily." 

«* Be not so dull of comprehension. Who expected that of you ? I 
have, thank Heaven ! amassed a very neat little property, which after 
my death belongs solely to Lottchen, and some ten or twelve thousand 
florins I will willingly make over to her at once ; so that with the few 
thousands she has already, there would be a pretty nice little sum to 
suitably provide for a small household." , 
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Kern pricked up his ears. That sounded very enticing, and the pre- 
text of personal freedom sank very significantly in the scale. 

<( You can be married to my sister, and after the ceremony return to 
the University, where, until your promotion, the interest of the capital will 
be punctually paid over to you. After that my sister can join you, and 
until you obtain an appointment I'll see that you don't starve. Then 
I should think your salary, in addition to her means, would secure an 
income corresponding very well with your position." 

Upon this latter clause Kern had not reckoned. His lips puckered 
into a bitter-sweet smile at the proposition. 

« You are jesting, my dear Herr Doctor," rejoined he. «< A married 
student ! That would scarcely be an enviable position. I should think 
you might extend your generosity so far as to provide an independent 
existence for your brother-in-law. Only consider how unfortunate it 
would be for a newly- married couple to be parted at the very outset ! 
No, no ; that will never do." 

*< And why should not an honorable way of acting do ?" asked the 
doctor, waxing warmer and warmer. << I ask you once more, will you 
or will you not marry my sister ?" 

Kern shook his head with a complaisant smile. He considered him- 
self a very admirable diplomatist, and mentally congratulated himself 
upon being so near the attainment of his ambitions. 

«Give me twenty thousand florins, dear brother-in-law, and I will 
give you my hand upon the bargain at once," said he, confidently ex- 
tending his hand. "It would grieve me otherwise, for I really cherish 
a very tender sympathy for Lottchen." 

Instead of accepting the proffered hand, the doctor's clenched fist fell 
with such fury upon the table that the whole room quivered with the 
blow. 

« Yes, for my money, you rascal !" shrieked he, springing to his feet, 
DO longer master of his passion. " Now you shall have nothing, Jew- 
broker — neither the money nor Lottchen. She can buy as many 
husbands as she pleases. But better no husband at all than one who 
can be measured by the yard and weighed by the half ounce — by the 
drachm, I should say, for morally you don't weigh a half ounce, and 
you belong to the poisonous drugs. Pfui! The baseness that would 
make capital out of guilt !" 

" Stop ! Let me think over the matter," exclaimed Kern, seeing that 
he had gone too far. " If you set so much store by your nooney, at 
least give me a chance to prove myself nobler." 

<> Nobler !" interposed the doctor, in his harshest, loudest tones. 
<< You vile toad ! ypu don't even know what noble means. I set store 
by my money ! I would freely give it to the last kreutzer could I buy 
back my sister's lost honor, and would willingly live on roots and faerie 
to the end of my days." Then, as though himself shocked at the 
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enormity of the latter assurance, he repeated, with solemn earnestness, 
« Yes, verily, upon roots and herbs !" The full conviction of how 
great was the disaster wrought by the wretched man before him seeme.d 
here to overpower him, and he continued with passionate vehemence : 
« Yet better shame before the world than degradation in the eyes of 
God, and that I should bring upon my sister were I to cast her upon 
your mercy, infernal scoundrel I Rather would I see her die of shame 
and misery than live her life through with a rascal who wants her money 
and nothing else. I will not be responsible for binding her to such a 
villain. Punctum satis.^^ 

And with the swiftness of a discharged bullet the doctor bolted out 
of the door before Kern had time to recover from his amazement. Even 
his habitual ^^empfehV mich f* was forgotten. Kern smote his brow 
with his clenched fist and cursed his ill-judged assurance. 

« Now all is lost, even the ready cash that already lay upon the table,'' 
he hissed through his teeth. " What a fool I was ! But I will make it 
all right through Lottchen. We can easily get round him again. It is 
enough to drive one distracted. From twelve to fifteen thousand florins 
as good as in the pocket, and now nothing, nothing at all — a poor devil 
as before !" 

The doctor found Emil already in the coach. 

«< The world grows viler every day," he growled, as he got in. 

« And more characterless," replied Emil, who was boiling over with 
his own indignation. 

«< Everything is calculated through self-interest 1" 

« And everything can be bought with money — everything !" 

« The world is on the road to destruction I" 

« Let the devil take it !" 

The deafening roll of the carriage-wheels put an end to the further 
continuance of this dialogue, but all the more violently did both gentle- 
men fume and foment mentally. 

Emil had obtained the corroboration of the doctor's statement from 
Kurtine herself whom he had found in company with her mother and 
sister. Vater Tusch had hastened, immediately upon the return of his 
child, to celebrate the good tidings at the inn with his circle of boon 
companions. 

« Kurtine will be newly set and gilded," said he. « So I, too, must 
have a restoration." 

Soffitte wept, for she had just come from the Lenten sermon, and 
the happiness of her sister drew tears from her eyes. Kurtine herself 
was very still, but Mutter Tusch floated in a sea of rapture. She was 
making the boldest plans, when Emil, whom Soffitte had admitted, burst 
in, half ironically demanding to be informed whether there was really 
occasion for his congratulations. The bride-elect replied at first cheer- 
fully, and with that ready flow of spirits which vigorous natures can 
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often command even in moments of deep emotion ; but she grew more 
embarrassed and constrained when Emil began to heap reproach after 
reproach upon her, and even to insist that she should break an engage- 
ment to which she had been induced by his mother. 

« You are mistaken," she then rejoined. "Your mother advised me, 
on the contrary, to consider the matter well. I did so, and from my 
own judgment formed my resolutions. I have done what seemed to me 
best for us all." 

Emil overlooked the deep meaning with which these words were 
fraught, and asked if she. had lost confidence in his word. 

« You have never spoken any decisive word to me," she replied. 

« And were I now to ask — " 

« Do not ask. Baron Emil," she interposed, with deep earnestness. 
« I have promised my hand, and nothing can alter my resolution." 

Once more Emil tried to speak, but she repulsed him decisively. 
Losing all control of himself, he then rushed like a madman fi-om the 
house. 

« What is this I hear ?" asked Mutter Tusch. « That sounded as if 
the baron was going to ask you to be his wife. A baroness, Kurtine— 
a baroness ! That would be a great thing." 

Kurtine mournfully shook her head. 

" The baron," said she, « needs a rich wife." 

« Aha !" cried Mutter Tusch. « I comprehend — and we need a rich 
son-in-law. Well, well, now you will be as good as your fnend Natalie, 
any way, and can wear much finer clothes. He will no doubt invite us 
often out to the manufactory, our Herr Schwiegersohn.* Will he soon 
come here, do you think ?" she asked for the hundredth time, and then 
went on with her planning. « Yes ; a bran-new hat with an ostrich 
feather I must have for the wedding — ^in short, everything exquisite. 
Such a son-in-law, and lots of money ! Well, we shall do our part 
nobly too !" 

"And had ye all the riches of this earth," murmured Soffitte, «and 
had not true faith, so would the kingdom of heaven be closed unto 
you." 

The happy bride-elect, however, sat mutely gazing down upon the 
hands that lay folded in her lap. Of happiness, there was not a trace 
in her countenance. 

* Distinguished son-in-law. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

MOMENTOUS DEVELOPMENTS. 

THE next morning Erwin and the painter ascended together the 
stairs leading to the exhibition hall of the Art Union, in order to 
view BokePs new animal-piece, or rather << humorous picture," as he 
very appropriately designated it. 

The painting represented a wide, boundless puszta^* with two sharply- 
converging poles to a draw-well in the background. In the centre of 
the humorous infinity of space, a flock of sheep, but no dog, no shepherd, 
nothing but a hat, sundry traces of blood, and a bunda (fur coat of the 
Hungarian herdsman), the wool turned outside. 

« See ! it is a humorous picture, is it not ?" Bokel exclaimed, as 
they entered, " for the chief weight is placed upon the bunda, and the 
suggestions arising therefrom. That would soon be clear to you in a 
better light ; but only look, doctor, how envy has placed me in the very 
worst corner of this dark picture-hole !" 

Turning to the right, they had traversed the great entree hall, and 
stood upon the threshold of a little corner room, but instead of following 
the direction pointed out by the painter, who was interested in his own 
picture alone, Erwin's gaze fell in surprise upon a form he had little 
expected to encounter here. 

Amongst other spectators stood his old schoolmate, Franz Stein- 
hacke, the pulpit orator who had become renowned in so short a time. 
He was apparently wholly absorbed in the contemplation of a painting 
that par excellence riveted the attention of all beholders, thus infringing 
sadly upon the notice due the work of Bokel's master-hand hanging 
beside it. 

«I do not know what tbey all see in that nude figure," muttered 
Bokel, vexedly, to his companion. « It is neither fish nor flesh — not as 
voluptuous as it vevidently professes to be, and not life-like — ^neither 
human being nor marble. The subject is vapid, and the execution of 
no account. The same idea has been carried out an hundred times, 
and better than it is there. Just look at the distortion of the neck ; 
such a neck is an impossibility, I say. Pity that Doctor Aschenbrenner 
is not with us ; he would furnish an anatomical proof in corroboration 
of my opinion." 

Erwin nodded, but made no reply, partly through abstraction, partly 
in order not to further embitter the painter, for fundamentally he was 
correct All his criticisms were just, and yet the painting exercised a 
peculiar fascination which Erwin could not throw off. 

The almost nude figure of the odalisque about descending into the 

* Moorland. 
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bath decidedly lacked vitality; but, whether intentionally or not, the 
painter had succeeded in endo^ng the head with an expression that 
tended marvellously to animate this marble-cold body, even to send 
flashes of lightning quivering through it And yet, viewed in its 
single parts, there was in this countenance a stony apathy that lay 
spread like a thick, heavy veil over that one flash of sensual warmth 
and glow. It was difficult to fiithom the weird impression made by 
the painting; indeed this was perhaps utterly impossible for many 
spectators, as BokePs opinion, however prejudiced it might be, indi- 
cated ; but Erwin thought he had rarely seen a picture better calculated 
to vouchsafe an insight into one of those incomprehensible female 
characters one encounters ever and anon in life, whose actions seem 
to be a long series of contradictions. Here it lay before him like the 
solution of the enigma propounded by this class of beings, showing 
him, as it were dissolved, all the chemical elements of which such 
characters are compounded. Intellect spoke from those eyes, good- 
nature from the expression about the mouth, enjoyment of pleasure 
from the quivering upper lip ; sensitiveness was imprinted upon the 
beautifully-veined temples, understanding stood out from the strongly- 
arched eyebrows, energy and vigor from the rounded chin and the 
muscular fibres of the shoulders and arms ; but all these parts were 
distorted in the blending, thus producing an unnatural whole. Intel- 
lect and vigor of will were transformed into maliciousness and cruelty, 
sensitiveness into sluggishness, and enjoyment of pleasure into volup- 
tuousness. Bondage had, like a prism, broken and averted every 
color, slavery every emotion, until finally the odalisque had become 
transformed into the very opposite of her 'natural self, paralyzed and 
contracted into a narrow circle in which she consumed her very vitals. 
Deep relaxation, leaden apathy, crept with chilling force from the tips 
of the fingers and the soles of the feet slowly and stealthily to the 
heart It really seemed as though one could see how gradually this 
body had been transmuted into stony marble. 

And the longer Erwin looked, the more distinctly familiar features 

stood out to his view in this countenance. It was the gaze of those 

eyes, the quivering of those lips, the indescribable expression about 

the comers of the mouth, that reminded him of Natalie, not the mere 

. portrait outlines. 

« Sphinx !" he murmured, sofUy. 

The artist, who up to the present time had lived in Rome, had pro- 
bably never seen Natalie ; but whether he had merely followed his own 
inspiration or copied from a model, the likeness was so striking that 
involuntarily Erwin found himself wondering whether this beautiful 
stony form, through which ever and anon seemed to well up a tide of 
hot blood, did not possess as striking a similarity as the face. 

Coloring deeply, he averted his gaze, forcibly thrusting aside the 
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illusion of his senses. In so doing his eyes fell once more upon 
Steinhacke ; and suddenly all became clear to him which while at the 
« Rastkreuz " he had been unable to comprehend. He knew now what 
consuming flame glowed through the young priest's heart. With a feel- 
ing of compassion he contemplated the averted profile of his boyhood's 
playmate ; the remoteness of Erwin's seat from the pulpit during the 
sermon, and the dim light prevailing throughout the church, had not 
admitted of such close scrutiny the day previous. 

The short time which Steinhacke had held his office in Rothensee 
had sufficed to leave deep traces upon his countenance, and to imprint 
a harsh, stem expression of asceticism upon his noble features. The 
soul of the man must have undergone bitter struggles within the brief 
period, nor were they yet fought out and conquered. Like tongued 
flames, the visionary flashes emitted from the deep-seated black eyes 
surrounded the odalisque, betraying how deep was his emotion. 

Not much time was accorded Erwin for all these reflections, for 
Bokel was growing importunate, and now drew him over to his picture, 
almost seeming jealous of the attention his companion had withdrawn 
from his ^^bunda^^ to bestow upon the "insignificant odalisque." 

" Well, that's the way with you," growled he, irritably. « You're all 
alike. One glance at the portrait of the prince, and then away you 
steer down the archipelago. And one shall not become raging mad 
over it. Bet des Teufels Gemskrikeln^ I'll tear my painting down and 
carry it away ! This is what folks call arranging an exhibition : I'd 
just as soon have an exhibition in a sheep-stall." 

Just as he was following the painter, Erwin caught sight of the 
curate again, and bowed. Steinhacke very slightly returned his greet- 
ing, and turned shyly away. With thorough abstraction, Erwin fol- 
lowed the painter's expatiations about the infinity of the moorland, 
the treatment of the atmosphere, and the delicately-converted studies 
in the arrangement and execution of the group of sheep. Even his 
extreme attentiveness and the praise he bestowed upon the bunda 
could not have sufficed Bokel, for his ill-humor gradually increased, 
and finally with a wrathful ^^Hol ,der Teufel all odalisques and art's 
union directors !" he rushed away, leaving Erwin in precisely the right 
mood to dwell upon the melancholy puszta^ the excitable sheep, the 
traces of blood and the isolated suggestive bunda, which latter — ac- 
cording to Bokel's firm conviction — not even a Lucas Cranach could 
have equalled. 

Slowly traversing the halls, and here and there noting down a com- 
ment upon one painting or other, Erwin had forgotten as well the 
curate as the odalisque, until, just as he approached the exit door, he 
recalled both ; and to bestow another look upon the latter he once 
more recrossed the threshold of the comer room. 

He was really startled to find the curate still in the same spot where he 
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had left him, as wholly absorbed in the contemplation of the painting 
as before. 

It must have been about noon, and the visitors had nearly all 
departed. . The curate stood almost alone in the room, and Erwin felt 
irresistibly impelled to address him. 

His greeting recalled Steinhacke from his earth-removed absorption. 
He turned with a frightened start, as though he felt himself detected in 
a culpable deed, and a deep flush overspread his pale, emaciated fea- 
tures as he constrainedly responded to the greeting. He was evidently 
striving to read Erwin's soul, in order to detect whether any suspicions 
were harbored there. 

« It rejoices me to see you again, and especially to see you here," 
said Erwin, with a light attempt at playfulness. « I conclude therefrom 
that, with all your rigidity, you are not inclined to stigmatize a taste 
for the fine arts as a sin, even though accidentally it may bring one into 
contact with works that have not their origin in religion. Your yester- 
day's sermon almost inclined me to fear it," 

The curate drew a long breath as of relief, and Erwin thought it 
must be because he had not referred to that strange similarity. 

"You were, then, present at the sermon.'*" said Steinhacke, in the 
tone of one who fears to commit himself, and so grasps any subject to 
avert the dreaded one. 

"Yes, and was forced against my will to admire your oratorical 
talents. You will object to my phraseology, I know — you would prefer 
my saying, * Divine Inspiration.' Well, as you please ; only any orator 
can be imbued with his subject, even though he be in error. . But with- 
out the talents the inspiration is of no avail." 

They had slowly approached a window-recess, where they were free 
from all intrusion. 

Here the friends long stood'ln earnest parley. Erwin undertook to 
prove to Steinhacke that he had mistaken his calling, and to persuade 
him ere it was too late to turn back, and employ his talents in a field 
which would afford them wider scope. The curate defended himself 
and his cause most zealously, and finally he broke out vehemently, as 
Erwin persisted in combating each assertion with new proofs ; 

" What motive have you in saying all this to me ? This is no place 
for a theological dispute, nor is there any one here to take notes upon 
your remarks for a leadihg article. I did not compel you to listen to 
my yesterday's sermon : why make an exception in my case to your 
maxims concerning personal freedom ?" 

Erwin shook his head, and replied : 

" I do not prevent you from refusing to hear, and if I have detained 
you, it was because it grieves me to see you raise your weapons in the 
cause you have been drawn into. You are not a character to remain 
cold over victory or humiliation. I can see deeper into your heart than 
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you perhaps care about, and have already once prophesied correctly for 
you. Not conviction, not inspiration, but despair it is that has driven you 
into the conflict — the fanaticism with which the gladiator plunged into 
death, gloating even in his last agony over the blood and quivering 
flesh of his enemy. . For you another expedient yet exists, and you 
must not become an unconditional sacrifice of the conflict. Withdraw 
from the ranks ! The clear stream of your spirit cannot be perturbed 
beyond remedy in these few short weeks, whatever may be the cause." 
To the latter clause he gave peculiar emphasis. "Take a lesson from 
what you have experienced. You must admit that a system which, 
against your better judgment, even against your will, could draw you so 
far from your original tendency, must be a blameworthy and objection- 
able one ; also that you have chosen a position and calling to which you 
do not belong, and which must injure you if you do not injure it. I 
have no other right to speak thus than that given me by the friendship 
and interest with which you inspire me ; but this suflices. My -kdvice, 
therefore, cannot wound you." 

With signs of deep emotion the young priest had hearkened to his 
boyhood's companion. He now grasped the proffered hand, but his 
burning gaze only met for a moment the long, true one Erwin fixed 
upon him before it sought the ground in confusion. The pride, how- 
ever, was gone from his voice. 

"I believe that you mean well," he said, in a hollow tome, "but 
what you ask is impossible. I dare not ; my oath binds me for ever." 

Like a groan from the profoundest depths of the soul rang out this 
almost confession. The rigid, priestly pride seemed melted, the false 
enthusiasm extinguished, the flimsy covering torn from the poor quiver- 
ing human heart, so much so, that a feeling of deep compassion seized 
Erwin. 

It lasted but for a brief moment, however, and then pride returned 
to Steinhacke's aid. Seeing that further effort would be useless, Erwin 
bade him farewell and moved away. In so doing his gaze fell once 
more upon the odalisque, and involuntarily the words Steinhacke had 
once uttered concerning Natalie rose uppermost in his mind : 

« A flower with exotic perfume — dangerous and intoxicating !" 

About this time she to whom these words referred sat in her aunt's 
little comfortably-heated saloon, that was redolent with a delicate jas- 
mine perfume from a bouquet in the window. She was merrily chat- 
ting with Oberlieutenant Waldschiitz, who had dropped in to report to 
the princess upon the state of his cl^'uf's health. The progress of the 
disease seemed temporarily arrested, and just at present the general 
was feeling, better than he had done for some time. So soon as the 
young officer had taken his departure, there arose between the princess 
and her niece a subject which had frequently iDeen discussed lately with- 
out bringing the princess any desirable result 
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« I declare it is most unjustifiable perversity upon your part to delay 
availing yourself of the excellent opportunity that is held out to you. 
Why will you refuse such an admirable settlement ?" 

« If settlement in life was all I desired, aunt," rejoined Natalie, im- 
patiently, « there have been many opportunities held out to me. Not 
a month has elapsed since I refused the equipage, theatre-box, silver 
service and table linen with embroidered baronial crown I was urged to 
accept" 

The last words Natalie had uttered with mock penitence, and the 
princess became more rigid than ever, as she replied : 

« I find it quite natural that you should decline becoming the wife of 
a fabrikant Mere wealth could not compensate for such a descent in 
the social sphere, especially when it would come from the hand of a man 
who is little better than a fool. Of course a union of that kind was 
out of the question. I should never have accused the fellow of having 
the impudence to make you such an offer. It is really beneath our 
dignity to discuss the matter at all, and I think it best, when we 
encounter this Herr Leitberger, or Leiteneder, or whatever his name 
may be, to treat the whole affair as non avenu. Do not interrupt me," 
she cried, seeing Natalie about to speak. « I was going to say that I 
fully comprehend your preferring not to follow in the footsteps of too 
many of our family. As a matter of course you understand that I am 
not referring to your mother's case especially." 

A gloomy shadow crossed Natalie's face, and for a moment it seemed 
as though some deep emotion was about to call forth a passionate re- 
tort With a strong effort she closed her lips upon the pearly little 
teeth, and was silent 

After a pause the princess continued : 

« Count Salizhofen also seems interested in you, and that would be a 
partie toute convenable; but the good count is impecunious, and it is 
difficult to find a suitable appointment for him. Ah me ! such a young 
couple would require a great deal to live upon ; they would flutter about 
the day long." 

^^Ltebe Tante^^ interposefd Natalie, "it is useless to waste your time 
in discussing the count with me. I do not experience the lightest 
desire to contest the right to his hand with any other lady. He' is 
utterly repulsive to me." 

*« Now, that is another exaggeration. For my part, I confess that I 
cannot comprehend how any one can find the count repulsive. He is 
an elegant, cultivated, intelleciu.il cavalier, who openly devotes his 
exclusive attention to you. I could not see the slightest objections to 
him if— But aprh tout, it is better that you do not experience for him 
an inclination which you would be compelled to sacrifice to reason. It is 
altogether better to coolly view your future. You should esteem your- 
self fortunate in having a prospect of a union that would elevate your 
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position without burdening you with counter-duties. Our dear Baron 
Burgkhardt may be regarded as a dying man, whom — " 

« Whom, therefore, one should not torment," chided Natalie, gravely. 
But the princess became very angry at the interruption. 

« I confess that I cannot comprehend how one in your position can 
be so difficult of choice. You are poor, have passed your twentieth 
year — as a young widow it would be easier for you to wait. You would 
have a free, independent position, and could afford then to be more 
particular. Therefore, now that Baron Burgkhardt has been brought to 
look favorably upon the proposition, you should, I think, be thankful to 
those who have spared no pains in your behalf. There has been an 
interest awakened for this union even in the circles of the loftiest 
aristocracy, and it is clearly apparent that the widow of Baron Burgk- 
hardt will be endowed in a manner that will exceed our highest expec- 
tations. Further delay would be unjustifiable. Why, death might in 
a night — " 

« Ah ! do not speak so. It is s&d enough that we must lose our dear 
old friend under any circumstances." 

"Aha!" cried the princess, evidently inspired with new hopes by 
these words. Natalie shook her head sadly. At this moment Doctor 
Aschenbrenner was ushered in, and, forgetfiil of her intended reply, the 
girl sprang forward with an exclamation of delight to meet her « Raven 
Nevermore." 

Thus late had the doctor, who proposed starting for home at noon, 
brought himself to seek Natalie. The whole morning he had passed 
in making investigations into Olschmann's case. Nothing could be 
done for the prisoner, he found ; even the entire sacrifice of the orphaned 
children's slender means could avail him nothing ; so Doctor Aschen- 
brenner decided to remain true to his first resolution. The very fact 
of his having come to a clear understanding regarding everything, suf- 
ficed to improve the doctor's oppressed spirits, even though the rather 
negative results of his flight to the Residenz had not tended to increase 
his appetite. 

In triumph Natalie led the doctor in ; but he only bowed, with his 
accustomed ^^EmpfehV michP^ before the princess, who was busied at 
her writing-table, and then dropped down without another word into a 
causeuse in front of the fire. Natalie laughed aloud, but such conduct 
appeared to the princess unpardonable. 

« The Herr Doctor," said she to Natalie, with an indescribable min- 
gling of dignity and malice, « appears wholly absorbed in the interesting 
communication he doubtless has to impart to you. As it can scarcely 
concern me, I will not longer intrude." 

The lightning flash fell unperceived, and the doctor bowed abstract- 
edly as the princess swept with great dignity from the room. Natalie 
highly amused at her aunt's indignation over the unceremoniousness 
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of the « country doctor," and, knowing the lattePs ways, proceeded to 
ask whether she should not bring him some little refreshment 

" Omnia tempus habent^'* quoth the doctor, waiving her offer ; "that 
is to say, first let us talk, so that I can get through with what I am 
obliged to say, and be off from this God-forsaken nest." 

This introduction, combined with the doctor's unheard-of refusal of 
refreshments, filled Natalie with astonishment, banished every existing 
trace of merriment, and prepared her at once for something serious. 

Far was she removed, however, from suspecting the nature of the 
communication ; she was rather inclined to suspect that the doctor had 
been despatched to break some family misfortune to her. Her father ! 
That was the first thought that flashed over her with bewildering terror, 
and set her heart to beating with fearful violence. 

It was a great relief to her when the doctor responded in the nega- 
tive to her breathless question, but only one of brief duration, for when 
he began to inform her of all that had just transpired, and the death of 
the young wife, she was seized with a convulsive pain that almost caused 
her to swoon away. It really seemed as though Olschmann's cruel 
hand had dealt that fearful blow to her. 

" The deceased entrusted me with a message for you," concluded the 
doctor. " < Tell her,* she said to me in her last clear moments — « tell 
her I forgive her all that concerns myself. The wrong she has done 
my husband he must himself forgive her. Upon her must devolve the 
care of our children.' " 

The doctor had delayed this latter communication because he feared 
its result ; but he had calculated incorrectly. The very enormity of the 
reproach was productive of a reaction. Indignant at its injustice, Nat- 
alie speedily rallied from her shock and vehemently repelled the impli- 
cation. 

« I am not guilty," she ejaculated. « I repulsed his attentions and 
constantly reminded him of his duty. I am not guilty — at least not so 
greatly as she thought," she suddenly added, in a low, hesitating voice. 

It was as if conscience had suddenly held up before her an unerring 
mirror, and that she was terrified at the reflection of her own souL 
She no longer ventured to persist in her assertion of innocence. Had 
she truly never sunk so low — never by a look, never by a word — never 
lured him on, even in sport ? Did she really bear no blame — not even 
the shadow of blame — in his destruction ? Had the deceased nothing, 
really nothing, to forgive her ? 

Tremblingly she covered her face with her hands, and a low, scarcely 
audible sob wrung her breast. Why must she be so bitterly punished 
for what hundreds of others could do with impunity ? Why must mere 
pastime, perhaps a single wanton smile, be in her case a sin leading to 
a fatal encroachment upon the destiny of others ? 

The doctor spoke of the provision he had made for the children» 
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and hoped that she — in a measure appointed guardian by the mother — 
would approve. Natalie nodded in response, without in the least under- 
standing him. The worthy man made an effort to rouse her ; he raged 
about the worthlessness of the world, the degeneration of character. 
She made no response, and remained sunk in the same rigid silence 
when at last he bid her farewell and took his departure. 

Soon the princess returned, and after a few comments upon the 
« country doctor," proceeded to urge her niece to a decision upon the 
subject they had been previously discussing. She looked completely 
startled and amazed when Natalie, with a loud wail, sprang up and 
hastened from the room, calling back : 

" Only not now — don't make me speak of it now !" 

She did not appear at dinner, and remained several hours in her 
room. Toward evening she came out, and declared her intention of 
visiting the confessional. 

« They tell me," she explained, « that Kaplan Steinhacke hears con- 
fessions every Wednesday and Saturday evening. To-day is Saturday j 
I will go to him." 

She had intended to drive alone to the church with the old waiting- 
maid, but the princess at once expressed her readiness to accompany 
her. 

They were obliged to wait a long time in the church before it came 
to Natalie's turn to go forward. The girl appeared meanwhile absorbed 
in prayer, and did not even recognize Soffitte, who made way for her to 
pass. 

The princess waited, but, notwithstanding her professed devotion, her 
patience underwent a severe test in so doing, and the time seemed ter- 
ribly long to her. Finally Natalie returned from the confessional, her 
face deluged with tears. Fortunately, the penance was short ; or was it 
that Natalie did not at this moment feel equal to going through all the 
prayers imposed upon her? She arose, and almost tottered through 
the spacious building. 

She had scarcely taken her seat in the carriage when the princess 
recurred anew to the plan that now occupied her mind day and night 

« Well, how is it ? Have you become reasonable ? have you made 
your decision ?" she urged. 

But Natalie fell back into the corner of the carriage, weeping bit- 
terly. 

« It is all one to me," she sobbed — « all one. Do with me what 
you will." 

She was like a disconsolate child, and in an agony of grief buried 
her tear-flooded face in the silken cushions. 

Two days later the journals announced the astonishing tidings of the 
betrothal of Feldmarschall-lieutenant Friedrich Baron Burgkhardt to 
the Fraulein Natalie von Rosenau, with the addition that, in accordance 



276 SPHINX, 

with an especial dispensation, the nuptials would be solemnized within 
eight days. 

And, as the well-informed journals had notified, the occurrence punc- 
tually took place that for a while gave rise to manifold suppositions and 
rumors. 

Natalie became Baronin Burgkhardt, and in the smiling countenance 
of the beautiful bride no one detected the slightest traces of burning 
tears. Hers was a smile, however, such as might have been chiselled 
in marble. 



BOOK III. 



THE KEY TO TH£ ENIGMA. 



CHAPTER I. 

AWAITING THE BEAT OF THE LAST TATTOO. 

IN the large ground-floor chamber of a pretty villa stood an inva- 
lid's couch, and in front of this sat Oberlieutenant Waldschiitz. A 
small table, surmounted by a chess-board, had been drawn up close 
beside it, in order that the invalid could move the figures without undue 
exertion. 

General Burgkhardt, however, had forgotten the vicinity of his 
£eivorite game. Supported by a mountain of pillows, he sat almost up- 
right in bed — ^his labored breathing not permitting him to lie down — ^and 
he looked more emaciated and withered than he had done several 
months previous. His long gray beard had increased in growth, as 
well as his shaggy gray eyebrows ; but his eyes had lost none of their 
brilliancy, even though the fire and energy of the commander were 
extinguished. 

A j)eaceful, friendly smile rested upon his deeply-sunken features as 
the old man gazed, through an open window toward the south, upon 
the green velvety grass and soft verdure of shrubbery and trees. The 
garden was not large, but was well kept, and the rich, warm radi- 
ance of the afternoon May sun now rested with full splendir upon it. 
What was it that had called forth this tranquil smile upon the counte- 
nance of the sick man, as he so dreamily contemplated the golden light 
playing through the fresh green foliage ? 

The adjutant had a presentiment thereof, and so he made no effort 
to recall the attention of his chief to the game. These moments of 
calm cheerfulness had become very rare for the old warrior since he 
had consented to marry a second time. 

No one knew so well as Waldschiitz what hard struggles it had cost 
his fatherly friend before this consent had been wrung from him by the 
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princess, with every feminine artifice at her command. He had only 
yielded to escape her unwearied importunities, although, to be sure, she 
had taken every pains to convince him that the arrangement had 
awakened interest in the very highest circles. This marriage was, in 
£ict, looked upon as an expedient by which certain indebtednesses to 
the princess could be absolved in a convenable manner, and it was 
hardly taken into consideration that Baron Burgkhardt had to defray 
the heaviest portion of the purchase-price. On the contrary, it was 
represented to him that he should feel grateful for this effort to cheer 
the evening of his life with a bright sunbeam. 

Notwithstanding the exhaustion of ill-health and old age, it had been 
no easy task to conquer his paramount sense of justice and honor, as 
well as the stubborn inflexibility with which his heart clung to the 
principle of monogamy. 

Finally, a mood of loathing indifference had gained possession of 
him, in which he passively allowed that to take place which he had 
neither desire 'nor strength to further resist The ceremony that en- 
dowed Natalie with his name had evoked a sarcastic smile from his 
lips, while at the same time his upturned gaze was luminous, as 
though he saw in the far-off heavenly glory the spirit of his long-de- 
parted wife, and that in the face of this empty formality he was renew- 
ing to her the vows of eternal fidelity. He confidently hoped for a 
speedy reunion. The time of separation was rapidly approaching its 
end ; that he knew — upon that he relied. 

"Now I trust they will grant me peace," he whispered, so soon as 
the ceremony was over, to Waldschiitz, who had officiated as witness. 

Yet in this he had deceived himself, for his "young wife," as he 
ironically called her, displayed as much zeal in discharging the duties 
of the sick-room, in sympathy and attention, as though she had im- 
posed upon herself, by way of penance, the calling of a Sister of Charity. 
The " soft hand " from which the princess had promised him such great 
advantages foiled to prpve advantageous to hini. Every sensation of 
satisfaction that might insensibly be called forth by the tender womanly 
assiduities seemed like infidelity to his deceased wife, like a disturbance 
of his peace and composure, and purposely he constrained himself to 
harshness. Not a single friendly glance rewarded Natalie for her really 
astonishing self-sacrifice and devotion ; the general even roughly declined 
every comfort she endeavored to provide for him. Nevertheless, neither 
her courage nor her perseverance flagged, and finally he ceased thwart- 
ing her. 

At the same time a growing disinclination for Natalie wholly sup- 
planted the fatherly affection he had once playfiilly displayed for the 
lively girl who had always been so friendly and unconstrained with him. 

Natalie perceived this change, and felt it keenly ; yet she did not 
permit herself to be discouraged by the contemptuous reception of her 
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services. What she did was not done through mere calculation ; her 
heart prompted her to every effort, as it had prompted her at home to 
procure every possible alleviation for the poor and sick in the vicinity. 
She contemplated her task as a simple act of justice, not as a duty im- 
posed upon her by the peculiar circumstances of her marriage. 

Scarcely had spring commenced reanimating all nature than she 
had rented a villa in the suburb of the Residenz celebrated for its 
beauty, and made preparations for a migration thither. To this the 
general had offered no resistance, as he himself experienced a lively 
yearning for the balmy, genial spring air and the fresh green of unfold- 
ing nature. This removal from the Residenz was, besides, doubly 
welcome to the old man, because through it he hoped to escape the 
visits of the princess, which lately had become thoroughly distasteful 
to him. The princess, however, was not one to be deterred by dis- 
tance from visiting her old friend, to whom her attentions were now 
more than ever due, she thought ; and so she drove out regularly 
several times each week to inquire after her "dear nephew," feeling 
confident that her society would relieve the tedium of the sick-chamber. 

« The old screech-owl," the general called her, and persisted in as- 
serting that she only came out to see if he were not almost dead yet. 
The mourning he was sure she had long since ordered. 

Natalie soon detected his aversion to her aunt's presence, did all that 
she could to keep her away, and came very near having a serious quar- 
rel with the princess in her endeavors to prove that these visits had an 
injurious effect upon the invalid. The princess reproached her niece 
with wilfulness and ingratitude. Indeed, according to her opinion, the 
young Baronin Burgkhardt had already proclaimed herself capriciously 
wilful in refusing to seek a presentation at court, as was expected of 
her. She had greatly mortified her aunt by declining the services of 
the lofty patroness who had taken the greatest pains to pave the way 
for so desirable a consummation, and who with justice might have ex- 
pected an outburst of overflowing gratitude. 

All such offers Natalie rejected on the plea of her husband's suffer- 
ing health, hinting also that, at all events, it was hardly conformable 
with the dignity of a Baronin Burgkhardt to appea;; at court under 
chaperonage, like an unmarried maiden. Just as little inclined was she 
to hear of any other visits. She felt herself in her new position as in 
a garment that did not belong to her ; yet she closely enveloped her- 
self in it, as though it could afford her protection from every outward 
assault — yes, even from her own thoughts, of which she seemed posi- 
tively afraid. 

The general professed to be oblivious to all this, yet an occasional 
&int, almost malicious, smile betrayed that, after all, he did observe the 
dissensions between Natalie and her aunt, both of whom he had accus- 
tomed himself to view as his enemies. 
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It suited him best when they both kept away from him, so that he 
could remain alone with his adjutant Waldschiitz must either talk to 
him, retail for his benefit the news from the journals — especially every- 
thing pertaining to military matters, which gave rise to frequent lengthy 
discussions— or must read aloud to him, mostly from grave old standard 
works. The intervals were filled up with chess. The general loved 
this game greatly, and he pursued it with an earnestness that would 
have done credit to a manoeuvre against an enemy. The whoUy unim- 
paired faculties of his mind concentrated themselves upon the obstinate 
struggle, in which Waldschiitz was his equal opponent, and to-day was 
the first time that a pause had arisen in the game, or that the invalid's 
thoughts had wandered so entirely as to cause him to forget it 

The adjutant watched him anxiously. The soft smile that trans- 
figured the thin, worn face was a strange, unearthly one, such as Wald- 
schiitz never remembered to have seen there before. 

Now the thin, bloodless iips parted, and low words came from them ; 
it was as .though the sick man was temporarily transported from his 
surroundings. 

" Five o'clock," he whispered, dreamily. " That was the hour thou 
didst leave me, Marie. The sunbeams greet me from thee — soon they 
will pass away. Ah, thou art not displeased with me ! I was sure 
thou wouldst not be — thou alone art in reality my wife. Just wait a 
little — just a little while longer. It has lasted long enough — soon the 
drum will beat" 

His hands moved as though keeping time to the beat of the dram. 
At this moment a servant entered ; this seemed to disturb the sick man, 
and he moved his hand deprecatiugly when the former asked if he 
should close the windows, as it was growing cool. 

The general refused to listen to such a thing, and sent the servant 
away. 

<<6ut the doctor thinks the evening air is dangerous," interposed 
Waldschiitz. 

"Ah, who cares for the doctor?" struck in the general, in an un- 
usually cheerful tone. His voice sounded low, but distinct " I have 
never held mucU to these important individuals all my life long, and I 
can surely die without their aid." 

« Excellenz must not think of dying." 

« Why not, if it pleases me ? Have thought of dying before every 
battle, and then it was not so sure as now. Come, do not look at me 
with such a doleful air. To-day, at least, I shall live ; I have not felt so 
well for a long time as to-day. Have you not noticed how little even 
the cough troubles me ? This is the effect of the mild spring weather : 
the balmy air does me so much good. And now you want me to have 
the windows shut ! Oh, this eternal precaution ! Let me enjoy the 
little life has yet to offer me !" 
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« But the Baronin is so anxious — " began Waldschiitz. 

« My wife died on just such a beautiful evening. At first it seemed 
to me that the sun's light was extinguished," interrupted the general, 
who had once more fadlen into a state of dreamy abstraction. Then, 
as if suddenly recalling himself, he broke off abruptly. « Ah, so !" he 
said, crossly. « You mean the Baronin; I .thought, I knew not what. I 
am absent-minded to-day ; the mild spring air wafts away one's thoughts," 
he concluded. <<Have you never remarked that in the spring of the 
year one is far less inclined to logical reflection than, for example, in the 
winter ?" 

Waldschiitz replied in the affirmative. He ascribed the iaxX to the 
renewed intercourse with nature, the richer alternation of impressions, 
and even to an organic process. 

« In the spring-time," said he, « everything shoots into sap. It makes 
itself apparent even with human beings through a heightened vegetative 
activity." 

He spoke for some time, while the sick man hearkened placidly, with- 
out attempting his usual comments and objections. The young officer, 
&nc3ring that perhaps his chief desired to continue the game, finally 
cut short his harangue, and, pointing to the board, remarked : 

^ Excellenz, you are in check." 

The general then first remembered the unfinished game. For a mo- 
ment he calmly contemplated the chess-board and the figures standing 
upon it 

«No, dear Waldschiitz," said he, at last, <<put it aside; I have no 
desire to play just now. The plan of the game would have to be 
hunted up ; I have forgotten it entirely. Let us leave it for the present." 

Waldschiitz pushed aside the table, and almost involuntarily he put 
up the pieces ; usually he left them standing out, as the general often 
desired to play in the evenings. Never had the old man left a game 
unfinished before. Even when interrupted by a visitor, he kept the 
position of all the pieces distinctly in mind ; and frequently when he 
returned to the game he had thought out several brilliant moves with 
which he speedily checkmated his opponent. Without being actually 
superstitious, Waldschiitz was strangely moved. Why was the game 
broken off to-day .? 

The general still gazed out into the open air; he seemed to feel no 
desire for conversation, and finally asked Waldschiitz to read aloud. 
The young man took up the book he had commenced in the morning — 
it was Wieland's Agathodamon. This seemed to interest the invalid. 
At intervals, it is true, he would keep his eyes closed for several minutes, 
but whenever he opened them it was evident that he was listening. 

Waldschiitz had become himself so deeply absorbed in the reading 
that he failed to note the gentle opening and shutting of the door. An 
impatient movement of his auditors hand first informed him that some 
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one had entered the room. He knew instinctively who it was — ^looked 
up over the book and met the gaze of Natalie, who with a friendly smile 
motioned him to continue his reading, while with noiseless step she ap- 
proached the furthest window and softly closed it. 

Cautiously, however, as she had avoided every noise, the invalid had 
perceived her movement Opening his eyes, he declared that he had 
no desire to suffocate, and wanted the window left open. 

Natalie made the same remark that Waldschiitz had previously 
made. 

<< It might be injurious to you," she added, pleasantly. But the 
general dryly responded : 

"That is immaterial to you." 

"No, it is not," rejoined Natalie, eagerly. "It is my duty to see 
that you derive no injury through my neglect." 

A bitter expression stole around the general's mouth, and weak as 
was his voice, there rang a sharp tone through his words. 

"You are very conscientious in the fulfilment of your duty," said he, 
"I see you are determined not to be my debtor. But I will give you a 
receipt for favors already received, and make you a present of the rest 
The purchase- money costs me nothing ; I can afford to be magnani- 
mous." 

This sarcastic speech must have deeply wounded Natalie. The 
blood welled up hotly to her face, and for a moment it seemed as 
though her impetuous temperament would gain the upper-hand. She 
bravely fought down the ebullition of passion, but she did not so easily 
succeed in banishing from her features the expression of pain and 
weariness. This youthful, almost childish, visage now displayed the 
bitterness and deep earnestness of a woman striving with destiny. 
Silently seating herself before the little table that stood beside the win- 
dow, she desisted from further efforts to close out the draught. 

Even Waldschiitz, accustomed as he was to similar scenes, had in- 
voluntarily bent his glowing face over his book. The blow seemed to 
have fallen upon himself, and the hardest thing of all was that he must 
witness this in silence. 

For some time there reigned the profoundest stillness in the room. 

The general doubtless felt that he had gone too far. His natural 
goodness of heart was roused ; he desired to make amends, and called 
Natalie to his side. Instantaneously she obeyed, and accepted it as a 
favor when he requested her to arrange the pillows behind his back. 
He even thanked her for the trivial service. Nevertheless, there was a 
tinge of irritability in his tone as he added, 

"Do not glide so stealthily through the room, I beg of you. And 
pray don't wear such a long face. You used to be a wild little thing, 
and it is not natural for the temperament to so entirely renounce itself. 
Chassez la nattirel^ il revient au galops your aunt says. Do }'OU think 
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it can possibly give me pleasure to see you looking as grave and sedate 
as a nun ? Such forced bearing provokes me. It*s just as if you were 
already wearing mourning for me anticipando. Spare yourself the 
comedy until you are a widow, and then play it before the world." 

"I play it before no one," responded Natalie, calmly, for however 
insulting the invalid's words sounded, she knew very well this was his 
way of expressing his reconciliation. « When I am sad, I conceal it as 
little as when I feel merry," she added. « In a sick-room I cannot be 
other than graVe." 

"That is just it," he grumbled; "you dd'not belong in the sick-room. 
A iinnet is not fit to pipe a funeral march. Go, play a little for me ; 
but something merry — polka, gallopade ; you know what pleases me. 
The tiresome classical and sentimental I cannot endure. It would suit 
me best if I could hear some right clever regimental music." 

Natalie did not feel particularly in the mood for music, but she at 
once obeyed the request, knowing that through it the invalid had done 
as much as if he had held out his hand to her or kissed her upon the 
brow. 

In the saloon adjoining the sick-room, and opening into the garden 
through a glass door, stood an excellent piano, a gift from Natalie's 
mother. Natalie seated herself at the instrument, upon which lay open 
the Senate pathitique. It was with a peculiar look that she hastily 
pushed it aside and sought out other pieces of music. Then she 
began, in very rapid measure and with vigorous touch, such as the gen- 
eral loved, one of his favorite marches ; after this followed a polka, and 
then other marches and dances. The communicating door had remained 
open, and the general beat the time with his bony fingers upon the silken 
coverlet 

Suddenly the music ceased, and almost immediately thereupon the 
servant advanced through the saloon into the sick-chamber to announce 
that the princess had just arrived, and that the Frau Baronin had gone 
to meet her. The expression of calm content on the invalid's features 
rapidly gave place to one of displeasure and impatience. 

"It is not her day. Cannot one even let me die in peace!" he 
grumbled, vehemently motioning the servant away. "What can she 
be after ? I wish I could load a cannon with her and fire her off. 
Waldschiitz, do protect me from those women-folks." 

« I will lock the doors, Excellenz, and give orders to admit no one." 

The adjutant was about carrying his threat into execution, but the 
invalid held him back. 

" No," said he, " there's no use. It would only furnish her with food 
for scandal. Besides, we were always good friends; perhaps she has 
some commission for her husband, my true old fellow-warrior. It will 
doubtless be the last time. Let her come. But you, Waldschiitz, 
I will spare you the infliction of the interview. Take a little turn 
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in the fresh air ; jrou were awake with me half the night through, last 
night God bless you for your friendly self-sacrifice ! Go now ; there 
they come.** 

At this moment the sharp voice of the princess was audible in the 
saloon, and scarcely had Waldscbutz left the room when Natalie entered 
with her aunt 

« Ah, good-day I How are you, my dear Excellenz, (^est d dire fnon 
fauvre cher neveuV^ cried the princess, hastening toward the sick- 
couch, and without further ado dropping into the arm-chair Waldscbutz 
had just vacated. She made gesticulations of the deepest sympathy, 
without having lost an3rthing of the measured stifrbess of her bearing, 
which produced a curious contrast 

« Thank you! I am doing admirably," remarked the general, while 
an ironical smile played about his withered lips. «But what brings 
your highness here to-day ? Is your calendar incorrect ? This is not 
Friday." 

« Anxiety, my friend ; I have felt so anxious the whole day long. But, 
Natalie,** she suddenly cried, turning to her niece, «your husband is 
here alone without any attendants, and the windows are wide open. 
My dear child, I cannot comprehend how you can so neglect your 
duty.** 

Not a word did Natalie utter to defend herself from the unjust accu- 
sation. The general at once interfered. 

«The windows must remain open,** S2ud he, decidedly; «I won't 
have my last breath of air interfered with. Besides, I have absolved 
Natalie from all duties except piano-playing, and your highness has just 
interrupted her in that.** 

« Shall I play more ?** asked Natalie. 

« No, child,** replied the general, with unwonted friendliness ; « since 
her highness purposes devoting her precious time to me, why, let it be 
so. Go out into the- garden and pluck me a few roses ; they were 
always the fevorite flowers of my — ** Here he broke off abruptly, and 
so soon as Natalie was gone, he turned to the princess with the ques- 
tion, « Do you believe in presentiments ?** 

" They are inspirations from above,** replied she. 

« Hm ! I used to think they were mere ebullitions of fancy, caused, 
perhaps, by physical influences,** said he. " I have never before been 
affected by them, but to-day I am almost ready to believe in them.** 

« And what kind of presentiments have you had ?** 

« I have heard all day long the great tattoo.** 

" Ah, baron, do not jest upon such a subject ; do you feel prepared 
for the long journey ?'* 

« Pretty much so, except upon one point 

"If your conscience oppresses you, my friend, do not delay relieving 
your oppressed heart from the burden. Call a priest.** 
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<« For what purpose ?" 

"You surely do not mean to reject the holy consolations of re- 
ligion ?" 

« Heaven forbid ! but the last sacrament was administered to me only 
a few months ago, at the time of my last attack." 

« One can receive that more than once," urged the princess ; but the 
invalid only gently shook his head, which incited her to new zeal. 
<< You say that a burden oppresses you ; why not relieve yourself of it 
through the confessional ?" 

« Because no' priest can vouchsafe me any alleviation." 

« Through ^th there is absolution for every sin," said the princess, 
solemnly. 

« This can scarcely be ranked amongst the sins." 

The princess looked up with intense interest 

« So, then, merely a secret, my friend ?" said she, grasping the thin 
hand resting on the coverlet « If that be the case, confide it to me. 
Believe me, mon vieil ami, it would rest safely with me." 

" It is no secret, either." 

« All the better. Tell me what oppresses you, and if it lies in my 
power to relieve your care and ease your last hours, be assured it shaU 
be done." 

« It is too late for that now," retorted | the general — ^but beneath the 
harshness of his tone there lay a sort of malicious delight — « for noth- 
ing oppresses me except the remembrance of having been so weak as to 
yield to your persuasion. * We have long been good fiiends, but I ought 
to have known that old women are always intriguers." 

A low cry of horrified indignation escaped the lips of the princess, 
and the general feebly smiled at the effect of his little revenge. 

Upon the broad gravel walk, between the fresh, undulating grass- 
plots, that had not yet been mown this year, Natalie was slowly walking 
toward the little bosquet at the end of the garden. She held in her 
hand a rose, the only one she had found in bloom; and refireshed her- 
self with its fi^grance. Before returning to the sick-room she thought 
she would walk around a little in the fresh air. She could not doubt 
that her husband had merely made the rose a pretext for sending her 
away. Her husband ! 

How often before had she repeated this word since her marriage ! It 
sometimes came over her with a shudder, as though she were wedded 
to death. She had entered mto a contract that one concludes for life, 
and in the name of life for one's self and for humanity — she had entered 
into it knowing it to be a lie. The step she had been induced to take 
appeared to her like a mockery against the laws of the Church and 
of society, like a derision of the laws of Nature. And had she been 
released through it from the dreams and aspirations of her heart ? She 
had thought to dedicate herself to the care of the sick. This expiation 
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was rejected, and the flames that raged within were as inextinguishable 
as ever. Nothing was forgotten — nothing conquered ; blank and uncer- 
tain as ever was the future. She seemed to stand upon a rocky pro- 
jection overlooking a giddy abyss : a bridge spanned it, a hand was 
extended to her aid; but she had repulsed the hand, and a flash of 
lightning had struck the bridge, hurling it below. She grasped a shrub 
to save herself^ but it was uprooted by the stony mass that rolled in 
wild confusion down the side of the precipice. What next ? O Gkxl ! 
what next ? 

The gravelled walk led with a serpentine winding through the dense 
bosquet of shrubbery and fir-wood to a little hillock by the garden wall, 
from whence one could enjoy an extensive prospect across the fields to 
the contiguous forest-clad mountains. A great drooping ash crowned 
the hillock, forming with its foliage an arbor around it and having a 
rustic seat about its trunk. It was a pretty place, especially at sunset, 
when deep shadows rested upon the fields and across the foot of the 
mountains, whoi^ forest-crowned summits were still bathed in liquid 
gold. The sun men burst full and clear through the en trance- way, fill- 
ing the green bower with magic light and life. 

And there stood Natalie in a green framework, surrounded by a 
halo of glory. Her hair seemed to gleam with the kisses of the sun- 
beams ; the entire apparition was as brilliant as that of a sprite in a 
&iry-tale. And the scenes of a fairy-tale Waldschiitz, who sat upon 
the rustic bench beneath the tree, thought he must be dreaming. As 
one transported, he gazed for a time upon the image of light before he 
recovered the full consciousness of reality. 

« Ah, I did not know you were here," cried Natalie, as he attracted 
her attention by rising to move away. « Please, do not let me disturb 
you." 

The young man's embarrassment could not escape her, yet she ap- 
peared not to notice it. Since Natalie's advent into the home of the 
general, Waldschiitz had unmistakably avoided his fatherly friend's 
young wife, whilst she, upon her part, had approached him in the 
most friendly manner, endeavoring in every possible way to make him 
understand that she cherished not the slightest design of pushing him 
aside or depriving the general of his very necessary society. 

At first she had made several attempts to continue the reading when 
she found it was taxing Waldschiitz too severely, but so soon as she 
discovered that the general would rather give up the reading altogether 
than listen to her, she desisted, and only remained in the room as a 
silent auditor. Often, too, she had endeavored to enter into conver- 
sation with the invalid, but even that she gave up when she found how- 
little it interested him and how greatly it embarrassed Waldschiitz. 

Although she might in the beginning have ascribed the young officer's 
singular bearing to mere feeling in regard to the general, it nevertheless 
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speedily became clear to her that something pertaining to himself alone 
gave rise to it Now and then, in looking up, she would encounter an 
unguarded glance, and however hastily the young man might drop his 
eyes, the brief flash of light would betray what he so assiduously strove 
to conceal.- 

Waldschiitz was not one of those stormy characters who, when im- 
pelled by passion, heed no barriers whatever, esteem nothing as sacred, 
and recognize no other commanding power than that of impulse. He 
struggled bitterly with himself, on the contrary, to check the budding 
of an inclination that seemed to him like a betrayal of his fatherly 
friend's confidence, even though he was well aware that the old man 
was far from viewing Natalie as his wife. 

« She has not married me, but my pension,'' the general repeatedly 
observed ; and he himself would doubtless have be*en the first to en- 
courage the young ma]>in hopes that could only be fulfilled after his 
death. Yet Waldschiitz was overcome with horror at the bare thought 
of building plans for the future upon the death of the man who loved 
him with the love of a father for a son, and he withdrew all the more 
from Natalie because he mistrusted himself. 

Natalie saw plainly that he fairly worshipped her in secret, but she 
little dreamed how deeply the attachment was rooted in his breast. 
His modesty attracted her quite as much as did his intellect and cha- 
racter, and she had long wished for an opportunity to tell him so. 
Every day she grew more and more heavy-hearted in the dreary house 
of the dying man, and she yearned for genial intercourse with some 
one. 

« It is not friendly in you, Waldschiitz," said she — since her marriage 
she had always addressed the adjutant thus by name — "to avoid me 
as you do. But this time," she added, smiling — and he felt deeply the 
magic of this marvellous smile — "this time you are my prisoner, for I 
guard the fortress-doors." 

"I only meant to vacate the place for you, Baronin," he replied, 
« because I thought you desired to be alone. I know how rarely ^you 
grant yourself the enjoyment of the fresh air and of this glorious 
prospect." 

There was more warmth in his tone than he had permitted himself 
to display for a long time, and his look betrayed deep sympathy and 
fervent adoration, such as the faithful might accord a saint 

She seated herself, and asked him to follow her example, but instead 
of complying he remained standing before her. 

« At least I have more opportunity of enjoying our summer residence 
than you," began Natalie once more. "You make a complete sacrifice 
of yoursel£ It must be a great satisfaction to feel that one is all in all 
to a fellow-mortal, to be permitted to make sacrifices for him, and to 
know surely that one gives bx more than one receives. You are happy 
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that this blessing is accorded yoiL I am one of those who desire to 
be useful, but whose hands are bound." 

Her words were accompanied with a melancholy smile, that involun- 
tarily made Waldschiitz's thoughts revert to the scene he had but re- 
cently been compelled to witness. With the utmost force he had then 
restrained His feelings ; now, he could no longer refrain from giving 
utterance to them. 

<*Oh, you are an angel, Baronin," cried he, enthusiastically, «not 
only in goodness smd self-sacrifice, but also in magnanimity of soul and 
patient endurance. You may perhaps contest my right thus to speak to 
you ; but I can maintain silence no longer, when I see what terrible 
injustice is done you, smd with what noble submission you accept it 
In that moment, Baronin — I say not too much — I was ashamed of him ; 
for the time I &irly hated him, and I came very near interfering, although 
I well knew that I had no right to do so. I too was one who desired 
to be useful, but whose hands were bound !" 

«You take the matter too seriously, Waldschiitz," responded Natalie, 
and her gaze rewarded him for all his zeal — ^a gaze which bewildered him 
and made him forget everything. "An invalid has moods, and can only 
incite compassion through them — not indignation. One must take the 
circumstances into account. My husband has brought me a sacri- 
fice—" 

«0h, do not speak of that!" interposed Waldschiitz, seeing her hesi- 
tate. « If it has cost him a sacrifice, surely an equally great one has 
been imposed upon you. How calmly you endure it ! No, no ; there 
is no need for you to apologize for the baron. I honor and esteem 
him, but he has not acted magnanimously in letting you feel that this 
union, by which he alone is the gainer, has cost him a sacrifice. Even 
if he feels this ever so much himself he should make those who in- 
duced him to the step suffer for it, and not you, whose presence illu- 
mines our mournful solitude like sunshine." 

Natalie was strangely moved by this speech. She saw herself 
exalted in her own estimation, yet at the same time humiliated by the 
long-suppressed admiration cherished for her by a pure, untainted mind, 
and that now gushed forth in the form of glowing adoration. Here 
was yielded up to her a heart overflowing with faith and love, unselfishly, 
without the least demand for reciprocation, without hope of recognition. 
It was something beyond the love of man for mortal wo{pan ; it re- 
sembled rather the rapture of a religious fanatic at the shrine of some 
lofty saint who had smiled down from heaven upon him. 

A strange feeling of pit3nng sadness came over Natalie. She fell as 
though she must bestow upon the young man some article of value to 
her — as though she must bend weepingly toward him and touch his 
brow with her hands. She had learned better to control herself than 
in the old times, however, and, coloring deeply, she conquered the im- 
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pulse, contenting herself with extending her hand. This Waldschiitz 
seized in an ecstasy of emotion, and covered it with fervent kisses. 

Now, now, when the whole world revolved about him in a bewildering 
vortex, he would doubdess have fallen upon his knees had not hasty 
steps at this moment resounded upon the gravel walk. 

"Some one is coming!" cried Natalie, springing to her feet. In so 
doing her hand grazed his shoulder, and the rose she held fell to the 
ground stripped of its leaves. ' 

Impetuously she hastened to meet the approaching servant 

« Oh, gnadige Baronin, come quickly," panted the old man. « £x- 
cellenz is — " 

({Dead !" almost shrieked Natalie. An agonized groan rang like an 
echo from out the dense foliage of the arbor. 



CHAPTER II. 

BARON BURGKHARDT»S YOUNG WIDOW. 

NATALIE'S terrified apprehensions had carried her too far. When 
she reached the sick-chamber, followed by Waldschutz in speedy 
flighty she found the general still alive. He lay in a deep swoon, how- 
ever, and the death-like silence of the room was broken only by the 
princess, who was praying aloud. 

An awe-stricken horror overpowered Natalie. She had never seen 
any one die before. Trembling violently, she leaned against the foot 
of the bed to prevent herself from falling. With a hollow groan Wald- 
schiitz had cast himself upon his knees, and pressed to his lips the ice- 
cold hand that was hanging down from the bed, as though with burn- 
ing self-accusation he would beseech pardon for a crime of which he 
knew himself to have been guilty in thought toward his beloved patron. 
His heart was torn with passionate self-reproaches. Ah, how unworthy 
he felt himself!' Had he not been about confessing his love to the 
wife of his best friend ? The shadow of the dying man had been cast 
as a warning between him and the fascinating woman. Repentance and 
contrition, shame and humiliation, filled his agonized heart 

Although the princess had unhesitatingly stated that certain presenti- 
ments had impelled her to drive over to the villa, she was none the 
less startled to find them so promptly realized. 

"I regret deeply," she had replied, in her shrillest, most cutting 
tones, to the general's previously- mentioned sally, drawing herself up at 
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the same time as stiffly as was possible for her alone — « I regret deeply 
that sickness has already so obscured your reason, Excellenz, that you 
have lost sight of Vigards in reference to your oldest Triends. It is a 
painful proof to me of the rapid approach of dissolution. My presenti- 
ments were not deceptive. You would do well to make peace with the 
world and reconcile yourself to God." 

There was no intentional malice in the words, however much the tone 
may have betokened its existence. The princess was not a spiteful 
person ; she had merely, in the course of years, become so spoiled by 
the inaccessibility of her prominent position that she insensibly treated 
all the world as subalterns, acknowledged no necessity for caution, and 
did not trouble herself in the least as to whether her strdghtforward 
opinions wounded others or not She held too lofty an opinion of her 
own dignity, and was at bottom too pious not to forgive those who 
offended her ; but she needed an apology and explanation for the un- 
heard-of manner in which the general treated her. 'She could only 
account for it by considering that it proceeded from a temporary 
delirium, indicative of the rapidly-approaching death-struggle. 

Anew she urged the invalid to think of his religious duties, and 
forthwith despatched her carriage to the city in quest of the physician. 
The general let her talk on, only replying in a desultory way, while he 
continued to gaze fixedly through the open window into the garden. 

Presently his hands moved restlessly over the coverlet, his eyes 
closed and his head sank back, so that the princess could not but 
believe that the end was at hand. She was at this moment so little 
prepared for it that she was greatly terrified, and violently pulled the 
bell-rope until the servant appeared, whom she at once despatched for 
Natalie and the adjutant. The servant chanced to have seen them 
both turn down the same path, so he lost no time in useless searching. 
Immediately upon his return, the princess sent him for the priest of the 
vicinity. 

The scorching tears that fell from Waldschiitz's eyes upon the cold, 
withered hand seemed to recall the dying man to life. He feebly opened 
his eyes, and his gaze first fell upon Natalie^s pale visage, which made 
her perceptibly quail. Her lips quivered convulsively, and her teeth 
chattered in feverish excitement. 

Then the general looked down upon Waldschiitz, whose &ce was 
still buried against his hand. He drew his hand away. One could see 
that he was very weak, and that every movement cost him a great ex- 
ertion ; nevertheless he moved his lips and softly breathed the foUowing 
broken words : • 

" Pfui ! — a soldier — and weeping ! Am living yet Arise — be 
brave !" 

Waldschiitz tremblingly obeyed. Then the princess admonished the 
dying man to prayer. Softly moving his eyelids in token of afi^ma- 
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tion, he once more directed his gaze toward Natalie, and with his fingers 
made the movement of piano-playing upon the coverlet. 

Natalie shuddered, and mournfully shook her head. But the general 
did not give up. 

« Something merry," he gasped^-" Storm Polka, Radetzky March." 
Natalie had no longer the heart to refuse, particularly as even the prin- 
cess countenanced the request, that was reiterated with increasing im- 
patience. 

" Only until the priest comes," she whispered to her niece, and Nat- 
alie tottered out into the saloon. 

Cold shudders crept over her, and her hands trembled as those of 
old age ; nevertheless she forced them to heed her bidding. The first 
tones seemed to reanimate the d3ring man ; the old military strains 
worked marvels, and his eyes sparkled once more with a beam of their 
former fire. But the effect only endured a few moments, then the last 
sparks were extinguished. 

Here, in the dusky twilight of the sick-chamber, death approached, 
and with it the flood of tones streamed forth with increasing speed fi-om 
Natalie's fingers as they convulsively struck the keys. Ever harsher 
became the melodies, ever swifter the measure ; it was like an unearthly, 
exultant funeral music, and all the while the tears streamed over Nat- 
alie's ghastly, distorted visage. An indescribable horror had gained 
possession of her ; her brain was in a whirl ; she seemed to herself a 
condemned spirit — a shade. And now a ghost-like rustling was heard 
behind her ; it came from the direction of the sick-chamber. A hand was 
placed firmly upon her shoulder — that must be death ! With a wild 
shriek she broke off; a shrill dissonance resounded through the room. 
An ice-cold hand seized her heart and pressed it in its iron grasp. In 
horror she started forward, then sank back exhausted. 

Yes, it was death. Her aunt had come to stop her ghostly music 
with the announcement that he who had called for it could no longer 
hear its tones. The general had breathed his last. 

The priest came and prayed over the corpse, and when he was gone 
Waldschiitz and the old serving-man remained in charge. Natalie made 
no attempt to re-enter the room. She was ill and wretched beyond com- 
pare. The princess entertained serious apprehensions for her niece — 
even her own nerves were completely shattered — and so she only awaited 
the advent of the physician to drive back to the city in her carriage 
with Natalie. 

The same day news of the decease reached Rothenstein, and the 
baroness was so much alarmed by her sister's letter about Natalie's 
health that she started at once for the Residenz, accompanied by £mil 
and Helene. Her apprehensions proved groundless. The shock, great 
as it was, had left behind it no visible traces ; Natalie even expressed a 
desire to be present at the funeral, which, however, was not granted 
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her. The baroness, on the contrary, urged her to return with them for 
a short time to Rothenstein, and the princess gave her voice in &vor 
of this, that the young widow might have an opportunity for a brief 
retirement 

There had been many ill-natured remarks made in the Residenz con- 
cerning the marriage, to which Natalie's persistent refusal to be pre- 
. sented as a young married lady at court, and to make visits in certain 
circles, had contributed in no small degree. People shrugged their 
shoulders derisively when mention was made of her self-sacrificing 
devotion in the sick-room ; and the rumors that had already started up 
at the startling announcement of her betrothal again made the rounds 
with heightened coloring. Although the whisper of a secret alliance 
which this marriage was to prevent had died out, there had arisen in 
its stead rumors of an intimacy with the adjutant of the deceased, by 
means of which Natalie had managed to compensate herself for the irk- 
someness of her self-imposed duties. All manner of anecdotes per- 
taining to the young widow were afloat, touching upon her frivolity, her 
\ capriciousness, love of pleasure, as well as upon her spirit of enter- 

prise, that took alarm at nothing, having once even brought her, it was 
said, to visit a public masquerade ball in secret 

It could not be denied that some craftily-planned intrigue was under- 
mining Natalie's ia\x fame, although she was herself totally unaware 
of it 

Already one little item or other had reached the ears of the princess, 
yet she was unable to form the slightest conjecture regarding whence 
these on dits had originated. That so intimate a friend as Count Sal- 
izhofen could have part in disseminating these malicious stories had 
never for a moment occurred to her. The princess, in £ict, did not 
deem her protigi capable of such vulgar revenge, although she had 
frequently reproached Natalie for having persistently excused herself to 
the count since her marriage. These fruitless visits had once brought 
Waldschiitz into very disagreeable collision with the count The two 
gentlemen had chanced to meet in the courtyard of the villa, and upon 
the count's dropping some cutting remarks about his being refused 
admittance, Waldschiitz had replied that the "Frau Baronin" only 
received visits which were meant equally for her husband. 

Mockingly the count had lamented having formerly neglected suitable 
opportunities of being presented to the general. No one who had been 
acquainted with the young Baronin Burgkhardt before her marriage, he 
said, would ever have dreamed of her being converted into a sick- 
nurse, or imagine that the old warrior would fancy receiving the last 
services of love from the hands of a creature of her mould Smooth 
and smiling as were the words, Waldschiitz keenly felt the implied in- 
sult, but before he could recover breath for a reply, Salizhofen 
seated in his carriage and rolling away. 
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Since then the count had discontinued his efforts to gain admittance 
to the villa. At the same time, however, his visits to the princess be- 
came rarer, and would doubtless have also been discontinued had he 
not still hoped to obtain through her patronage some agreeable appoint- 
ment 

Now that the general was deceased, he considered it hi^h time to 
approach Natalie once more; not that he had any design of making 
her Countess Salizhofen — that he had long since rejected as a fruitless 
scheme. The same calculations that had influenced the princess had 
also convinced him that a union with Natalie was as little to be thought 
of now as before. 

"The widow would lose her pension in case of a remarriage, and of 
the little property left by the general not a penny had come to her. 
The deceased had by his will made Waldschiitz his sole heir, and Saliz- 
hofen knew well that neither the princess nor Natalie could be prevailed 
upon to break the will. Both were too proud for that. To make Nat- 
alie his wife under such circumstances, even should she consent, would 
be an act of madness : so Salizhofen assured himself repeatedly ; but, 
according to his views, that was no reason why he should not seek to 
win her favor. 

He called the day after the funeral to offer his condolences, and found 
Natalie to all appearance perfectly calm, although very pale and still. 
She sat with her mother and Helene in the little blue tapestry saloon at 
her aunt's residence, for she had been unable to make up her mind to 
go back to the villa, notwithstanding the fact of its being rented for the 
entire summer. She received Salizhofen coldly, and accepted his ex- 
pressions of condolence with a dignified inclination of the head. He 
had expected something different, and was provoked that she betrayed 
not the slightest confusion as he alluded to true friendship setting aside 
every sensitiveness regarding past slights in the earnest turning-points 
of life. 

The baroness and Helene, both of whom found the visit ill-timed, 
soon excused themselves and left the room, and Salizhofen was not dis- 
pleased to have an opportunity of being alone with the intereating young 
widow. He treated the position in which she was placed lightly, and 
became still more sarcastic when his jests were repelled, not with feigned 
grief, but with earnestness and dignity. 

"Ah, Baronin," cried he, laughingly stroking his well-trained mous- 
tache, « I know perfectly how to honor the depth of your feelings, only 
I beg of you not to expect me to pay particular respect to this deep 
mourning garb, which, en parenthlse^ irresistibly heightens the charm 
of your marvellous complexion. Without being in the least disposed 
to doubt the manifold perfections of the deceased, I cannot beheve that 
jou yourself look upon his loss as an irreparable one. In a measure 
you must have been prepared for it ; at least the censorious world pro- 
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fesses to believe that you only assumed the marriage fetters because 
you could with surety calculate upon being speedily released from them. 
Entre nousy Baronin, no one attributes any real grief to you in this case, 
and one would positively be afraid of insulting you were one to accuse 
you of a desire to feign such an emotion." 

An expression of the keenest displeasure flashed from Natalie's 
beautiful eyes. Then the tightly-closed lips parted. 

"In the latter clause the world would be perfectly right," said she; 
"but one forgets that it requires no hypocrisy to be impressed by the 
death of a man who was always the true friend of my fkmily, whom I 
esteemed highly, and to whom I owe a debt of gratitude, were it only 
for the name which he esteemed me worthy to bear." 

Natalie arose after these words and walked to the window where 
formerly her embroidery-frame stood. Now only the choice plants were 
there, and over these she busied herself. 

Even if Salizhofen had understood the hint, he was not inclined to 
heed it and take his leave. He followed her to the window, and began 
to chat in a listless, niocking way. 

"I will take it all back," he began, &miliarly, "and if you say so, Pli 
give my word of honor to the world that Baronin Natalie is over- 
whelmed with anguish : the only question is, whether the statement will 
be believed?" 

" You are then of the opinion," interposed Natalie, tartly, « that the 
world does not place much reliance upon Count Salizhofen's word of 
honor ?" 

"Admirable ! I see that you have not forgotten the old tone. That 
leads me to hope that you do not purpose burying yourself alive. It 
would really be too absurd should a young widow so hit overlook the 
advantages of her position as to become sterner in her principles than 
she was in the days before she had attained the full enjoyment of inde- 
pendence." 

" You are growing impertinent. Count Salizhofen," said Natalie, turn- 
ing to the window and gazing fixedly out. But the count was not one 
to be easily abashed. 

« Why, I am merely talking as all the rest of the world does," he 
rejoined. " People say all manner of things, and if I am not inclined 
to credit all their gossip, my unfortunate memory will persist in corrob- 
orating certain masquerade-ball jests. There is no use of iaking the 
affair so seriously, Natalie," he ^continued,, feigning the tone of true- 
hearted sympathy ; « but what will you have ? You know the malice 
of the world. As your friend, I must tell you that your reputation has 
suffered. But what difference does that make ? You have against you 
the prudery of women, it is true, but you can live with all the more 
freedom from constraint, in accordance with your inclinations." 

Natalie turned suddenly around ; her eyes were wide open, and stared 
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at Salizhofen with such contemptuous firmness that, in spite of his 
assurance, he felt considerably abashed. 

«< And I actually owe this superb counsel to your friendship ?" she 
cried, sarcastically. " Really, I never knew how to appreciate it before. 
You display a marvellous interest for my reputation, and have evidently 
taken every pains not to improve it Probably you were about advis- 
ing me to re-establish it with your aid. You proceed, in accordance 
with a certain school of medicine, to order poison for poison. But how 
if I were really resolved to live henceforth more strictly than before ?" 

<* No one would believe that you were in earnest, with such incon- 
sistency," struck in Salizhofen — « I least of all. You are too beautiful, 
too clever and — too passionate to find pleasure in tiresome virtue, whose 
highest glory would be for ever unattainable to you." 

Natalie's face was deathly pale, every drop of blood had forsaken it ; 
but her litde hands clenched tightly, and from her eyes, whose pupils 
were unwontedly dilated, shot flashes that seemed to be the precursors 
of an outburst of wrathful indignation. 

" If I did not know you to be a fool," she finally ejaculated, « I 
would strike you in the fkce." 

" Do it," he replied, « and for every blow I will revenge myself with 
a kiss." 

Assuming a challenging air, he drew nearer and seized her hand to 
press it to his lips. Natalie pushed him away with a gesture of anger 
and disgust, but this served only to increase his excitement. Drawing 
his arm forcibly about her waist, he pressed her to his heart with a vio- 
lence that she was unable to resist His lips, however, were barely 
able to graze her slender neck before, with surprising strength and dex- 
terity, she succeeded in freeing herself from his detested embrace ; but 
in so doing she overturned an ornamental flower-pot containing a rare 
dragon-palm. 

Natalie stood like a panther ready for a leap. From her eyes flamed 
passionate indignation, about her mouth quivered a sense of the insult 
imposed upon her ; but there came no answer from her lips when, bow- 
ing low, Salizhofen drew back, observing, with an impertinent smile : 

« Be it as you wish, Baronin. In war all things are allowable. I 
hope ere long to find suitable opportunity of revenging myself." 

Probably he would not have desisted so readily had not the loud 
crash caused by the accident warned him to caution. His prudence 
was indeed admirably well timed, for at this moment not only the old 
serving-man, but the princess, who had not before been apprised of the 
count's visit, rushed in. 

. Natalie pointed silently to the rubbish, without attempting any excuse, 
when the princess revenged herself for the fright she had had by re- 
marking that she could not comprehend such heedlessness. 

« One's nerves become so entirely unstrung," said the princess, turn- 
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iDg with a friendly nod to S^izhofen, « through such scenes as we have 
just experienced ; every sound gives one a start, and one is for ever 
on the alert for some fresh misfortune. It is really a blessing that such 
afflictions do not occur more frequently. How glad I am that you are 
come, count ! I have been wanting to talk over with you this disagree- 
able business about the movements of our talented curate. Everything 
was going on so well, and our prospects were beginning to be so flat- 
tering. The Lenten sermons had brought him en train, he was enjoy- 
ing an unusual success, and now all at once every hope is destroyed 
unless some circumstance arise to effect a change." 

« How so ?" asked Salizhofen, abstractedly. His thoughts were still 
fixed upon the scene that had just transpired ; his blood was calming 
down very slowly. 

♦« Why, my dear friend," rejoined the princess, approaching the causeuse 
and taking a seat beside Salizhofen, « our most admirable preacher, you 
know, has applied for permission to retire into a cloister. His request 
has not been denied, since it is supposed that his health has given way. 
In fact, he has been looking very badly. I was first made aware of 
this to-day, for, of course, recently I have been too much absorbed in 
other things. Mon pauvre cker neveu P^ 

After this brief tribute to the memory of the departed, the princess 
proceeded to launch forth into the subject that evidently lay nearest her 
heart. She, too, let the dead bury their dead ; only upon the living 
could calculations be made : the dead could no longer be available in 
carrying out one's schemes, and continued mourning was very apt to 
affect the health. Surely it is a positive duty to divert the mind^iuty 
to one's self and to one's surroundings ; and the princess was always 
strict in the fulfilment of her duties. 

Meanwhile, Natalie had escaped from the room. She had wandered 
out into the saloon where the princess was in the habit of receiving her 
largest companies. Here she lingered a while to compose herself and 
fight down the still smouldering wrath. More than at the count was 
she angry at herself, that any one should dare presume upon such 
behavior toward hen Was her presence so little calculated to command 
esteem ? Something like hatred and contempt for her own individuality 
overcame her. 

"Why should such insults be offered to me? Why to me? No 
one would dare act so to my sister. Does it stand written upon my 
brow ?" she murmured, softly and with unutterable bitterness, whilst a 
tear of helpless rage started in her eye. " Can it be true," she con- 
tinued, " that they all calumniate and despise me ? But no ; it is a lie ! 
What have I done to deserve it? and I will not — I will not be de- 
spised !" 

She approached the entrance door, in view of betaking herself to her 
chamber, when suddenly tlie door opened into the room. It was like 



SPHINX, 297 

a response to her ques^on. Erwin stood before her. She regarded 
him as she might have done the apparition of a departed spirit He 
was, at all events, composed over the meeting, for scarcely a quiver 
betrayed his surprise. Coldly bowing, he moved aside to make room 
for her to pass. 

Now Emil, too, appeared upon the threshold, and directly behind 
him Albin, who had grown quite tall, and looked very handsome in the 
becoming uniform of his institute. Emil asked for his mother, and 
Albin started off in quest of her. Meanwhile, Natalie was filled with 
the most painful confusion ; her usual presence of mind seemed for the 
moment to have totally forsaken her. She made a movement as though 
to swiftly glide past the entering guest, then restrained hersel£ Her 
delicate bosom heaved violently, and confusedly her eyes sought the 
ground. 

It was as though her conscience assailed her with the cry : 

"Have you not sinned also against this man V^ 

Even Emil's words plainly betokened that this encounter had not 
been calculated upon. 

« I thought we should find mother and Helene here," said he, half 
to his sister, half to his friend; «but they will be along directly. 
Schonberg luckily fell into our hands. We had to bring him here by 
force." 

« I did not know whether I would be welcome in this house, and had 
I imagined — " Erwin did not finish. The few^^ords were only spoken 
to indicate how far removed he was from a desire to intrude, after he 
bad been given so plainly to understand that his visits were not accept- 
able. He was greatly surprised whe^n Natalie, instead of leaving the 
room with a formal bow, as he liad expected, now came toward him. 

Doubtless she obeyed merely a blind impulse in holding out her 
hand to Erwin. Her face, as she did so, was suffused with a dark 
crimson flush, and her eyes, which with extreme difficulty she forced to 
meet his, glistened like stars in a cold winter night 

« Herr von Sch5nberg," said she, « the bitterest enemies often become 
reconciled over a grave, and the insulted pardon every offence against 
them, because in the presence of the earnestness of eternity one loses 
sight of all that is trivial and of minor importance. Whatever you may 
have against me, I implore you now to forget it" 

Her voice sounded low and supplicating. This was no moment for 
explanation, even had Erwin desired such. Had he hesitated to accept 
the proffered hand, it would have been an indication of continued bitter- 
ness, and such an idea he did not wish to convey. He desired to 
appear indifferent, and therefore grasped the hand. As he did so, a 
singular feeling stole over him, like a slight electric shock, even though 
his heart experienced neither pain nor pleasure. He thought of his 
^' Gymnoten." The mood evoked could not be called that of indlffer- 
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ence, bat neither was it love that he plainly realized ; as little was it 
love as the quiver produced in the muscles of a corpse by contact with 
the galvanic wire is life.. Even the news of Natalie's marriage had only 
caused him a brief, convulsive pang, and had troubled his mind more 
than his heart, for he would fain have known the motives that inspired 
her movements — would have comprehended every emotion of her soul 
in order to £athom this apparently insoluble psychological problem. 

He did not immediately let go her hand, nor did she attempt to with- 
draw it from him. Either she believed herself to owe him so much 
respect, or else the impulse of the moment was far deeper and more 
overpowering with her than with him. Her hand glowed like her face, 
and her fingers closed, as though in the anguish of her heart she were 
involuntarily clinging to him for refuge. 

Who could tell — they two certainly could not — what conversation 
might have arisen between them had they not been interrupted by the 
entrance of the count ? 

The princess had just observed that perhaps, after all, Steinhacke's 
retirement might have its good side, for lately she had observed that he 
was allowing himself to be carried too far — the bow was too tightly 
strung for a time when it was needful to proceed with the uttermost 
precaution against the revolutionary ideas that were gaining prominence — 
when she recognized her nephew's voice. As she was about calling 
him to her, she heard him mention Erwin's name. 

" How can this person dare — " she cried indignantly, but instead of 
finishing her sentence, she arose, and with an abrupt £au'ewell hastened 
from the room, to avoid the possibility of an encounter. How did she 
know but this Herr von Schonberg might have the audacity to intrude 
into her very cabinet ? 

Salizhofen was obliged to pass through the saloon to reach the 
entrance-way. He saw Natalie and Erwin standing there hand in 
hand, nor did the emotion their &ces betokened escape his observa- 
tion. A mocking smile played about his lips as he bowed low before 
Natalie. 

« I see, Baronin," he remarked, sarcastically, « that the circle of your 
admirers is rapidly filling up again since your return from the voluntary 
retirement of wedlock. You deal unequally with your vassals, however ; 
whilst offering your hand to conclude a treaty of peace with one, you 
wage against another the bitterest warfare. Ah, well ! I am content 
Peace consists of a tiresome compact not to advance beyond the pre- 
scribed boundaries ; each one looks pleasantly at the other without possi- 
bility of nearer approach. In war, on the contrary, there may be danger, 
but there are also delightful surprises and triumphant victories." 

There lay something uncommonly provoking in the bold manner of 
his address, but Natalie turned proudly away, without so much as deign- 
ing a reply. Emil, understanding the allusion in the concluding clause 
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as little as did Erwin, here reminded the count that he forgot the pos- 
sibility of defeat, which might be experienced when one was surest of 
success. 

Count Salizhofen shot a malicious side glance at Emil, but replied at 
the same time, with feigned good-nature, 

<< It is hardly fair for the victor in the political arena to amuse him- 
self over the defeat of one who thought to lean upon him for support. 
One is reminded too strikingly by it of the insufficiency of friendship 
and the absurdity of confidence when politics are concerned." 

" Or rather," interposed Emil, hastily and eagerly, " of the abuse of 
confidence and friendship in denying one's colors in order to make a 
good thrust No wonder that the misused becomes an opponent, when 
his eyes are once opened to see what a cat's-paw he has been made." 

«< I think, my friend, we will not quarrel upon the subject," replied 
Salizhofen, with an air of superiority. «* The Baronin will permit me 
to await a more propitious moment for my defence, I hope." 

Emil was not in a state of very excessive anger, therefore did not 
feel especially disposed to continue the dispute. Just at the right mo- 
ment Albin appeared leading in the ladies, and while Erwin was warmly 
greeting them, Salizhofen took occasion to bow himself away, without 
having succeeded, however, in once catching Natalie's eye, as he had 
hoped. 

Both the baroness and Helene heartily shook Erwin by the hand, 
and Helene's &ce sparkled with frank, unconcealed pleasure. Erwin 
smiled pleasantly at his brave comrade, and they looked long and 
earnestly into each other's eyes. Natalie meanwhile sofdy left the 
room, and the others first noticed her absence after they had taken 
their seats. 

The baroness thanked Erwin for being so kind as to call on her. 

« Don't spoil him with undeserved praise," struck in Emil. « It 
would never have occurred to him to come here of himself; he refused 
positively at first. After the funeral I drove with Albin to his lodgings, 
where we failed to find him, and when we drove to the editorial office 
we learned he had just gone. When finally we did meet him, I had to 
use all my eloquence to prevail upon him to come here." 

"Well, that is not so very great," said Helene, playfully. 

"I assure you I have accomplished wonders with it in this case. 
Why, he was just about to start off like a shying horse. The threat 
of your decided displeasure was the first thing that induced him to 
listen." 

"And that Helene would surely have accorded you," rejoined the 
baroness, glancing at her blushing daughter. « She had made up her 
mind to ask you many questions about < Gymnoten,' which she has just 
been reading aloud to me." 

"You, Baronin," asked Erwin of the elder lady, "would not have 
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taken it amiss had I &iled to come ?" He could hardly himself have 
explained why he should have evaded a further discussion of the book 
that had recendy appeared and met with gratifying success. It always 
seemed to him that the baroness could read his very soul, and he 
perhaps felt now that she must know whence came the ideas for this 
book, and for the curious characteristic representation denoted by the 
singular title. 

The baroness, at all events, instinctively felt the motive of his 
question, and hastened to respond to it 

« No, I should not have taken it amiss," said she. « Apart from the 
bsX of my appreciating how much, occupied you are, I am older,3;and 
judge things less subjectively. It would have grieved me not to have 
seen you, but from what Helene has told me, I should have been able 
to understand your refusal to come to this house. However, you must 
let me observe that you do wrong if you feel under any constr»nt here. 
You are visiting me, not the princess." 

Erwin felt the last restraint removed through this explanation, and 
he gave himself up freely to the enjoyment of the meeting, more 
especially as he found the baroness took the death of the general as 
the loss of a good old friend, not at all as a heavy &mily affliction. 
He pondered deeply upon how it was possible for the baroness to give 
her verdict in favor of Natalie's certainly incongruous marriage. He 
remembered distinctly the evening when she had dwelt upon renuncia- 
tion in certain cases, and felt that although it might have been meant to 
warn him from over-haste, the baroness, with her large-minded views, 
was not the person to sell her daughter for a mere « maintenance." 

Yet it was singular that she had been even brought to consent to it 
Thus far he could not avoid reproaching her. 

As though she had conjectured his thoughts, the baroness herself led 
the conversation to this subject Erwin now learned how greatly the 
family had been surprised at the news of the betrothal, and that £mil 
had even hastened home to urge a veto being placed upon the marriage. 
But the baron had remarked, « It would never do to displease her high- 
ness the princess ; and if she thought this best, why, then — " 

« Well, you know my good husband," concluded the baroness. « For 
my part, I had not expected this turn of affairs, and it took me wholly 
by surprise. My sister, as the widow of a military man, is particularly 
fond, however, of prompt, energetic decisions." 

" Who knows whether, after all, it would not have been better," burst 
out Emil, " if you had placed your veto upon it ? I believe Natalie 
has drawn no enviable lot in life. I vow I can't understand her at all." 

Emil had merely given utterance to what was also passing through 
Erwin's mind — perhaps, too, through Helene's. The baroness felt that 
all eyes were bent questioningly upon her, and a delicate flush over- 
spread her usually pale face, investing it with an especial charm. 
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« It was Natalie's own wish," she replied, after a brief pause, in 
which she seemed to be taking counsel within herself as to how she 
should reply. « I had no right to oppose her." 

One could see that Emil had a bitter retort at his tongue's end. 

This comprehension of maternal rights appeared very different to 
him from that exercised in his own case ; but Erwin's friendly presence 
imposed a slight restraint upon him, inducing him to reserve the dis- 
cussion of the subject for a more propitious occasion. So he proceeded 
himself to select another theme, and told of the funeral, at which the 
first military dignitaries as well as most of the ^milies of the aristocracy 
were present, even the court being largely represented. 

« By the way," he remarked, « Erwin is not the only one who objected 
to coming here. I asked Waldschiitz to drive home with us, and he 
positively declined." 

« That I can readily understand," said the baroness. « The loss of 
his chief, who was to him more like a father than a friend, has com- 
pletely overcome him." 

Albin now proceeded to relate how well the deceased had provided 
for his adjutant Besides having made him heir to his little property, 
he had, shortly before his death, procured an appointment on the staff 
for the young man. The boy grievously lamented the general's death 
upon his own account, for he had confidently hoped for speedy promo- 
tion through him. Already Albin was a soldier with his whole heart, and 
evidently his brilliant uniform had quite turned his head. 

His mother consoled him by telling him that all he need think of for 
the present was persevering in his studies for a year or two ; after that 
a path would surely be opened for him. Then turning to Emil, she 
remarked that it would be nothing more than right to seek Waldschiitz 
out before they left for Rothenstein, and thank him, in Natalie's name, 
for the trouble he had taken in everything pertaining to the obsequies. 
Natalie should also write a few lines to him herself, she said, for it did 
not lessen their obligations to express thanks because in his modesty 
the young man declined to seek them. 

«And if he will accept an invitation to Rothenstein," she concluded, 
"he shall be most warmly welcomed." After this she accosted Erwin, 
who had meanwhile been conversing with Helene about his mother, and 
asked if he would not soon be making a visit to the mountains. « I 
think your mother longs most ardently to see you," added she, « although, 
to be sure, she has a great deal to occupy her at present with Olsch- 
inann's unfortunate children ; and besides, she spends a large portion of 
each day at poor Doctor Aschenbrenner's. I presume you have heard 
of Lotti— " 

Erwin had already learned from his mother's letters the unfortunate 
cause of Doctor Aschenbrenner's excitement during his recent hurried 
visit to the Residenz. He had no need, therefore, to ask any questions 
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upon tbe subject, and merely replied that he did not propose visiting 
Rothensee at present 

« I wish to make a trip to Paris this summer/' said he ; « all the 
world seems to be going thither. I will seek a wider horizon. Per- 
haps I may learn something about the fate of our celebrated Heinrich 
Horatio Huldrich, who seems to have been lost sight of there. To 
R6thensee," he added, hesitatingly, " I will first come when I can 
bring with me a cheerful, unclouded frame of mind — when, hm — " he 
added with a forced smile — « I can chat with you unconstrainedly about 
* Gymnoten.* " 

He looked the baroness frankly in the face. He knew that she un- 
derstood him well, but he failed to observe how scrutinizingly Helene's 
gaze was fixed upon him. 

He remained a while longer talking of various things, then took his 
departure. Natalie had not appeared again. 



CHAPTER III. 

VISITORS FROM THE RESIDENZ. 



THE following day Baronin Rosenau left the Residenz in the noon 
train with her son and two daughters. Rosalie, too, whose services 
as lady's-maid had been transferred to Natalie upon the latter's mar- 
riage, now returned with the family to Rothenstein. 

Emil had telegraphed for the carriages to meet them at the d^p^t, 
and the baron had taken advantage of this opportunity to come over to 
the station himself. In the distance Emil recognized his father ; and 
long before the train stopped, Natalie leaned out of the window to 
greet the patient waiter whose gaze was wandering from coup^ to 
coupd, and who, upqn espying his child, fell into the greatest state of 
agitation. Any one else might have found something laughable in the 
ludicrous grimaces the old man made, and in the restless movements of 
his hands and feet, but the sight brought tears to Natalie's eyes. 

Greetings were exchanged and handkerchiefs waved from yet another 
coupd. Thus was Natalie's attention attracted to the newly-married 
couple Leiteneder, who stood near her father, awaiting the arrival of 
their friends. 

The train stopped. With a bound Natalie was in her father's arms, 
her own entwined about his neck. Forgetful of all the world besides, 
these two fell to kissing and caressing each other as though an eternity 
had elapsed since they had parted. 
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"My dearest fether, here I am once more!" she cried in his ear. 
Nodding joyfully, he kissed her over and over again. All at once he 
released his child from his embrace, as though suddenly realizing the 
awkwardness of having paid no heed to the others, and stammered, 
apologetically : 

"Ah ! such a surprise, dear Eveline — I knew nothing of Natalie's 
coming. Are you all well ? Has not the journey fatigued you, my 
love ?" 

Meanwhile, Leiteneder and his wife were welcoming their guests, the 
worthy couple Tusch. 

The "alte Schniirboden " was attired in gorgeous array, and left the 
train with the majestic deportment the ex-costumer had doubtless copied 
from some tragedy queen upon the stage. With the aplomb of her 
bearing corresponded admirably the toilette she had prepared for the 
occasion, which strikingly contrasted with the simple travelling costume 
of the baroness. Over a green and red changeable silk she wore a 
lace-edged velvet mantilla, and her head was graced with a structure 
upon which proudly waved a tuft of marabout feathers. Her husband 
presented a very ^odest appearance in comparison. He was clad in 
his "best black suit," which had rather an old-fashioned appearance, 
and he was endowed with no special mark of distinction, unless it were 
the brilliantly red nose that in the distance looked like a wrongly-placed 
badge of some order. 

The mutual welcome was here fax calmer and more ceremonious than 
that of the baronial family. Frau Tusch, whom Emil and Natalie had 
immediately recognized) with a stately side glance at the scene, remarked 
to her daughter; 

"Ah, my dear Konradine" — since the marriage the happy mother 
never called her child Kurtine — " I hope you will not so far forget your- 
self as to fall upon your father's neck before all the people. Why, I 
should feel ashamed ; folks would think you had had no bringing up. I 
never should have accused a baroness of having so little idea of what 
was proper ; but, to be sure, in the country I suppose it is different. 
Just see how everybody is laughing at the display of affection 1" 

The young wife cast a hasty glance around her, and saw truly that 
the bystanders — a few young civil officeholders from the town, and 
several burghers who had come for a pleasure-walk to the station — were 
laughing and making all manner of comments, which evidently did not 
concern the Rothenstein family. Now for the first time she took a 
survey of her mother's toilette. 

"Have you not felt too warm in this heavy dress ?" said she, coloring 
slightly. "The sun must strike with terrible force on the cars." 

"Yes, it was warm," came from the addressed, while the perspiration 
stood out in great drops upon her brow ; " but we know what is due 
our Herr Schwiegersohn. Don't we, Alter?" turning with the latter 
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qaery to her hasband, who had fetched an immense old threadbare 
carpet-bag from the coup^, and was politely declining the proffered aid 
of Leiteneder's servant •< We know what is proper, don't we ? We 
will not disgrace our daughter and our Herr Schwiegersohn, we said to 
each other ; he shall not think that he has married out of his sphere. 
When we come we will look like somebody, we said ; didn't we, 
Alter?" 

Vater Tusch murmured something that sounded like an assent, but 
in which only the words <<new outfit" and « brilliant toilette" were in- 
telligible. 

« Let the servant take your carpet-bag, that we may get on," inter- 
rupted Leiteneder. 

« No," rejoined Vater Tusch, eageriy ; << that would never do at alL 
I can carry such a trifle myself." 

" But if the Herr Schwiegersohn wishes it so," whispered his wife, 
softly, at the same time giving his sleeve a pull, « don't make so 
much resistance. What do you suppose the servant is here for? 
Can't you act nobly ?" 

«But the bag is not locked," murmured he, eagerly; "the fellow 
might steal something out of it" 

" I declare it makes one feel very awkward," whispered Leiteneder to 
his little wife. 

Kurtine, however, quieted him with a bright smile, and cut short all 
further dispute by taking the carpet-bag from her Other's hand and 
giving it over to the servant Vater Tusch was completely conquered 
by this gentle force. 

« If it is absolutely necessary," said he, passively yielding ; but he 
took good care not to let the liveried footman out of his sight 

Now Leiteneder and his wife turned to salute Kern, who had by this 
time likewise emerged from the coup^. 

"Herr Kern accompanied us," explained Mutter Tusch; «he is 
going to Rothensee on private business, and joined us, which was very 
pleasant Sophie we could not bring along — since yesterday she has 
been duly installed in the cloister. Ah, my dear Herr Schwiegersohn, 
you cannot imagine what a cross one has to bear with these girls. Well, 
one of them, thank Heaven ! has done well." 

Leiteneder did not seem greatly edified by these reflections, and ap- 
proaching Kern, he ofiered him a seat in his carnage. Kern asserted 
that he was here on pressing bu.^iness, and gladly accepted the seat 

« I understand," simj>ered Leitci.cder — "pressing business, imponant 
conference, christening celebration, und ein dies und ein das. Ha ha ! 
You are a gay bird, Kern ! All your undertakings are not failures ; but 
you should marry the girl — that's what you should do. The doctor has 
money ; let him fork over." 

Kern made an effort to assume a smile of flattered modesty, but did 
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not wholly succeed in concealing the embarrassment he felt His bold 
impudence had lost much of its confidence since Doctor Aschen- 
brenner's visit 

<* So, then, Soffitte is in the convent," Kurtine was meanwhile say- 
ing ; " and was it not possible to restrain her from the step ?'* 

" You know how she is. Why, there was no getting along with her 
the last few days — especially since the curate has been gone. Naj I 
will tell you all about it in time, but now — what are we waiting for now ?" 

" For nothing, I think, if you have no more luggage with you. Father 
has gone on ; we may as well follow." 

" What, without further ceremony ?*' rejoined Mutter Tusch. « No ; 
that will never do — the Hen* Schwiegersohn must lead me ; that is the 
proper way to let folks see how much respect he has for me." 

Kurtine smiled. 

« Dear husband," said she, " will you please give mother your arm ?" 
A pleasant smile accompanied the words, and the haste shown by the 
fabrikant in heeding his little wife's bidding gave evidence of the in- 
fluence she had already gained over him during their brief married life. 

Apologetically he whispered that he was only waiting until the 
Rothenstein family had driven away ; but a slight movement of his 
little wife's head gave the casting vote. Her decided " But I will not 
avoid them," was hardly necessary. The fabrikant offered his mother-in- 
law his arm, and with triumphant mien she walked along at his side. 

« One must show these people that one comes from the Residenz," 
said she to herself, as she bowed her head in stately response to the 
greetings accorded Herr Leiteneder. « These people," however, laughed, 
and Kurtine, who followed with Kern, laughed too, for «he saw the user 
■ lessness of anger or false shame. What could she do better? 

The young wife was not one of those who take things too deeply to 
heart. She loved life as it was, and accommodated herself to it without 
any especial brooding. A proof of this was the admirably easy way 
she had already learned to manage Leiteneder, although but a few weeks 
had elapsed since her marriage. Hers was a cheerful, health}' tempera- 
ment ; she held the happy medium between the levity of one sister 
and the religious excess of the other. 

« Soffitte ascends now quite like a cloud to the skies, Coulisse has 
sunk down into the depths, but Kurtinchen wanders nicely on the 
earth," said Vater Tusch that morning, as he was joyfully counting over 
the travelling-money sent by his favorite child. "Yes, yes; Kurtine 
deckt allesy 

As the two couples stepped out into the open air on the other side 
of the d^p6t, where the carriage was waiting for them, the Rothenstein 
femily was nearly ready to drive off. Natalie's trunk was just being 
placed in the basket chaise, of which £mil always took possession, and 
in which Rosalie already sat 
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Mntter Tusch tossed her head a few inches &rther back, and drew 
up her dress with a particularly gracious movement that she considered 
a mark of style, as she compared the elegant new equipage of her son- 
in-law with the two far plainer ones of the baron's family. She was 
especially delighted with the richly-gallooned livery of the coachman 
and footman, whose brilliancy quite threw the countrified attire of the 
two baronial coachmen into the shade. 

With a marked effort at dignity, she approached the carriage and 
allowed the footman to assist her in. But her sublime composure suf- 
fered a severe shock as Vater Tusch, with marvellous agility for his 
age, clambered up on the box, where his carpet-bag had found a place. 

"But, husband, what are you thinking of?'' she cried, softly, at the 
same time giving him a thrust in the back with her parasol. 

«Oh, don't tickle me so, or Til have to laugh right out," tittered 
Vater Tusch, drawing up his shoulders. \ 

« I ask what you are about getting up there ?" cried she, once more 
drilling his back with the point of her parasol. 

Now Leiteneder, who had been saluting the ladies in the other car- 
riage, espied the singular position of his worthy father-in-law, and pro- 
ceeded to effect a change. This time, however, Vater Tusch was not 
readily moved. 

« Oh, I beg of you — " protested he ; "I know well enough what is 
suitable. There's plenty of room up here, and there are four of you 
for the inside already." 

« But there must be room left on the box for Franz," said Leiteneder. 

« Oh, you need not to be troubled about that," cried Vater Tusch, 
soothingly ; " I'll move, and that will make plenty of room for all three.'* 

During this incomparable scene, which promised to be of some dura- 
tion, Kurtine had hastened to the carriage in which the Rothenstein 
ladies were seated, and had pressed the outstretched hand of the bar- 
oness to her lips, precisely as she was accustomed to do when working 
in the family. Helene's hand was also affectionately extended, but 
Natalie leaned out of the carriage and kissed Kurtine upon both 
cheeks. 

« I should have been to see you long ago," said the little woman, 
apologetically, << but there has been so much to do in seeing everything 
put to rights, < und ein dies und ein das^ as my husband says," she 
added, laughingly. « I shall come soon now, though — so soon as you 
will allow." 

The baroness had given a searching look into Kurtine's face, and 
she seemed relieved to find there no shadow of a cloud. 

« Do so, do so as soon as possible, Frau Leiteneder," said she, and 
smiled as the young wife colored up at this unaccustomed address from 
the lips of the baroness ; « but I am overjoyed to see you happy. You 
are so ?" 
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Kurtine dropped her eyes for a moment, then looked up with clear, 
untroubled gaze, and replied brightly : 

« I shall be so, it all events. Everything goes smoothly and 
pleasantly now. I cannot complain." 

After taking leave, as she turned to move away, she found herself 
face to face with Emil, who bowed rather stiffly and awkwardly, and 
offered her his congratulations. If any secret emotion stirred her 
soul, she gave no external evidence of it. With the dexterity of a fin- 
ished woman of the world, she accepted the congratulations. The ex- 
citing scene of that evening when Emil had so stormily sought her 
out at her home in the Residenz seemed wholly eradicated from her 
mind. 

« I hope. Baron Emil," said she, " you will often do us the honor to 
calL You must especially come over for the autumn chase ; my husband 
has great plans for it." 

« The little \<citch takes pains to indicate that my visits will be most 
desirable at a remote date," murmured Emil, angrily. He then strode 
to the carriage, while Kurtine turned once more to the ladies. 

« If you were not all just fresh from the Residenz," said she, in the 
most winning, easy way, " I should take the liberty of bringing over 
some new patterns. I beg of you, however, to call upon me whenever 
I can be of any assistance in this way." 

« Only come over soon : that is the main thing," cried Natalie, as the 
carriage rolled away. « I shall miss you at Rothenstein," she added, 
thoughtfully, more to herself than to the others ; « but, to be sure, we 
two belong there no more." 

Meanwhile, Herr Leiteneder and his worthy papa-in-law were waging 
quite a warfare of words, to the intense amusement of the bystanders, 
as well as of the coachman and footman. 

" You have no sense of the noble," grumbled the worthy matron in 
velvet and silk, « particularly when you have taken more than enough to 
satisfy your thirst." 

The air of superiority assumed by his life-companion was taken by 
the ex-theatre sergeant as an especial insult, and only served to excite 
him the more. 

«<You don't know what you*re talking about," he struck in. «I 
never drink more than enough to satisfy my thirst ; I should think I 
ought to know best." 

"How vulgarly you express yourself!" responded his wife, with a 
contemptuous quiver of the nostrils. « It is easy to see who you asso- 
ciated With at the theatre." 

" Oho ! and pray who did you associate with, alter Schniirboden ?" 
he growled back, derisivdy. 

This added fuel to the flames, and there is no knowing what might 
h^ve ensued, to the further discomfiture of the mortified Leiteneder, had 
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not 'Kurtine at this juncture luckily made her appearance. She speedily 
loosened the Gordian knot 

" Dear husband," said she, soothingly, « I know father cannot ride 
backward. Perhaps he had better stay where he is, and Franz can 
walk back to town." 

Herr Leiteneder suddenly grew pale and excited. 

« Cannot ride backward !" he stammered, as his wife sprang lightly 
into the carriage. " But, my love, do you really think — ? Yes, yes ; 
I believe it does produce a sort of dizziness, like sea-sickness. In 
fact it would be very disagreeable — I feel already — " 

«< Hunger — nothing else," completed Kurtine, urging him in. «< Just 
try it ; I'll take the responsibility on my shoulders. If it don't do, we 
can change places ; but there is no danger. Believe me, you have a 
constitution of iron and a most excellent stomach." 

«Well, if you think so, my love," sighed he, at the same time 
looking fondly into her face. It was plain to see that the little 
wonder-doctor had already wrought marvels in the case of the hypo- 
chondriac. 

Kern now came up. So long as the Rothenstein people were in 
sight, he had instinctively kept in the shade. £mil had observed him 
nevertheless. 

Once more the young baron looked around, and something like 
« canaille " came through his clenched teeth. He then handed the reins 
to the coachman at his side while he lighted his cigar. This completed, 
he took the reins again, and in so doing first became aware of what, in 
his absent-mindedness, he had overlooked. 

"Why, is that you, Joseph? How came you on the box?" he 
asked, in tones of amazement. 

The young lad — who wa^ none other than Joseph, Nannerl's lover, 
whom we have seen pursuing gardening and trumpeting with equal 
zeal if not with equal skill, and who had long since recovered from his 
wounds — smilingly nodded his head. 

« Yes, Herr Baron," replied he ; « Johann went off this morning with- 
out leaving me any orders, and Michael had to drive the oxen to the 
upper hunting-grounds for wood, so I took his place here." 

" Can you drive ?" 

"When there is need of it," said Joseph, modestly. 

« Would you like to be coachman ?" 

« Oh ! not that I like gardening a great deal better ; and now that 
Johann has gone, if the Herr Baron would only keep his woiyi about 
the promotion, that I might marry Nannerl." 

"Foolish nonsense! I'd like to know why I should not keep my 
word. But, see here," continued Emil, after a short pause ; « wasn't 
that our last hofmeister that was sneaking around the d^p6t like a fox 
about a hen-roost ? Did you notice him ?" 
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« To be sure I did, Herr Baron ; I saw him from the very first. 
He must have come down in the train." 

« So ! with us ? and I knew nothing of it What's the fellow after 
here, I wonder?" 

« I guess he intends to visit the doctor's sister." 

« Some new rascality," grumbled EmiL " He seamed to feel that it 
was healthiest for him to keep out of my sight A good cudgelling is 
what the fellow deserves." 

« I think so, too, and I reckon I wouldn't grudge it to him one bit" 

Emil was surprised at the wrathful tone, and looked the lad wonder- 
ingly in the face. 

" You ?" he cried. " Why, what has he done to you ?" 

" Well, in the first place," explained Joseph, «« it makes me mad to 
think of the disgrace the blackguard has brought upon the good doctor, 
for you see the doctor has been mighty kind to me. Why, you see, he 
fairly snatched me out of the clutches of the old fellow with the scythe, 
and if Nannerl ever gets me, she may thank him for it In the second 
place, it makes me furious to think of how he sneaked around playing 
the spy on the gnadige Fraulein, or rather, as I should now say, the 
Frau Baronin." 

« So ?" ejaculated Emil, puffing out a great cloud of smoke. 

"Yes, that it did," persisted Joseph; and by and by he added: 
" We two had a grand falling out. He called me a stupid beast, be- 
cause I sprinkled him with the watering-can once when he was sneak- 
ing around. I told him that a beast that was not stupid would have 
his eyes about him to keep out of the water. Then he struck at me, 
and it was as much as a fellow could do to keep from pitching into 
him, but I knew if I did, he could make it cost me my place. I never 
forgave him, though." 

"Well, that's your own affair. Here, take a cigar and choke 
down your wrath," cried Emil, whipping up his horses, and starting 
off with such energy that the terrified Rosalie was almost thrown from 
her seat, while Joseph was overwhelmed with delight at his master's 
condescension. 

Joseph smoked on silently as the vehicle rolled through the green 
forest and up the mountain side. 

Emil had fallen into so deep a revery that he scarcely noticed when 
they began to rattle over the poorly-paved streets of R6thensee, nor 
did he see the mute gesticulations with which Joseph was attracting the 
attention of Nannerl, who stood at the door of the parsonage, looking, 
if possible, plumper and rosier than ever. 

Had there been no gnadige Herrschaft to greet with a courtesy, and 
no Joseph in a new lofty position, Nannerl nevertheless would not for 
worlds have failed to stretch her head through the door, so greatly was 
her curiosity excited by the fact of Leiteneder's equipage drawing up 
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not &r from the parsonage. Now came the opportunity of obtaining 
a good view of the gorgeous toilette with which Mutter Tusch was 
astonishing the Rothensee folks ; and who could tell but the febrikant 
was bringing his distinguished guests to call upon the pastor ? 

This expectation was not destined to meet with fulfilment ; only one 
gentieman of the party had alighted. The equipage was immediately set 
in motion again, and in a trice had vanished from the inquisitive eyes* 
at the windows. Yet all hopes of obtaining subject-matter for titUe- 
tattie were not dashed to the ground, for the individual who had 
alighted was none other than Herr Heinrich Kern. 

"What will Doctor Aschenbrenner say?" was now the universal 
query. Herr Kern no doubt presented the same question to himself 
as he went reconnoitring about the doctor's littie cottage, upon whose 
vine-clad balcony he had so often stood with Lotti when the stars were 
shining brightly in the broad, blue vault of heaven and the deepening 
twilight was stealing over the valley below. 

If Kern was anxious to know what Doctor Aschenbrenner would 
say to his presence, his curiosity was satisfied sooner than accorded 
with his calculations. 

« EmpfehV mich /" was the watch- word that fell upon his ear from a 
one-seated vehicle that was driving up at a furious rate. The doctor 
had returned home from the Rinz valley at a very inopportune moment 
for the sneaking individual lurking around, who was by no means pre- 
pared for an encounter with the brother of his lady-love before he had 
spoken personally with herself. The plan chosen for his campaign was 
now rendered null and void. The case was assuming a totally different 
shape from what he had anticipated when the letter inviting Kurtine's 
parents to visit her brought tidings of Lotties unexpectedly early ac- 
couchement. It had then seemed to him precisely the right moment 
to set about renewing their relationship, and with the finest prospects 
of a speedy success. Who knows with what hopes the doctor had 
already consoled his sister ? and Kern fancied that it would bej a very 
simple thing to convince Lottchen of his own fidelity if he could see 
her alone. The doctor should have been^more yielding in the begin- 
ning — he owed it to his sister ; but « he'd be glad enough to hand 
over any amount now to settle- matters." 

Herein he totally and entirely deceived himself. 

The stereotyped salutation, to which Kern responded with a certain 
amount of confident composure, was followed by a brief^ disenchanting 
conference. 

"If you are in search of me," snarled the doctor, handing the reins 
to the servant who hastened out to meet him, and alighting very hastily, 
« I am at your service ; only I beg of you to state your business briefly, 
for I am anxious to get into the house." 

"If you will permit me, I will accompany you, Herr Doctor," ob- 
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served Kern, familiarly, for he considered his cause more than half 
won before it was touched upon. « In there we can talk with less fear 
of interruption." 

« Nothing will I permit — nothing in there !" ejaculated the doctor, 
waving his great hand. « Had I known you sooner as I do now, you 
never should have darkened my doors, and certainly shall never do so 
again. You have nothing to seek here — so then, empfehV mich P^ 

"Please, I beg of you — I should think," cried Kern, with an as- 
sumption of authority, «you surely have no right to forbid a father 
the house that contains his child." 

"Yes, that I have. Ferdinand Aschenbrenner we have called the 
young one, and a great hearty fellow he is, that might do honor to any 
fe.ther or mother. Poor little innocent ! no one can give him honor. 
So, then, as I tell you, he is named < Aschenbrenner' like myself, and 
I am his guardian, aqd godfather, and uncle all in one, and I alone 
have the right to decide by whom he shall be seen and by whom npt 
That's settled." 

« Are you so unforgiving ? What if I repent ?" 

« Yes, repent — not having pocketed the money. Ex stipula cognoscoP 

"You will compel me to insist upon my rights and gain forcible 
entrance to this house." 

« Should advise you not to try — that's all. Although you do belong 
to the creeping, sneaking animals, you might not find it so pleasant to 
lie sprawling on the grojind." 

This harsh mode of expression seemed especially to delight the 
servant engaged in unharnessing th Aiorse ; and his broad, satisfied 
grin awakened in Kern the presumption that the broad-shouldered 
young fellow would not be disinclined to play a very active part in the 
forcible transport scene. The confidence of the "justice-seeking father " 
was, like the surety of his first appearance, considerably shaken. 

For a moment he^ was inspired with new Jiopes as Frau von Schon- 
berg suddenly made her appearance upon the balcony, and clasped her 
hands with a tragic " Jungfrau Maria ./" the moment she recognized 
him. 

« Ah ! who would have thought of this ?" wailed the good lady. 
" The patient has grown so restless over the noise, Herr Doctor, and 
if she should fearn that Herr Kern is here, it would surely throw her 
ii^o a fever. I must go — " 

« Halt !" shrieked the doctor, with the full vigor of his powerful 
lungs. "Do you really want to throw her into a fever?" he asked, 
in his ordinary tone, then continued, dictatorially, "Not a word of 
this, not a syllable, or else I will accuse you of murder before the 
tribunal." 

« Ah me ! ah me !" cried the matron, bursting into tears at the 
uncalled-for insult. " Herr Doctor, this is too much 1" 
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Without pajing further heed to her as she moved sobbing away, the 
doctor turned once more to Kern. 

" Did you hear me ?" snarled he. "If you have no desire to make 
a disagreeable acquaintance with Peter's fist, I advise you to keep at 
arm's length. You have nothing to gain here, so, then, you may as 
well make the best of your way back to where you came from. Your 
feet will never carry you in here. I've said my say. Suffidt P^ 

He must have been terribly in earnest, for this was his last word, and 
he went into the house without repeating his usual formula. 

Kern was left completely stupefied ; but he did not feel content to let 
the matter end thus. So soon as he had recovered his senses be began 
to forge new plans. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A VERITABLE LITTLE HOUSEWIFE. 

« T T USH, Caro, hush ! I bring tidings of your master," cried a 

AJ. cheery voice. 

And Caro, who had only barked once, calmed down as though he 
had understood the words. He went back to his place, and once more 
patiently submitted to being at^ed as the plaything of the two httle 
girls who were crouching down in the shade beside him. Nodding 
pleasantly to them, Helene forthwith approached the merry little group. 
She had brought for each little one a pretty box of chocolate, as weU 
as a new picture-book apiece, from the Residenz, and the children scarcely 
knew which to hail with the greatest delight. 

To-day Helene came, for the first time since heit return, to visit Frau 
von Schonberg, having been detained several days through a slight in- 
disposition. She lovingly caressed the little ones, and it made her feel 
very sad when Johanna asked why she had not brought mamma with 
her, for papa, the naughty papa, was going to be gone a long time. 

She comforted the child as well as she could, and in so doing forgot 
for a while the real object of her visit. Suddenly Frau von Schonberg 
appeared round the corner of the house to take a hasty look at the 
children, whom she had placed here in the shade with Caro. 

" You never would believe how much there is to do, Fraulein Helene,** 
lamented the good lady, after expressing her delight at the visit — ** the 
children to see after, a cow sick from eating fresh clover, and the im- 
mense wash we have just had to go through. No, no," she cried, 
detaining Helene, who under such circumstances feared to intrude ; <» no 
dangef of intrusion. The cow is better already, the children do nicely. 
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and the splendid new picture-books will keep them quiet for a time. 
Besides, the wash is all done and folded down, and will be ironed to- 
morrow." 

« What a pity I" laughed Helene, and her eyes opened wide with 
fiin and merriment « I should have been so delighted to help you, Frau 
von Schonberg." 

In spite of her manifold cares, the old lady smiled. 

«< Help ! You help, with these delicate little hands ?" 

« Why, don't you believe me capable of doing so ? Oh, I assure 
you I have tried it before !" 

«« Yes, yes, just a little to amuse yourself ; but when it comes to work, 
that's something different. Na^ naj pray don't be offended, Fraulein 
Helene ; I should like to believe you, but there can be no question of 
work just now. You must have a great deal to tell me. Have you 
seen my Erwin ? Yes? Ah, how is he ?" 

Helene briefly imparted the satisfactory tidings she had brought with 
her from the Residenz, and Frau von Schonberg clasped her hands 
and cast up a tearful glance toward heaven. 

« Ah, if he is only well, that is the main thing ! By the way, have 
you had coffee yet? I am late with mine to-day: perhaps you will 
join me in a cup. Children, you come too. Yes ; I am right late 
with it, but how can I help it when I have so much to do ?" 

« You should allow yourself more leisure." 

This was adding fuel to the fire. 

«♦ Yes ; and what would become of everything then ? All would go 
to ruin !" wailed the good lady. « The wash has to be seen to, and 
the children can't be left to the poor doctor and Lotti at such a time. 
Who could ever have thought such a thing of Lotti, Fraulein Helene ? 
And then that wretched being, Kern !" 

They walked together to the arbor, and Frau von Schonberg insisted 
upon Helene's tying itp a little bouquet. Helene hesitated at first, but 
complied immediately upon Frau von Schonberg's insinuating that she 
presumed she thought the flowers too common, there were so much 
handsomer ones in the Rothenstein hot-house, and even in the garden 
borders. 

« But, dear me !" wailed she, « where should I find time for culti- 
vating flowers ? That used to be my favorite occupation ; but now, with 
this pressure of work !" The good lady was continually recurring to 
the exorbitant efforts that were demanded of her. 

With the aid of the two little girls, Helene plucked the flowers, and 
then she tied up a pretty nosegay, which was all ready to put on the 
table when Frau von Schonberg and the housemaid appeared with the 
coffee. The children ran jubilantly forward to meet the " Groszmiit- 
terchen," ♦ who had to sit down to recover her breath. 

* Dear Grandmother. 
27 



314 SPHINX. 

«Go, now go," was her order to the housemaid. «You are not 
exactly fit to wait on the table. But Fraulein Helene will excuse us ; she 
knows that we have to wait on ourselves when it is washing-time.'' 

Gently pressing the good, over-exerted lady back into her seat, 
Helene looked in her face with the most winning smile. 

« No, no ; you must sit still. I will pour out and help," said she. 
The fresh nosegay was speedily placed in a glass of water, while skilful 
hands arranged everything so neatly that Frau von Schonberg's heated 
face expanded to a broad smile of satisfaction. In former days Lottchen 
had been her ideal of all thriftiness and domesticity ; but how superior 
was Helene — how dexterous, sprighdy and willing ! 

<» How neatly and gracefully she does everything !" said the good lady 
to herself. « Lottchen never had half her taste, and besides — Ach^ ja^ 
Lottchen ! who would have thought it of her ? But I will make her no 
reproaches, not even in secret. The poor creature has suffered bitterly 
enough for her fault ; and who knows what else she may have to endure, 
since that wretched Kern has turned up ?" 

She had only meant to commune with herself, and not until Helene 
asked about her coffee did she become aware that she was speaking 
aloud. 

" You must first help yourself," she protested. " No, I sha'n't con- 
sent to anything else. Well, if you won't have it any other way," said 
she, deprecatingly, as she allowed Helene — who demeaned herself quite 
like a little housewife — to pour out for her the fragrant beverage. "Yes ; 
I dreamed of Kern a week agp. I told poor Lotti at the time that it 
meant something — and there you see how it is. He is here, and he has 
fared badly enough, too. The doctor says it might have been worse — a 
sound cudgelling was just what he needed ; but I believe it would have 
killed him if he had had any more. The doctor is so rough — excellent a 
physician and true a friend as he is, there's no doubt about that. A 
little less abrupt he might certainly be ; and he would do well to let 
alone verse-making, too, for I never can help thinking that it was he 
who infected my Erwin." 

" No, no, Frau von Schonberg," laughed Helene. « Both have, it is 
true, a metallic vein, but one bears gold, the other tin or lead." 

"Yes, yes," nodded Erwin's mother, half musingly, although she 
was evidently flattered. « I know that you take especial delight in 
Erwin. That is " — she corrected herself, seeing Helene color up and 
bend silently over her cup — " that is, as poet, as author, I mean. But I 
will not speak any more about it ; you have said so many sweet, good 
things to me that I have gradually become resigned to my misfortune in 
all humility, according to the Divine decree." 

Helene had to use every effort to keep from laughing at the grotesque 
sigh that the old lady here heaved. She begged Frau von Schonberg to 
tell her all about how Kern had managed to get into the doctor's house. 
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She had heard a few words concerning it the morning of her return 
from the Residenz. Natalie and she were strolling around the garden 
together, and had met £mil and Joseph in earnest conversation. 

« What !" Emil was exclaiming ; « the rascal got into the house after 
all, although the doctor voWed he wouldn't listen to him if he begged 
him on his knees ?" 

With a smile of malicious satisfaction Joseph had replied : 

"He paid dearly enough for it, though. He'll take cafe how he 
forces his way into houses next time.'' With these words Joseph had 
commenced going through the pantomime of cudgelling, but stopped 
short as soon as he perceived the sisters. 

"Make your mind easy — I'll not betray you; and you may rest 
assured that he won't inform upon you either," Emil had said, sooth- 
ingly, and then the subject was dropped. After this Joseph announced, 
in the presence of the two sisters, that the evening before, as he was 
returning home from a visit to his betrothed, he had been startled by 
seeing a figure upon the banks of the fish-pond, bending over the 
water. There was not light enough to distinguish the form clearly, but 
it had looked either like a woman robed in black or a priest 

He had tried to approach the apparition, but it had withdrawn behind 
the trees, as though to escape observation, and was gradually lost in 
the forest. 

"You must have taken to seeing spectres," Emil laughingly responded ; 
but Joseph gravely shook his head. * 

"No," said he, "but for a moment it seemed to me as though it 
must be Herr Kaplan Steinhacke. That was just the way he used to 
stand in the parsonage, staring fixedly out of the window when he 
thought I was asleep. I could have taken my oath that it was he, if I 
hadn't known him to be away from Rothensee." 

Thereupon Emil had given his sisters a meaning glance, and after 
Joseph had gone, having first been cautioned to say nothing of this, he 
imparted to them the information that the curate was at present really 
in the cloister of St. Christoph, whither he had retired for rest and 
meditation. 

The explanations that followed this revelation, the manifold, con- 
tradictory suppositions, in which Natalie — who seemed to be very dis- 
agreeably surprised — took but little part, caused Helene utterly to forget 
the other occurrence that Joseph had touched upon. Therefore what 
Frau von Schonberg now imparted to her was, for the greater part, 
new. 

After Kern had been dismissed by the doctor, he by no means gave 
up his plan of gaining egress to Lottchen and coming to an under- 
standing with her ; he only modified it through determining to make the 
effort under cover of the twilight. With this resolution he retired to 
the " Crown," and toward evening re-entered upon his campaign. 
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Meanwhile, Joseph had been preparing his part of the programme. 
After a brief parley with the doctor's man-servant, he concluded that 
Kern would return again ; but he said not a word about his own inten- 
tions, desiring the whole imdisturbed pleasure for himself. Were he 
deceived in his suppositions, why, he would have smoked a few pipe- 
fuls of tobacco in the mild evening air, and could make up for his 
spoiled enjoyment by passing an hour with his sweetheart Nannerl 
would undoubtedly have ready for him a word of consolation, a sip of 
wine or a bit of something to eat 

He did not wait in vain, however. Already by the dawning twilight 
Kern began to view the land from the distance, and so soon as the 
doctor had started upon his evening round, he availed himself of the 
opportunity to borrow a ladder from a neighboring farmhouse, in view 
of attempting an ascent to the balcony. 

Stealing quietly up behind him, Joseph allowed the unsuspecting 
scamp to proceed unmolested with his preliminary arrangements. Kern 
had already passed several rounds of the ladder, when he felt himself 
seized from behind by a pair of stout arms, lifted with the ladder from 
the ground, and thrown full length upon the same, so that any attempt 
at defence was out of the question. Then Joseph set to work, and his 
hazel-club fell with a fury that seemed almost more than could possibly 
come from one arm. 

Kern, who believed himself to be in Peter's hands, sought in vain 
to rise, and as vainly besought his chastiser to have mercy upon him. 
When, finally, agonized with pain, he set every precaution aside and 
t>egan to shriek aloud, Joseph brought his fists too into play, and 
cuffs and blows fell thick as hail on every side, until the unlucky 
sufferer swooned away. 

Joseph was now satisfied, and as the crowd, attracted by the loud 
cries, threatened danger, he prudently withdrew into the background. 
Upon the whole, Joseph was not so proud as he might have been of 
his deed of heroism : the game had been too easily won ; and as Kern 
lay there speechless before him, a sort of fear stole over him. He 
lurked around out of sight, therefore, just to see how the affair was 
going to turn out. 

Amongst those who had appeared first upon the spot were Frau von 
Schonberg — who had been spending an hour with the invalid during 
the doctor's absence, that she might see after the child a little — and 
Peter. Gradually others gathered around, and there was no little com- 
motion raised. Some thought the man had*. been killed by a fall from 
the ladder ; others, that he had been attacked. All united, at first, in 
pronouncing Kern dead, and Joseph endured no small terror in his 
hiding-place. Great drops of moisture started out upon his brow ; he 
cursed his thirst for revenge, and was almost upon the point of stepping 
forward and announcing himself as the perpetrator of the deed. 
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Lucidly for him, he thought better of this resolution. He soon dis- 
covered that Kern still lived, and was only in a swoon, which seemed, 
however, to be an alarming one. 

Helpless as Frau von Schonberg was at first, she soon recovered 
her presence of mind sufficiently to despatch Peter for the doctor, and 
to order the unconscious sufferer carried into the house. It was well 
that she had sent off Peter, for he certainly would have put his veto 
upon the latter order. The doctor had said Kern should never darken 
his doors, and that would have been enough for the faithful servant. 
Every one accused Peter of being Kern's chastiser, because he seemed 
to be in such a passion, and because it was he who first suggested that 
the man must have been endeavoring to gain access to the house with 
the ladder. 

As is frequently the case, the tide of opinion that was formerly 
directed against the destroyer of Lottchen's peace was now turned 
upon the doctor. The young man wanted to gain admittance to his 
child, it was said, and the doctor had had him knocked down and 
beaten by Peter. 

It was no fi-iendly murmur that greeted the ears of worthy Doctor 
Aschenbrenner on his return home ; but throughout his whole life 
the doctor had not cared much for public opinion. He now made 
short work of it by harshly demanding of the people if his house 
was a theatre-stall, and whether he should call out the fire-engine 
to disperse them. -He slammed the house-door after him with all 
his might, and when the crowd found there was really nothing more 
to see or hear, it speedily dispersed. 

Only Joseph remained until the door reopened and Frau von Schon- 
berg appeared, escorted by Peter, with a lantern in his hand. The old 
lady was probably afraid to go home alone after the shock she had 
experienced, although she was usually in ^ the habit of doing so. From 
the brief conference that took place between her and the doctor upon 
the threshold, Joseph gathered the comforting tidings that his victim 
was considered out of all danger. A load fell from his heart, and he 
was now doubly rejoiced that he had desisted from betrajring himself 
to the crowd, or even accosting Peter with any suspicious questions. 
After this he stole away to his Nanneri, who, besides Baron £mil, was 
the sole confidante of bis exploit. The repast awaiting him at the par- 
sonage was very welcome to him, for after his exertions and his anxiety 
he stood very much in need of it. 

«He is still unable to leave the house," said Frau von Schonberg, 
taking up the thread of her narrative, which necessarily only touched 
upon a portion of the above history ; « and if I say the doctor is a 
harsh man, I am right, tor he says Kern contrived the whole comedy in 
order to be carried into the house, because he had declared that he 
should never walk in." 

27* 



3''S SPHINX. 

"Why, doesn't the doctor believe that Kern was beaten?" asked 
Helene. 

"Ei! How could he help believing that? But, you see, the fact 
is, he persists in believing Peter to be the guilty one — although Peter 
positively denies it — and so can't help taking a little blame upon him- 
self. Oh, he is a violent man, the doctor !" 

« Ah, now you seem to be taking part against the poor doctor," cried 
Helene. 

" How can I help it ?" said the good lady, growing very earnest. « It 
is enough to break one's heart to look at poor Lotti, still and white as >^ 
a nun, bending over the poor little worm that has no father. Oh ! I 
tell you, Fraulein Helene, it is enough to break one's heart She has 
sinned dreadfully, I know, and it makes me shudder to think how I was 
deceived in her, and thought her just the very wife for my Erwin. Only 
think how false she was in pretending to care so much for him I I 
can't help pitying her, though, when I see how she has suffered for her 
fault You would never know her, she has changed so ; no one can 
help feeling sorry. Her own brother is the only one who takes no 
notice of it, the hard-hearted man — " 

^^EmpfehV mich^ Frau Nachbarin^^ was suddenly croaked directly 
near them, and Frau von Schcinberg almost dropped her cojffee-cup in 
her lap with fright. 

" Jungfrau Maria P^ exclaimed she. " He has heard me !" 

" Why not ?" rejoined the doctor, who was still invisible. " Don't 
mind me ; go on with your pleasant little painting in black colors. I'll 
come in meanwhile and take a seat, that I can listen better, and at the 
same time get a good look at the children. But you must overcome 
your fright, Frau von Sch6nberg, for it is very dangerous with your 
apoplectic constitution." 

This did not tend to calm the good lady, and while the children ran 
joyfully to meet « uncle doctor," Helene had to eaiert every faculty to 
assuage her mortification, which was no less difficult than to repress her 
own mirth. 

Now the doctor entered the arbor with one little girl by each hand. 

« Ah, Fraulein Helene, empfehl ' mich. You there, too ? Pro or 
conV* cried he, in the loud, penetrating tones that always rendered 
it difficult to decide whether he was in earnest or in jest . . « But your 
flashing eyes betray you. They prove that you have undertaken my 
defence. Ei ! what is that on the table," he cried, suddenly interrupt- 
ing himself, and beginning to reconnoitre. 

«In all seriousness, what have you there good?" he continued. 
*«The Frau Nachbarin has always admirable coffee, and fine fresh 
butter too. At my house nothing sensible is to be had since the late 
quartering there. Kathrine is a stupid brute, and Lotti has so much to 
do at once that nothing prospers. Housekeeping, baby-tending, sick- 
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nursing, while what she ought most of all to do is to wait upon and spare 
herself." 

Without any questioning, Helene had filled an immense cup with 
coflFee and cream, and given it to the doctor, besides handing him bread, 
butter and cakes. Doctor Aschenbrenner first took a mouthful of one 
of the cakes, then drained half the contents of his coffee-cup, and 
while buttering an enormous piece of bread, after having contempt- 
uously made one mouthful of the delicate little slice Helene had pre- 
pared for him, he continued : 

« Don't look so like a detected assassin, Frau Nachbarin — yes, an 
assassin of a fellow-being's good name. However, complementa non 
sunt cordimenta, and a clear conscience is the best armor of defence 
against evil report. If you thought, Frau Nachbarin, that my sister 
would make the right kind of a wife for your Herr Sohn, you were on 
the wrong track. So you are, too, when you talk about pity for a 
creature of whom you know nothing except that he was beaten almost 
to death. Well, the fellow is getting over the stripes and bruises now, 
and the fever is abating, but his character can't be set right with opo- 
deldoc and cold applications. Therefore I assure you — " 

What he was about to say did not this time cross his lips, for 
Johanna, who had run frolicking down the garden-walk with her little 
sister, came hastening back with the eager cry : 

" Tante^ a carriage — a carriage !" 

Then the child breathlessly cold that a beautiful, stylish carriage was 
driving up before the door, and that Herr Leiteneder, Kurtine and a 
strange lady and gentleman were in it. 

It seemed for to-day decreed that everything should combine to dis- 
turb Frau von Schonberg's peace of mind. Wringing her hands, she 
sprang from her seat 

« Dear, oh dear V* she wailed ; « and now I have drunk up all the 
coffee, and the cream — " 

« There is no need of serving anything, Frau von Schonberg," said 
Helene, soothingly. 

« No ; not any need at all," chimed in the doctor, with his mouth 
full, and without disturbing himself in the least. 

« It is too bad that they should choose to-day of all days," cried the 
old lady, despondingly. « I took down the curtains in the parlor for the 
wash this morning, and all the covers are on the furniture." 

Helene could not help smiling that the room so carefully preserved 
in view of possible visitors should not be considered accessible to the 
same now that they had come. She set to work good-naturedly, how- 
ever, to console the old lady, assuring her that the visitors would never 
notice about the curtains, and that as for the furniture-covers, they were 
all the fashion in the summer. 

<< WeU, I suppose I'll have to let them come in, then ; but it is a pity 
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that I have nothing in the house to oflfer them. The poor people must 
be hungry if they have come over from St Christoph." 

The doctor was fortunate enough to succeed in bridging over this latter 
difficulty. He suggested having wine fetched from the cellar ; bread 
and butter there was plenty, and a little honey or cold meat might be 
added. Frau von Scbonberg now began to worry about her dress, but 
she soon allowed herself to be pacified upon this point, and went 
forward with Helene to receive the guests, who meanwhile had entered 
the garden. The doctor at first displayed an unmistakable desire to 
remain behind, but upon Helene's persuasion he finally concluded to 
join them. The mournful aspect of the empty coflfee-urn, together 
with the alluring prospect of the « best flask of wine " and the « splendid 
piece of roast pork " which Frau von Sch6nberg had promised, added 
greatly to the efficacy of this persuasion. 

The meeting was hurried, noisy and friendly. Mutter Tusch alone 
demeaning herself with the stiff dignity she deemed proper. It was 
she who had insisted upon making calls in the neighborhood, and Kur- 
tine was obliged to let her have her way in order to practically combat 
the imputation of being ashamed of her parents. A proof of her well- 
founded influence was that she not only conquered the objections of 
her husband, but even persuaded him to accompany the party. 

Frau von Schdnberg thought it necessary to apologize for her dress, 
on the plea of having washing done in the house. This was a chapter 
Mutter Tusch could enlarge upon. 

« Indeed, had we known that, we should have come another time,*^ 
she said. «It is a great cross when washing-time comes round, 
especially when everything has grown right dirty. Do you put a little 
soda in the lye ? It makes the clothes clear white, but it's pretty hard 
on the hands when one has to rub a great deal. However," she sud- 
denly exclaimed, returning to that aristocratic bearing she deemed 
worthy the mother-in-law of the wealthy fabrikant, and the possessor 
of the proudly-waving marabout — «< however, that is the business of the 
servants." She laid particular stress upon the plural number, although 
at the same time making the mental provision, « if one has any." 

« Yes ; but it is absolutely needful to take part one's self," replied Frau 
von Schonberg, shaking her head. The haughty bearing of her guest 
did not prepossess her in her favor, although she knew nothing of her 
history. «* One cannot depend upon the servants." 

" No, indeed !" ejaculated Mutter Tusch, with a scornful laugh. This 
was a theme upon which she delighted to enlarge, and she always did 
so in a manner that might lead one to suppose her a stern mistress to 
this class. 

To her great surprise, Frau von Schonberg did not join in with the 
eager interest she had expected from her. The good old lady was in 
the habit of giving many orders, even constantly finding feult with her 
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servants, but she was no friend of changing hands, and was at bottom 
very kind to her people. She saw in them neither slaves who belonged 
to her, body and soul, nor a deceitful, maiicious race, from whom the 
employees were in constant danger, and who needed to be kept chained 
like dangerous beasts of prey. 

Yet Frau von Schonberg was too courteous to make any energetic 
protest. She led her guest toward the house, and upon the threshold 
of the show-room — in crossing which the doctor had murmured some- 
thing not unlike lucus a non lucenda — Helene hurriedly whispered to 
her: 

<<Yoa cannot leave your guests, dear mamma; please give me the 
keys." 

The moment the words had crossed her lips, Helene grew con- 
fused, observing that for the first time in her life she had bestowed upon 
Frau von Sch5nberg the affectionate title. The old lady, however, took 
it quite as a matter of course ; the offer was so very opportune that she 
was visibly relieved, and quickly produced the keys. 

"There, my child," replied she, unconsciously falling for the first 
time herself into the familiar form of address. «< Resi knows where to 
find everything. The sweetmeats are in the large box behind the 
middle lard-pot." 

She would have added something about napkins, wine-gFasses, silver 
and other trifles, but Helene had already hastened away. 

Frau von Schonberg was by this time so fax composed that she no 
longer felt the need of apologizing for the condition of her parlor, 
which Mutter Tusch was now viewing rather sneeringly. It devolved 
chiefly upon Kurtine to carry on the conversation, while her father, in 
obedience to previous instructions from his better half, maintained for 
some time complete silence. Leiteneder and the physician stood by 
the window, discussing Kern, the doctor briefly responding to the 
fiibrikant's questions. 

The conversation of the ladies had turned from the servants to the 
troubles smd annoyances of a housekeeper's lot. 

" Yes, yes ; much care rests upon us women," observed Frau von 
Schonberg, thus unintentionally arousing Mutter Tusch to fresh bitter- 
ness. 

" Aha ! that's precisely what I say," chimed in the matron : « men 
are of precious little use in the world." 

" I did not mean to imply that," Frau von Sch6nberg ventured to 
object. " My husband-^heaven rest his soul ! — was always greatly 
occupied.'* 

«£ach man to his own business," here came in deep tones from 
Vater Tusch. 

This was the poor man's first word, but it seemed greatly to em- 
bitter his wife. 
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« Yes, forsooth, each to his own business !'' she fell in, scornfully ; 
*< that's the very thing. Men are always assuming airs of importance^ 
as if they had some weighty business on hand, and more than half the 
time, if the truth were known, it amounts to nothing at alL Whatever 
men accomplish we can do just as well, and often an hundred per cent, 
better and faster." 

"But, mother," interposed Kurtine, seeing Frau von Schonberg's 
evident surprise at these sweeping assertions — « but, mother, men have 
other duties than we have — other rights." 

«< That's the very thing I object to. They insist upon other rights, 
and shift all the real, practical duties of life on us," said the mother, 
with growing irritation. .« I have often said, and have taken pains to 
impress it upon my girls, that men are in nowise superior to women. 
We have been oppressed and wronged, but the time is fast coming 
when we will have equal rights. And you — " but here Doctor As- 
chehbrenner, whose attention was attracted by the loud tones, put in 
his word. 

« « Nocte latent menda^ which being interpreted meaneth, < by night 
all cows are black,' " croaked he, coming forward. « It is not so by 
day, though. Therefore let me inform you that it is a lucky thing if your 
daughters have not profited by your teachings in this particular." 

" Ah, there I beg leave to differ," began Frau Tusch ; but the doctor 
scarcely allowed her to get the words out of her mouth. 

« Differ away," cried he ; ** your opinion will not make science yield 
one iota. Equality of the sexes ! equal rights of women on the score 
of their equal abilities ! Stuff ! Nonsense ! That is on a par with 
the bowlings of the age. Where are the equal abilities, I should like 
to ask ? Where ? Woman is physically incapacitated from competing 
with man. Woman's brain weighs less than that of man. Do yoa 
place no importance upon this fact ? What are your views upon the* 
subject. Hen* Leiteneder ? Do you approve of an equal division of 
labor ?" 

« No, no — und ein dies und ein das^'* chimed in the fabrikant 

"Well, you see, my theory is borrowed simply from observation of 
nature. Nature ignores equality, giving evidence only of subordination 
and of gradual progression. There are single instances of women who 
can accomplish as much in certain branches as men can, but these are 
the exceptions. The average woman belongs at home with the young 
ones, and it is the man's business to furnish the wherewithal to subsist 
upon. The spiritualization of these two sexes, not their intermingling^ 
constitutes the difference between human beings and the lower animals. 
Equal division of labor ! Fudge !" 

Mutter Tusch grew rigid over this speech, and her wrath seemed 
now equally divided between the doctor and her husband. Kurtine 
managed, with considerable tact, to prevent a collision, laughingly as- 
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suring the doctor that if he employed such learned weapons she feared 
the defeat would be too bloody, unless they capitulated at once. She, 
for her part, was ready to yield without further delay. 

« I hope you will deal mercifully with me, Leiteneder,'* she con- 
cluded, thus completely enrapturing her husband. He rubbed his 
hands with delight, cast most enamored glances at his pretty little 
wife, and repeatedly ejaculated, 

" Yes — yes — spiritualization of labor — distinction of the sexes^-divis- 
ion of occupations — und ein dies und ein das^^ 

Thus the debate ended, for at this moment the door opened and 
Helene entered, followed by the kitchen-maid with a small tray of lunch. 
Both the doctor and Vater Tusch viewed the latter with visible de- 
light 

« But what ceremony you make, Frau von Schonberg !" Mutter 
Tusch felt it proper to observe. « It is not worth while to take so 
much trouble for us — I mean," she added loftily, correcting herself, 
« we are really not accustomed to anything at this hour." 

«* Oh, I am," interposed Vater Tusch, earning for this ignoble con- 
fession a most reproving glance from his wife. 

Frau von Schonberg was rejoiced that she had something to offer 
him. In the most friendly manner she urged all to partake, meanwhile 
casting looks of wondering surprise at the tray. She was utterly at a 
loss to understand how everything had been prepared so rapidly and so 
well. The flasks of wine were the very ones she preferred using ; the 
meat was cut into delicate slices ; the sweetmeats, bread, butter and 
plates all so temptingly spread out There was really the best tea- 
service and the company silver knives and forks, as well as the extra 
glasses. She could not imagine how Helene had found everything; 
and what was the greatest wonder of all, the girl had succeeded in in- 
• ducing Resi to put on part of her Sunday apparel, so that the old serv- 
ing-maid really looked quite neat and respectable. All this, too, had 
been accomplished without the least noise or confusion, which, ac- 
cording to all Frau von Schonberg's preconceivbd notions, was indis- 
pensable to success. 

Her face beamed with satisfaction, and when Helene turned pleasantly 
toward 'her with an expression in her great luminous eyes that seemed 
to say, « Have I done right ?" the old lady could scarcely restrain her- 
self from clasping the dear girl in her arms, and weeping from very 
excess of joy and satisfaction. Truly Helene had become like a 
daughter to her. She wondered how she had ever managed to live 
without her. 

The guests seemed to enjoy the repast Vater Tusch drank to the 
health and honor of all present, and Kurtine, with a roguish side-glance 
at Helene, praised the admirable housekeeping which rendered it pos- 
sible to serve unexpected guests in so ^bulously short a' time. This 
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was certainly very flattering to the good mistress of the house, and the 
visit would have passed off very well had not the conversation turned 
upon Erwin. 

** You must know him," Kurtine said, remindingly, to her mother ; 
^ he visited Huldrich occasionally/' 

« So ! acquainted with those people !" replied Mutter Tusch, placing 
an indescribably contemptuous accentuation on the last words. Frau 
von Sch6nberg here sighingly observed that her son, too, was an au- • 
thor, whereupon the ex-costumer wholly forgot her aristocratic r61e. 
In her most vulgar style she began to descant upon authors in general, 
and the Huldrich ^stmily in particular. 

The most embarrassing feature of her tirade came when she referred 
to the report connecting Erwin's name with that of Frau Huldrich. 
So offensive was her manner that Helene felt compelled to interfere. 
One glance from Erwin's mother rewarded |her ; but the opposition had 
only tended to increase Frau Tusch*s fury. 

« The young lady is mistaken," cried she. « I happen to know the 
whole story, for my son-in-law has it direct from Herr Kern, and, be- 
sides, the good-for-nothing wretch Huldrich went off with one of my 
own daughters." 

Too late Mutter Tusch learned, from the starded countenances 
around her, that she had allowed herself to be carried away by her feel- 
ings. For a moment, indeed, she had felt as though wielding the 
broomstick or the cooking-spoon in the old kitchen at home. How- 
ever, she was not one to be easily confounded, and drawing her velvet 
mantilla around her, she remarked, condescendingly, 

"Yes, my dear Frau von SchQnberg, we two could tdl them all 
about it. Mothers have their crosses with their children." 

Frau von Schonberg was too indignant to make any reply. Doctor 
Aschenbrenner, however, sprang to his feet, and with a hasty ^^empfehV 
mich " turned to leave the room. When Helene tried to detain him, 
he called back, 

« Risum teneatis amiciy etc." 

Kurtine was now truly ashamed of her mother, and hastened their 
aeparture, begging Frau von Schonberg for permission to come over 
alone soon. The leave-taking, however, was stiff and formal on both 
sides. Frau von SchSnberg did not even accompany her guests to the 
carriage, while Mutter Tusch strutted away with an evident sense of her 
own importance. 

Helene remained with the good old lady, whose feelings seemed 
deeply wounded. The young girl coaxed and comforted her old friend 
as best she could, until finally the floodgates were opened, and the 
mother burst into tears. 

<* Yes, yes ; I know these are vulgar slanders," sobbed she, << but 
they pain nevertheless. The every-day service was plenty good 
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enough for guests of this order, and it's a pity we had out the new 
napkins. What such people touch is tainted." 

Meanwhile, Leiteneder was giving full vent to his fiiry; he even 
pushed Kurtine's little hand crossly from his arm when she endeav- 
ored to pacify him. 

The carriage was put in motion, and Mutter Tusch, who had only 
wrnted for that, began to read her husband a lecture upon his « ignoble 
conduct" 

« You have disgraced us," began she. " You acted as though you 
had not enough to eat and to drink at the Herr Schwiegersohn's. 
Gott set Dank / we are in no danger of starving." 

«Oho!" fell in Vater Tusch, resolutely, <'it strikes me that to-day 
the scenes were changed. It was you yourself who disgraced us — I 
have understanding enough to see that" 

« I ?" exclaimed Mutter Tusch, incredulously. Here she was inter- 
rupted by Leiteneder. 

<< Yes ; you — ^you ; you are an old tattler, a vulgar woman, und ein 
dies und ein das^ cried he, excitedly. 

« Leiteneder, it is my mother," said Kurtine, gently; and with a 
long-drawn sigh he desisted at once. Already he was beginning to 
feel that he had assumed, through his marriage, a burden that would 
frequently press heavily upon him. 

Mutter Tusch, on her part, leaned back in the carriage, wearing an 
sur of offended dignity ; yet, as she fanned herself with her lace hand- 
kerchief, she mentally resolved to forgive her son-in-law his marked 
lack of respect for the sake of his beautiful house and equipage. Un- 
doubtedly it was her duty, she persuaded herself to render him happy 
by her motherly presence so long as possible. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE SUICIDE. 



AT the foot of the mountain projection upon whose summit is 
situated the pilgrims* chapel of « Maria Gnad" lies the cloister 
of St Christoph. It is just beyond the little village bearing the same 
name. 

The forest-clad mountains here unite to form a romantic valley, 
through which dashes the foaming waters of the swift-gliding Rinz.^ 
A solid stone bridge leads from the village across to the cloister, a 
massive structure, whose time-stained gray walls loom up with almost 

S8 
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phantom-like weirdness in the shadows of the night The windows 
are now black and gloomy-looking, and only when the moon breaks 
forth from behind masses of storm-chased clouds there glistens here 
and there a pane of glass with a lurid light, such as might glow in the 
eye of a lurking beast of prey. 

The great two-storied building, with its three wings and its chapel, 
forms a quadrangle, inflexible and impenetrable as a . mighty fortress. 
Directly behind the building, in such a position that the chapel forms a 
pavtition-wall, lies a still broader court, encompassed upon the other 
two sides by £sirm- buildings and stablings, upon the third by a fine 
dwelling. In the latter are reserved handsome guest-chambers for 
Princess Wiidingen and other distinguished pilgrims. Long corridors 
run along the side of the building toward the court on both floors. At 
the end of each of these is a stone stairway. The cells, with their 
windows, overlook the cloister pleasure-grounds, beyond which the 
forest-covered slopes of the mountain-chain form a broad natural park. 
Now, in the mystic grandeur of the night, these mountains rear their 
lofty heads toward the sky like a menacing wall. 

In the whole row of windows but one is illumined. It is a trellised 
window, and belongs to one of the ground-floor cells, in which a pale 
man is now restlessly striding to and fro. The tall, emaciated form, 
robed in black, is bowed as with the weight of care and years, and 
the face, from its livid hue and rigid expression, might have been 
taken for that of a corpse, had not the deep-sunken eyes glowed 
so wildly. 

Now his feet are stayed in their restless march, and his clenched fist 
presses against his brow. Softly the parched, colorless lips move. 

"In prayer lies the victory," they murmured, almost inaudibly. « Our 
Father who art in heaven, lead us not into temptation !" With a shrill 
peal of laughter, he o(ice more stormed forward, and loudly and vehe- 
mently came the words, « Lead us not into temptation — ^lead vs not into 
temptation ! Cringe, wretched being, and scourge thy lustful flesh until 
it quivers. What matters it whether thou conquerest when tongues of 
flame encompass thee, scorching the brain and drying up the marrow in 
the bones ? There is the cool wave.: in it lies refreshment and oblivion ; 
but thou darest not follow the temptation. In prayer alone lies thy de- 
liverance ; but prayer is an outcry in the wilderness, and the sounds 
die away ungranted, unheard. Even though the glowing flames may 
ascend to heaven, heaven itself remains icy and unmoved ; and he who 
strives to soar aloft in quest of deliverance is but thrust back again 
into the flapes, and overtaken by eternal damnation. Ha, ha ! where- 
fore did Thy will create me, eternal Divinity? With all that they 
esteem highest and holiest have men invested their ideal of Thee, and 
Thou heedest them not, Thou wieldest Thy dominion regardless of 
them. What are justice and injustice? Iron laws, oppression and 
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tyranny ; and wherefore should not poor scourged slaves have the right 
to rise up against these as well as against their earthly oppressors ? 
Foolish world, why dost thou cry, < Blasphemy, blasphemy ' ? It is a 
mere uprising against a phantom ! Away, thou terror spectre ! A 
phantom, I say, from the upward-ascending exhalations of one's own 
seething brain ! Away ! Be extinguished even as this flame !" 

With one effort of his breath he extinguished the flickering jet of 
flame, then with folded arms stood still in the black darkness, listening 
to the wind rattling against his window. The strokes of the cloister 
clock now became distinq^tly audible. Raising his head, he counted. 
The hour was ten. Yet a while he stood irresolute, as if struggling 
with some determination. Suddenly he started forward toward the door, 
finding it with as much ease as though his eye could penetrate the 
obscurity. Taking down his hat from the wall, he placed it upon his 
head and quitted the cell. The corridor was dark ; only at the far end, 
to the right-hand side, burned a small lamp with a red glass. Thither 
he bent his footsteps. 

At the curve of the passage-way, where a few steps led to a door 
opening upon the garden, was a kneeling-cushion, and a wooden rail- 
ing here enclosed a niche in which was displayed an ancient alto re- 
lievo — Christ on the Mount of Olives. 

The almost life-size figures, clumsily carved and painted, assumed 
in the red mystic glow of the perpetual flame before them the most 
grotesque appearance. There was a spectre-like rigidity in these 
quaint forms, which were endowed nevertheless with so deceptive a sem- 
blance to life that they might have caused the stoutest heart to quake 
here in the solitude of night. Involuntarily the priest paused. A tremor 
ran through his body. Shyly he looked back into the gloom, from out 
which reverberated the echo of his own footsteps, and shyly his gaze 
returned to the spectral forms. His own heavy breathing had caused 
the flame in the lamp to flicker. Shadows passed to and fro across the 
sculpture, giving it the appearance of motion ; the angel offering the 
cup, Jesus wringing his hands, and even the sleeping apostles stirred 
and seemed about to arise ; then all was rigid and stony as before. 
Here was death that had only borrowed the semblance of life. A 
groan from the depths of a grief-distracted breast is re-echoed again 
from the remotest end of the corridor — a groan deep and low as from 
the lips of one of the lost — and with an agonizing wail of despair the 
night-wanderer sinks upon his knees in an ecstasy of anguish before 
the image of Him whom he has sworn to follow, himself, too, draining 
the bitter cup to the dregs. 

" Thou art — Thou art the Lord whom I have denied," stammered the 
quivering lips. « Chastise me ! Punish me ! But with what shalt 
Thou now punish me ? Snakes writhe destroyingly within my breast, 
flames devour my brain, and what I feel is more poisonous than a scor- 
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plon's tongue. Thou mayst hurl me into the abyss of hell, yet my 
torments Thou canst never increase ! 

« I have prayed, I have watched, O Lord, as Thou hast enjoined,'^ 
continued Steinhacke ; *< but the will gives way, the flesh succumbs. 
Thou Thyself didst He in fervent prayer in the garden of Gethsemane, 
and Thou didst grow exceeding sorrowful, even unto death, and the 
sweat of Thy brow was, as it were, great drops of blood. And yet 
Thou wast the Son of God. Wherefore dost Thou expect of man' that 
he shall accomplish the impossible ? If the work of salvation be 
wrought out by Thee, wherefore shall it be incessantly renewed ? and 
what is there great in Thy deed if thousands upon thousands must again 
perform it, each for himself alone, as Thou didst for humanity, for the 
idea of salvation ? It is madness — madness — ^madness !" 

Weird and fearful was the laughter that reverberated down the long 
corridor, was re-echoed from all the window-recesses, and rumbled back 
again with a hollow, mocking sound, overpowering Steinhacke anew 
with shuddering horror. He started violently at the sound of his own 
voice, and his hair bristled through terrified dread. As one pursued by 
spectres, he sprang up, hastened down the steps, pushed open the door 
and rushed out into the open air. His hat was left behind upon the 
stone slab beside the kneeling-cushion, and the storm-wind played 
through his hair and blew about his gown so as greatly to impede his 
progress. He heeded not the hindrance, but pressed forward to the 
wall enclosing the cloister grounds. 

The curate was not pursuing this path for the first time. Availing 
himself of an evidentiy familiar opening in the wall, he swung himself 
over to the other side, then followed a footpath leading to the banks 
of the Rinz, and along these as far as Leiteneder's manufactory. There 
a second bridge, isx below the village, spanned the stream, and thence 
a road led through the valley to the Rotha. Struggling with the fury 
of the storm, the inde&tigable wanderer strode onward. At rare in- 
tervals a pale, transitory moonbeam flashed through the black darkness, 
causing here a gnarled, knotty alder, there some huge, curiously-fash- 
ioned boulder, to stand out in bold relief from the gloom like so many 
beckoning phantoms'; and through the whistling and howling of the 
winds was clearly audible the mad rushing of the swollen waters of the 
Rinz. 

Hours thus passed in incessant hastening forward. The clouds had 
been driven together with terrible fury, a tempest was beginning to rage 
over the mountain-chain, and the first clap of thunder pealed loudly 
forth. The wind seemed wholly banished from cleft and ravine when 
Steinhacke emerged from out the forest and made his way to the 
banks of the pond. 

The water lay peacefully calm as a mirror, forming a strange contrast 
^ to the tempestuous fury beyond ; but in the obscurity of the night it 
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was hardly possible to distinguish the outlines of the pond. Yet Stein- 
hacke stayed his footsteps at the right moment ; he knew the spot welL 
How often had he been here of late, and had stood gazing over at the 
castle, where once had blossomed that exotic flower whose intoxicating 
perfume had been from the beginning so bewildering, so dangerous to 
him ! Hours upon hotirs had he passed here, mutely and slowly wan- 
dering to and fro upon the banks, or else sitting motionless upon the 
ground, while the swifdy-gathering flood-tides of thought had raged 
through his brain. His whole life was pictured to his mind's eye with 
startling vividness. Once it had been as placid and as unperturbed as 
yon mirror-like pond at his feet The mighty change that had been 
wrought within him dated from the day of his installation, when in front 
of the « Sun" the daring Amazon had started up, as by enchantment, 
before him. 

What hopes, what tranquil joy, what soul-felt confidence in the useful 
future upon which he was entering had filled his breast at this festival ! 
Alas ! it had proved to be the crisis of that destiny which had seized 
upon him like an hurricane and borne him onward in the maddest 
surging waves of life. 

There lay the reef with its deadly, jagged points before him, and 
vainly did he endeavor to keep himself away from it Each new wave 
of thought hurled him against the dangerous rock, and his strength was 
rapidly becoming enfeebled. Breath began to fail him, his arms sank 
helplessly, and he bowed his head, thoroughly exhausted with the 
terrible struggle. One more wave would suffice to shatter a human 
existence. 

At this critical moment Erwin's friendly words of warning crossed 
his mind : « Release yourself— make yourself free ! You only need the 
will !" Ay, the will— that was the thing ! 

Like a peal of thunder, a hollow, mocking laughter resounded through 
the gloom. One must needs be free before one can gain power to 
exercise the .wilL 

<« Before the material comes spiritual fi'eedom," thought the young 
priest ^ My spirit, however, is m slavery. From a perverted under- 
standing can arise crippled thoughts alone. Wrest thyself free, mind, 
from thy fetters ! These are thy treasures, sayest thou ? Then cast 
them from thee, spurious gems that they are. But if freed from them, 
what remains to thee ? Poverty — wretchedness — despair !" 

« Yet what carest thou for the loss ?" suddenly flashed like a sun- 
beam through him. « That which thou dost gain by thy poverty far 
exceedeth that which thou dost lose — ^love — ^love I" Every nerve thrilled, 
every fibre vibrated in unison with this word,; yet with hands pressed 
convulsively against his face the poor suflerer loudly wailed: «Love 
without hope, love without belief love amidst damnation ! Love pur- 
chased with a broken oath — ^with a curse ! But what is an oath ? A 
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promise that is only binding on whoever can keep it Who hears it ? 
Who records it ? Who desires it ?" 

At this moment a flash of lightning quivered through the darkness. 
As though evoked through some enchantment, the castle, park, pond, 
mountains and forest stand forth in the gloomy obscurity wreathed in 
a pale light The spell endures but for a moment, then all around is 
once more shrouded in night Menacingly there follows a loud report 
of thund«r. 

« Who has thus given answer ? He whose voice rolls through the 
thunder ? Fool ! it is but the electric charge — a blind power of nature. 
Who recognizes it ? Who can explain it ? Void is the world — a sport 
of the blind powers of nature, which war one upon the other, and 
mutually rise up to subdue one another. Man, in their hands, a mere 
nothing, blown hither and thither without will, without destination. 
Fickleness and delusion, what else ! I call upon Thee, Lord, and Thou 
dost not hear ; I ask, and Thou dost not answer ; I deny Thee, and 
Thou dost not crush me. Thou art not ! Void is the world ! A 
chaos ! Heaven and hell are alike a fiction !" 

And what restrained him from whirling onward in the mad vortex ? 
Wherefore did he still cling convulsively to the cross which had failed 
to work his salvation ? Not even with the form of the Divine Sufferer 
upon it was it able to banish the glowing dream-images, with their ricb, 
sensuous coloring, that blazed within. 

Stood she not before him still, yon Odalisque, whose magnetic in- 
fluence had swayed him so powerfully.^ That marvellous woman with 
the delicate yet at the same time voluptuous form, encompassed with 
those golden waves of ifticonfined hair, with that musing, indolent, yet 
cruel smile, with those inflated nostrils — through whose white, stony, 
statuesque body mysterious flames seemed to quiver, endowing it with 
a passionate life so soon as the gaze chanced to meet the enigmatical 
eye. 

Springing forward, he stood now on the very brink of the basin, 
gazing down with quivering nerves a^d seething blood at the life-like 
apparition. Now she uplifts her foot, and takes yet a step downward 
where the clear wave plays about her delicate ankle ; smilingly she dis- 
plays the pearly rows of teeth ; softly the fragrant breath causes her 
breast to heave with yearning sighs, and a veil of moisture quenches 
the glow of that passionate gaze. Life has breathed away the apathy 
from this marble image. Life and love pulsate within these veins. 
Yet one step, and the wave reaches to the knee. Now she uplifts 
her arm — she beckons. A bright flash of lightning — heaven and earth 
are ablaze. 

" I come — I come, Natalie !" 

With a fearful crash, as though the earth were rent asunder, the 
thunder peals forth its world-shaking melody, and rain bursts hi tor- 
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rents from its confines. Otherwise not a sound beyond the gradually 
reverberating thunder and the monotonous patter of the rain. Ever 
more and more remote the rumbling — ever rarer the lightning ray. The 
tempest had swept over the mountain chain. 

It was a radiant morning that followed upon yon dark, tempestuous 
night. Every little flower and every blade of grass was adorned with 
costly jewels glittering in the sparkling sunshine, each gen) vieing 
with the blossom upon which it hung in brilliancy of coloring. The 
forest, with a shudder, shook its heavily-laden foliage, and united with 
the voices of a thousand birds in jubilantly greeting the new-bom day. 

The glorious radiance of the morning had lured the two sisters from 
the castle forth into the open air at an unusually early hour. 

« It always impresses me as some wonderful deliverance, as though 
new life had been bestowed upon me, when a tempest has passed safely 
over," said Natalie. " I never can fully shake off the terror with which 
it has inspired me until I go out into the open air, and find the. sun as 
warm and clear and joyous as ever." 

Helene gave no direct response. The subject was one that she had 
often before discussed with her sister, and upon which she could not 
exactly sympathize with her, for she herself experienced no such sen- 
sation of terror. Pointing to the flowers, she observed : 

"The flowers are doubly beautiful after a storm, although they do 
look for a time overawed and chilled. Poor things ! they are sadly 
battered and torn this morning." 

There lay across the path a tall-stemmed centifolia, half torn frpm 
the plant. Helene tried to bind it in its place with a string she drew 
forth from her pocket. Natalie had never shared her sister's fondness 
for tending plants. 

" If these were human beings — " began she ; then, breaking off ab- 
ruptly, continued : " and even suppose they were, what could be done 
were they uprooted by the tempest ? No ; I am satisfied when the 
storm passes safely over my own home. Every one is not a gardener 
by nature." 

« There the Frau Baronin is right. A gardener must have a heart 
for flowers, just as a physician or a pastor must have for mankind." 

It was Joseph who had thus spoken. Coming forward, he saluted 
the two sisters, but Helene with far more confiding ease than Natalie. 

« I will go and take a bath," said Natalie, after she had wearied of 
watching her sister help Joseph tie up the plants ; " the water must 
surely be very refreshing to-day. What a pity I have not brought my 
little folks with me t but Elise was just about to dress them, the little 
doll-babies !" 

« I verily believe they are no more than doll-babies to you," rejoined 
Helene, without looking up from her work. " You have had them for 
playthings about long enough, and should not so entirely alienate them 
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fit>m their adopted home. Do send them back to Fraulein Aschen- 
bremier." 

Natalie impatiently shragged her shoulders. 

*< Miss Grille has her own little Grillchen now," she mockingly ejacu- 
lated. « Besides, what if I should keep the little ones altogether, and 
endeavor to fill the place of their lost mother ?" 

« You would soon enough be tired of that" 

« No, no !" cried Natalie, with such vehemence that her sister looked 
up in surprise. « I will have somebody about me who loves me, who 
depends upon me. I will not be alone and outlawed.'' 

Helene gave no reply ; such outbursts had lately been of frequent 
recurrence. 

«Then why do you repulse all love, after having first awakened it 
in sport ?" she finally began, but broke off at once, for the reproach had 
called forth a burst of nervous weeping upon Natalie's part which lasted 
for some time. 

Helene had not heard of the doctor's secret mission to Natalie. She 
knew nothing of the obligations the catastrophe in Olschmann's house 
had imposed upon her sister, and had therefore been greatly aston- 
ished when Natalie, directly after their return home, in opposition to 
the protestations of the doctor and Frau von Schonberg, had brought 
the orphaned children to the castle, and deiroted herself to them with 
an energy and attention that bore the impress of some strange, pas- 
sionate impulse. Nothing was more natural than that Helene should 
anticipate a speedy alteration of the inexplicable mood, and feel ^mxious 
about the effect upon the children of the abrupt transition from fondling 
tenderness to the cold indifference she feared must ensue. According 
to her opinion, what was just now most requisite for the delicate little 
creatures was quiet rest This was almost an impossibility in Natalie's 
presence. She lived in a continual state of excitement — even the atmo- 
sphere with which she was surrounded seemed fraught with the oscilla- 
tions that swayed her. 

At this moment the bell was heard summoning them to breakfast, 
and Helene tried to persuade her sister to return with her to the castle. 
Natalie, however, persisted in her first resolution. 

« I must refresh myself after the anxieties of last night," said she, 
and walked lightly away toward the bath-house. 

Joseph watched her with smiling wonderment 

"Who would believe that she has been married?" thought he. 
« She flutters about just as she used to do, and no, one would ever 
take her to be a married lady. She's for all the world just like a little 
linnet that's been captured and set free again with its wings clipped. 
When it comes out of the cage it twitters and flutters about, but it 
can't go very fas» My Nannerl will make quite a different sort of a 
wife ; there's something to hold fast to in her when the wind blows." 
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Taking a willow withe from between his lips while thus musing, he 
began to tie up a young catalpa that had been bowed down by the fiiry 
of the storm. 

While thus occupied, there suddenly reached his ear a piercing shriek 
from the direction of the pond. Quickly looking up, he made a few 
rapid strides forward, for where he stood he could not see the bath- 
house. In the first moment of alarm he thought that Natalie must 
have met with some accident, perhaps that she had fallen into the 
water ; but as he was hastening to her rescue she came dashing past 
him. The cap had fallen from her head, and her hair floated behind 
her like flames of fire. Her eyes were wildly staring, horror and dismay 
were imprinted upon her livid features, and her hands were uplifted as 
though to ward off* some fearful spectre that assailed her. 

He took it for granted at first that she would stop when she reached 
him, but he was mistaken. 

" There — there — ^in the pond — near the sluice-gates !" she shrieked, 
and fled onward, without pausing, to the castle, as though grim Death 
himself were at her heels. 

Looking more like a ghostly phantom than a living woman, she 
rushed up the house-steps and burst wildly into the room where 
the &mily were assembled around the breakfast-table. She never 
paused until she had reached the baroness. Uttering the most fearful 
shrieks, she threw herself into her arms, and buried her &ce in her 
bosom, as though through her alone could she hope for rescue and 
deliverance. 

All sprang up in perplexed alarm. Even the baron had heard his 
daughter's screams, and grasped her hand in troubled anxiety. Natalie 
seemed utterly unconscious of the storm of questions that assailed her. 
Her eyes were fixed and glassy when the baroness raised her head, her 
teeth chattered violently, and her lips were of a ghastly pallor. 

Not for some time did she gain command of speech. 

<( In the pond, near the sluice-gates, lies the curate. I saw him — he 
is drowned. And — oh ! he looked at me !" she stammered, while a 
shudder of horror convulsed her firame. 

The baron, unable to understand a word, wrung his hands in distress. 
No one had time now, however, to impart the fearful tidings to him. 
Hdene had knelt down beside her sister, and was chafing her icy hands. 
The baroness spoke to Natalie, trying to persuade her that she had 
been mistaken, but the girl shook her head. 

« He looked at me — at me — ^he accused me," came hoarsely fi'om the 
blanched lips. 

The baroness still doubted the possibility of the curate's being here, 
when she knew him to have been long since transferred to the Residenz. 
Emil removed her doubts. It was not the first time, he said, that 
Steinhacke had been seen near the pond ; he haid inquired into, the 
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matter previously, and learned that the curate had lately been sojourn- 
ing at the cloister of St Christoph. Natalie shudderingly nodded 
acquiescence. 

The two little orphans, who sat also at the breakfast-table, were 
greatly alarmed at this sudden outburst. Finally Johanna, the eldest, 
left her seat, and hesitatingly approached Natalie. Timidly she took 
hold of her dress. 

« Mamma," said she, softly, "you must not be afraid — he sha'n*t 
hurt you." 

Natalie had taught the children to call her mamma, and it was really 
astonishing how in such a short time she had succeeded in winning 
their confidence. Now she frightened the little one by pushing her 
impetuously from her. 

"Take the child away — ^take them both away!" cried she, with 
hoarse-toned vehemence. " They will surely die if they touch me ! 
I am the ruin of every one who approaches me, and whoever loves me 
is condemned at once to destruction. My eye works mischief, my 
breath brings death ! Take them away — take them out of the castle — 
away, away !" 

She could not rest until the children were removed from the castle. 
All persuasions and entreaties £eiiled to pacify her. Meanwhile, £mil 
had left the room and hastened to the pond, followed by the servants, 
for the rumor had spread like wild-fire. When he reached the spot 
it was too late for him to be of any service. Joseph had already taken 
the corpse from the water, and it was unmistakably too late for any 
attempt at resuscitation. 

Joseph narrated how at first he had been unable to find anything that 
could account for Natalie's terrible fright. lie noticed at once that 
much floating timber was in the pond. The upper dike that closed the 
influx to the pond from the Rotha must have suffered considerable 
damage through the storm, and the logs of wood had been carried down 
the rain-swollen waters and driven against the sluice-gates. Thither 
Joseph had wended his way, and not until he stood in the immediate 
vicinity did he become aware that a human being lay in the water, nearly 
hidden from view by the timber. Of the body nothing was to be seen ; 
only the head was visible. The corpse had evidently been driven with 
the timber against the sluice-gates, and one log had been wedged in 
under the chin, holding the head erect above the water. It must have 
been a fearful spectacle. The glassy eyes were fixed upon the shore, and 
Joseph himself thought the corpse seemed to be gazing rigidly at him. 
It was no wonder that the young baroness had sped so swiftly away ; 
had it been night, Joseph did not believe he would have acquitted him- 
self much better. 

All investigation was in vain. There was no vestige of evidence to 
prove whether a suicide or an accident was here to be recorded. A 
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murder was out of question, as watch and portemonnaie were undis- 
turbed, and besides a few scratches upon head and hands, no other 
wound was found. 

Pursuant to EmiPs order, the corpse, was removed to the gardener's 
dwelling, close by. Not many minutes elapsed before Doctor Aschen- 
brenner appeared. The servant who had been despatched for him had 
encountered him half-way. It was the day that the doctor was in the 
habit of calling at the castle ; he was in his carriage on his way there 
when he was met by the messenger. 

Surprise could not often be detected upon the doctor's face ; even 
now his countenance maintained a rigid immobility. He was not very 
long in concluding his investigations. Death must have resulted hours 
before. The cuts in the skin had occurred later from the jagged points 
of the surrounding logs. 

While divers suppositions concerning the terrible event were started, 
both the doctor and Emil were silent. In their hearts neither could 
entertain the slightest doubts regarding what had just transpired, yet 
both preferred giving it a simple and apparently natural explanation. 
So the doctor declared that to all appearance the curate had been 
crossing the upper dike when its breaking up by the storm had occurred. 
Emil did not contradict him, and whoever failed to believe the state- 
ment desisted, at all events, from venturing upon any other. The doc- 
tor knew very well that this version of the affair would meet with no 
contradiction at the monastery, even had the curate left behind any 
written statement. So long as other explanations were possible, the 
world should know nothing of the suicide of the once so zealous priest. 
Doctor Aschenbrenner thus merited the gratitude of both castle and 
cloister. 

In his own private acceptance, however, he was strengthened when 
he saw Natalie and heard her passionate, embittered words. Why, he 
asked himself, would she be so fearfully affected by the affair if it did 
not nearly concern her? Mere terror can excite and agitate, but only 
conscience accuses. Why this overpowering horror? A death in 
which one bears no blame may shock one, but hardly inspire such terri- 
ble fear and dismay. As physician, the condition of his patient's health 
alone concerned him ; he therefore kept all these reflections to himself. 

"Great excitability — ^high pulse. Send her to bed, and keep her 
perfectly quiet," he ordered. " If headache ensue, cold applications 
on the temples; if symptoms increase, every half hour a teaspoonful 
ntixtura oleosa cum nitro.^^ 

Without further delay he betook himself to St. Christoph, in view 
of breaking the mournful tidings. The requisite statement to the public 
authorities Emil had already prepared in writing. 

In the belief that Natalie would obey his orders, the doctor had 
deceived himself. 
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She went to bed, it is true, but left it an hour later. She persisted 
that she felt perfectly well, but that she surely would be ill did she 
remain a day longer in Rdthenstein. She was afraid to go outside of 
her room, and knew that she would never dare venture into the garden. 
She insisted that Rosalie should pack up at once, that they might drive 
over to the station in time for the noon train. 

Helene and the baron endeavored in vain to persuade her out of the 
notion, but EmiPs advice was to let her go — ^it was perhaps the best 
thing she could do. The others gradually jridded, the baroness alone 
withholding her consent 

She entreated her daughter to remain. 

"Where will you go?" she urged, tenderly. "Where will you find 
rest and quiet if not here with your own people, in your home ?" 

There was a strange flashing in Natalie's eyes, and a wild vehemence 
in the gesture with which she snatched her burning hand from her 
mother's. 

" In my home ?" she ejaculated, sharply and passionately. « I have 
no home — I have no &mily ! I have no one in the world, and am a 
burden to myself and to all others. A curse hangs over my birth, and 
I must bring ruin to all — to all and to myself!" 

The baroness had grown deathly pale. She arose hastily ; her hands 
trembled violently ; her gaze fell scrutinizingly upon Natalie. 

The repi:oach which Natalie merited was uttered in a tone of dis- 
pleasure, through which nevertheless quivered deep affection. 

« How can you speak so ? Are you not doing your father and your 
mother the gravest injustice? Say you will have no family and no 
home, but do not accuse us of making you feel that you are a burden." 

« She has one of her mad-cap days again," suggested Emil, shrug- 
ging his shoulders. " So long as I am in Rdthenstein, my sisters are 
very sure of a home there." 

The baroness held out her hand gratefully to him. While the baron 
was asking, what they were talking about, Natalie suddenly threw her- 
self into her mother's arms. 

« Mother, forgive me !" she besought, in a touching voice. « Forgive 
me ! Oh, I am so excited, I know not what I am talking about All 
kinds of fancies are running riot in my brain." 

It was a divinely mild, gentle look with which the noble lady con- 
templated her child, as she tenderly passed her slender white hand 
over the burning brow. 

« For that very reason you shouid remain here," said she, "for it is a 
proof that you are really ill Even this desire to go away is only a 
feverish fancy." 

" No, no," contradicted Natalie. " Believe me, mother, I must go 
away. Here I will surely die. Diversion is what I require — ^not rest ; 
forgetfulness I must needs have.' 
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«Then wail — T will see what can be done," urged the baroness. 
« Perhaps I can make arrangements to go with you. We might try the 
baths—" 

« Anything, mother, anything !" cried Natalie. « Whatever you think 
best. I will wait for you at the villa. But here I cannot stay — not an 
hour longer ;" and again and again she reiterated, « Here I should die — 
I know that i should !" 

They could not bring her to alter her resolution. It was decided 
that in a few days, a week at the latest, the baroness should join her. 
Perhaps Natalie could persuade her aunt to accompany them to some 
of the baths. The parting was hurried, for Natalie fled the castle as 
if from every corner the dead priest were beckoning her onward to 
the pond. 

The baron seemed most painfully affected by the sudden departure 
*of his child. He wandered listlessly from room to room, haunting 
most of all Natalie's favorite resorts. His appetite failed him ; even the 
newspapers lost their power of riveting his attention. 

It was a sad, clouded day for all, gloriously as the sun had that 
morning arisen from behind the mountains. 



CHAPTER VI. 

ON THE EVE OF A VISIT TO THE GRAND EXPOSITION. 

UPON the morning at which we have now arrived in the course of 
our history, Erwin's lodgings failed to present as uQat and orderly 
an appearance as usual. Various articles lay strewn around on chairs 
and tables, and in the centre of the first room stood a half-packed 
trunk, whose dimensions Bokel was busily engaged in measuring with 
a string. 

The painter had accompanied Erwin home after dinner for the sole 
purpose of effecting this measurement. -The weighty question involved 
was the disposal of a picture for which Bokel had no room in his own 
trunk, and which he had set his heart upon taking with him to Paris. 
Yes, to Paris for the Exposition — thither would they be bound on the 
following day. It was a trip which Erwin had long meditated, and 
which had recently become a possibility to the painter, through the sale 
of the humorous piece exhibited in March. 

Whether the picture had been placed in a better light and position 
at the Miinich exhibition, whither Bokel had sent it, or whether other 

29 W 
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cticamstances had operated in its favor, the fancy-stirring ^^Bunda^ 
had brought its weight in gold, having been purchased by a lover of 
well-painted sheep-wool. Our friend Bokel could now glory in the 
proud consciousness that in his own case had been admirably justified 
the veracity of the proverb about prophets never being honored in 
their own country. The net proceeds of the sale he at once resolved 
should serve to defray the expenses of a trip to Paris, and in view of 
possible contingencies he wished to take with him, as a sort of reserve 
fiind, his last picture, «< Chamois in the Summit Regions." 

His calculations regarding Erwin's trunk, however, seemed to have 
been sadly at fault, for, after repeated trials, he grumblingly exclaimed : 

"It won't do — I fear it won't do 1 Ah, if it were only an inch longer ! 
Bet des Teufels Gemskrikeln, it is Enough to drive one distracted !'' 

Erwin, who was leaning against the side of the window, through 
which the fresh, balmy air was gently wafted into the room, paid no 
heed to these ejaculations, so completely was he absorbed in the 
perusal of the letter he held in his hand. It was from his mother, 
and had just reached him. It bore the date of the previous day, but 
Erwin well knew that the good old lady, whose pen was not that of an 
over-ready writer, had not achieved the completion of so voluminous 
an epistle in so short a time — the varied chirography alone gave evi- 
dence of repeated sittings. After a somewhat lachrymose introduction, 
devoted chiefly to expatiations upon her imperfect state of health, she 
began to harp upon her manifold anxieties regarding her beloved son. 
In the modern Babel whither he was going she was convinced that 
many snares would be laid for her dear Erwin, that many perplexities 
would surround him, and when once the fearful distance should roll 
between them, her eyes might never again behold him in this world. 
After various directions concerning the proper way of preserving his 
money from sharpers, with repeated admonitions never to wear his 
watch and chain openly about him, she drew his attention to the 
enclosed one hundred and fifty florins, bidding him to spend them as 
he thought fit, as they were wholly superfluous to her. 

« And now may the good Lord preserve you and bring you safely 
home,'' she concluded. « In spirit I make the sign of the cross three 
times upon your brow, and surely a mother's prayers will have weight 
in the eyes of God. If it is only vouchsafed unto me to live until you 
return, I will close my eyes in peace if my course be run. That you 
will not allow yourself to be ensnared by those dangerous Parisiennes, 
is the earnest entreaty of Your loving Mother." 

After finishing this epistle, Erwin was surprised to observe that there 
was yet a little postscript in a delicate running hand. He flushed 
crimson as he read the following words : 

" The good mother takes your trip very hard, as she does all else. 
I found her weeping over the conclusion of her letter, but have 
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forced her to smile, in spite of herself. We shall soon have her quite 
cheerful and hearty again. Do not make yourself uneasy about her, I 
beg of you, and may ypu have a safe and pleasant journey. 

"Helene." 

These last lines Erwin read over and over again, as though some 
significance lay hidden beneath them whose uttermost depths he would 
laboriously fathom. Each word he weighed for itself. It had been 
long since he felt so joyous and content ; and yet, after all, what had so 
strangely moved him was simply that Helene had made use of the 
expression, « the good mother," after such a matter-of-course &shion. 

Bokel roused him from his thoughts. 

"You keep your eyes fixed incessantly upon one and the same spot, 
and your expression is precisely that of one to whom the heavens have 
been suddenly opened," cried he. « What a superb study for a por- 
trait painter of < The Happy One T — only a shade too tame. Is the 
enclosed letter of credit heavy ?" 

« My mother sends me one hundred and fifty florins," nodded Erwin, 
with a smile. 

" And therefore so enraptured ? Upon my word, doctor, you have 
preserved a very fi-esh, child-like temperament You poets and authors 
are by no means so evil and inhuman as you love to depict yourselves in 
your poison-and-fire-emitting effusions. One hundred and fifty florins 
move you so deeply because they come from your mother I Hm ! it 
is very touching, no doubt, although I am not a very good judge of the 
matter, for from my own mother I have never received anything more 
than a half-yearly portion of some one hundred and fifty blows during 
my childhood. But now, if you please, my friend, have done with your 
emotions, and devote your mighty mind to devising some means of 
helping me out of my difiiculties. The picture will not go into the 
trunk." 

He was lounging upon the sofa — ^where he had thrown himself after 
his fruitless measurement— calmly lighting his cigar, as though it were 
altogether Erwin's business to contrive some expedient When Erwin 
shrugged his shoulders and silently proceeded with his own packing, 
the painter grew impatient 

"Well, well, doctor," cried he, "after mature deliberation, I have 
come to the conclusion that nothing remains but for you to buy a larger 
trunk." 

« I !" exclaimed Erwin, looking up in surprise ; then added, laugh- 
ingly, "Why not do so yourself?" 

"That would scarcely pay for me," opined Bokel, naively. "I have 
too little baggage— only what is absolutely needful Were I to buy a 
trunk large enough for the picture, I would have no means of filling it. 
Besides, I must keep all my money for travelling expenses, while into 
your purse one hundred and fifty florins have just dropped down as from 
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the skies. That is an extraordinary addition to your < G3nnnoten.* I 
have nothing except my < Bunda.' " 

Erwiu was in such a light-hearted mood that this declaration made 
him laugh aloud. 

' " Why don't you wrap your * Chamois ' in it ?" asked he. « Moreover, 
is it utterly impossible to separate yourself from your work ? Is it 
absolutely necessary to take it along ? It is surely too late to find 
place for it in the picture-gallery at the Exposition palace." 

« I will at least make the effort Perhaps there may be some little 
corner left ; and should knavery this time triumph, I will defy the intrigue 
and exhibit on my own hook. I'll prove to those Parisians and to the 
world that Bokel can cope with any of the lights of art that are strut- 
ted out in the galleries of the Exposition palace. There they'll quickly 
enough notice Bokel's < Goats,' and you shall see what a noise we'll 
make." 

"Very fine — I wish you all luck — but I cannot exactly see why the 
picture must needs have a trunk. Pack it in a box, and — " 

The sage council was not yet at an end when there came a knock 
at the door. Bokel and Erwin cried in one breath, « Come in,^' and 
were no little astonished, when the door opened, to recognize Hul- 
drich — Heinrich Horatio Huldrich — his very self, but in such a dilap- 
idated condition as rather to resemble a vagabond stroller than a « cel- 
ebrated poet." His clothes were soiled and tattered, and he looked at 
least ten years older than when he left the Residenz with Coulisse. 

Erwin was speechless with astonishment. Bokel, too, was silent; but 
the cool reception did not seem in the least to embarrass Huldrich. 
With his old jovial familiarity he came forward, holding out his hand 
first to one, then to the other, then thrust his eye-glasses upon his nose 
and viewed the travelling preparations. 

« I am delighted to see you once more, gentlemen — delighted. How 
lucky that I find you both together — you two whom, of all my acquaint- 
ances hereabout, I bear in most affectionate remembrance ! I arrived 
in the noon train, and hastened without loss of time to your quarters, 
my dear Herr von Schonberg. My travelling costume is somewhat 
the worse of wear, but that must be expected of tourists. You are 
engaged in packing, I see. Are you contemplating a journey ?" 

"Yes; we are about starting for Paris, and our travelling prepara- 
tions claim our whole time. You do seem to be somewhat out of sorts, 
truly ; there, take that and equip yourself," said Erwin, pushing toward 
Huldrich, with a sudden impulse, the bank-notes his mother had sent 
him, that still lay upon the writing-table. " But make your efforts at 
atonement upon your own hook. Your wife you will find in the old 
quarters. Farewell until my return." 

Eagerly seizing the money, Huldrich thrust it into his waistcoat-pocket 
with the mien of a millionnaire. 
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"We will settle our account upon the first opportunity that offers," 
said be, making a strenuous effort at assuming a dignity of demeanor. 
" I will not intrude longer upon the gentlemen. Happy journey to you ! 
and if you see Coulisse, tell her there is but one Heinrich Horatio 
Huldrich. She will soon find that out herself, the snake !" 

"The great curmudgeon has been left in the lurch," laughed the 
painter, when Huldrich was gone ; " but," added he, discontentedly, 
« you have disposed of your money now, and my picture will have to 
be screwed down in a box." 

Frau Gelb at this moment thrust her head into the room, and 
announced that a man-servant wished to see Herr von Schonberg. No 
sooner did Bokel espy her than he hastened forward, gallantly offered 
her his arm, and when she hesitated, forcibly drew her plump hand 
within it himself. 

"You enviable mother of beautiful daughters," said he, «r avail 
myself of this opportunity to make through you their acquaintance. I 
am yet a bachelor — ask my friend Schonberg — and am therefore 
deserving of your regard. Fear nothing for your daughters. I am no 
devouring wolf — I merely paint lambs*" 

While Frau Gelb, confused by this stormy eloquence, actually con- 
ducted Bokel into her rooms, Erwin impetuously broke the seal of the 
letter that had just been handed to him. He had recognized at once 
the handwriting of the address. What could there be to impart to 
him fi'om this quarter? The note was brief, and read as follows : 

« This moment I have arrived. I must speak with you, Erwin. Keep * 
me not in suspense, and come at once to-day. I know not if to-morrow 
my tongue may not again be paralyzed. Through your coming you can 
prove to me that you have really forgiven Natalie." 

In a postscript was added the number of the villa. 



CHAPTER VII. 

TOO LATE. 



THIS note Natalie had written at her aunt's residence. She had 
driven thither immediately upon her arrival at the Residenz, and 
finding the princess from home, had called for writing-materials. The 
words were not dictated by calm conviction — of this she was incapable — 
but by the impulse of the moment, which she regretted so soon as the 
missive was beyond her control. 

The yearning for an interview with Erwin had increased with mad 
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inteostty during her journey. It seemed to her as though, could they 
once meet, every error would be rectified. 

As her carriage rolled through the city, she bitterly regretted having 
written, yet no sooner had she reached the villa than she began to be 
haunted with a desire to write a second time. Perhaps the first note 
had not been received. Perhaps the summons had not been sufficiently 
urgent, and would be defiantly ignored. He might, at all events, be 
from home, and not receive her note until late ; in that case she must 
wait through the long, long hours until morning. Suppose, too, he had 
already set forth upon the trip he contemplated ? 

A passionate stream of terror flooded her heart ; she felt as if she 
must return forthwith to the city. Why had she not stopped at his 
lodgings, instead of writing? In such moments of soul-stirring emotion 
of what value were socid customs ? and as for her reputation, what 
had she to fear? Involuntarily her thoughts wandered back to the 
evening of her masquerading adventure, and she smiled bitterly as she 
recalled the impertinent familiarity with which Salizhofen had informed 
her of the rumors that were afloat 

At this moment she heard the wheels of an approaching carriage in 
the street beyond the villa. Her heart gave a great throb, and she lis- 
tened breathlessly. Now came a ring at the door-bell, whose vibrations 
thrilled her through and through. She sprang to her feet, and stood 
spell-bound until the servant entered and handed her a card. 

« I said that the Frau Baronin had only just arrived," amiounced the 
old man, «but the gentleman would not be denied. He said he had an 
appointment." 

Natalie did not look at the card ; she felt not the slightest doubt as to 
what name was written thereon. 

She could have cried aloud with jubilee. Who else could it be but 
Erwin? He was not away; he had come at her bidding, therefore 
must have really forgiven her. All disquietude, all torment, all anguish 
should now be at an end. And yet what was it that stirred within her 
heart ? What was it that suddenly transformed her timidity into defi- 
ance ? The old delusion that had so forcibly swayed the latter years 
of her life, inducing her to so many false steps, had gained possession 
of her anew. Like an impassable barrier, it loomed up before her once 
more, causing her to tremble with a strange dread as she entered the 
saloon where Erwin awaited her coming. 

During the drive to the villa he had had time to subdue his agita- 
tion, and he advanced to meet her with the same composed gravity of 
demeanor he had displayed during their last meeting. This prompt 
recognition of her summons proved that he bore her no ill-will, but 
that he desired to consider the past wholly obliterated. From this 
point of view his reserve was just, for he was too honorable to allow 
Natalie the possibility of supposing that he purposed erecting a new 
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air-castle upon the ruins of the one her own course had destroyed. He 
wished it to be clearly understood that he had forgiven the wrong she 
had done him, but not forgotten it A free, unconstrained intercourse 
was impossible for both, and he was indisposed to act a lie by feigning 
in her society «a cheerfulness he could not feel. 

In vain had he striven to determine why she had called him, and 
what she could have to say to him. « I know not if to-morrow my 
tongue may not again be paralyzed," she had written. These words 
certainly indicated some grave communication, if not a mysterious one, 
and he considered it a positive duty to obey her call. The hot blood 
had surged passionately through his veins at first, while a low voice 
whispered that he would hear a confession upon which, half a year pre- 
vious, perhaps later, might have depended his whole lifers happiness. 
Even yet the thought thrilled him for a moment hopefully ; but he was 
too strict with himself, too firm in his resolutions, to do otherwise than 
repulse the foolish dream-images, and bid defiance to the alluring ignes 
fatui that threatened to entice him from his path. A strong nature is 
not characterized by the impossibility of vacillation, but by the power 
of overcoming it and striding forth with renewed strength from the 
combat 

Thus it came to pass that Erwin and Natalie met almost as entire 
strangers might have done. 

Erwin first broke the silence. 

« I am here in obedience to your summons, Baronin," he began, in 
tones of frigid formality. « In what way can I be of service to you ?" 

The earnest dignity of his address#was not calculated to loosen 
Natalie's tongue. Silently she held out her hand, which he took within 
his own, although reluctantly, but as each seemed awaiting the pressure 
of the other, their fingers merely touched coldly, then parted. 

« I thank you for acceding to my request," finally rejoined Natalie, 
forcing herself to appear cheerful. " I needed some advice," she con- 
tinued, hesitatingly ; but in a moment, as though regretting the utter- 
ance, she hastily added, « I almost feared that my note would not reach 
you — that you might have already started upon your journey ; or have 
you given up the project ? But shall we not be seated ?" 

Accepting the invitation implied by the wave of her hand, Erwin 
took his seat in an arm-chair that stood beside a lounge placed obliquely 
in fi'ont of the window, and he seated himself intentionally with his 
back toward the light 

" Twenty-four hours later your summons would have failed to reach 
me," he replied. " I am just on the eve of departure." 

Natalie sat playing with her handkerchief, whose embroidered initial 
she was busily examining, as if to avoid meeting his eye. 

« And is this journey inevitable ?" she asked, softly. 

Erwin looked up surprised. 
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« Very important reasons alone could prevent It," he replied, placing 
especial emphasis on the word important^ « but I sincerely hope that 
no impediment will arise. I have no cause to fear any, and I should 
be very sorry were 1 unable to keep my engagement with Bokel. He 
counts upon my society in Paris, and is in a measure dependent upon 
me, as he does not understand a word of French/' 

« Ah ! you are not going alone, and you rejoice greatly over the 
prospect of your journey ? Oh, I can understand that ! Paris must 
present quite another world from ours. There one can plunge into 
the niad vortex, and have no time to think, no time to remember. I 
wish I could go to Paris." 

She made the last utterance with a half sigh. The peculiar tone, 
too, with which the words were spoken, rendered it no easy thing for 
Erwin to reply. He could not be in doubt regarding the nervous ex- 
citability that had gained possession of Natalie. Her delicate nostrils, 
as well as her under lip, quivered incessantly, and, in spite of every 
efibrt to subdue it, a restless disquietude pervaded her whole being. 
He inquired after her family — she made but brief replies ; he reminded 
her of the advice she wished to ask — she evaded the subject ; it was a 
vapid conversation, that seemed as though it would never come to the 
point There was an excitable, unnatural loquacity in all her utter- 
ances, such as Erwin had never before seen in Natalie. Finally, she 
wandered back to the Parisian journey. Once more she repeated her 
desire to go thither herself, and as Erwin made no reply, she abruptly 
asked whether it were really impossible for him to give up the proposed 
journey. 

"I had counted upon seeing you often," she hurriedly continued, 
before he had time to control his embarrassed surprise, and there was 
the same strange, unaccountable wandering in her manner as before. 
« I ' know that only an important impediment could serve to detain 
you ; but perhaps my request may have sufficient weight. Stay, Erwin. 
Do your little playmate of old the great favor not to forsake her, 
she is so frightened, so wretchedly afraid. Oh \ you do not know," 
she cried, with difficulty forcing back a rising sob—" you do not know 
how horrible, how agonizingly fearful it is to be alone. I almost be- 
lieve that the hour of death must be a blessed boon. Then, at least 
for a brief period, sympathy and interest is felt for the broken heart 
And yet there would be something terrible in it were one alone — ^for- 
saken by all !" 

" And wherefore do you place yourself in a position to be alone ?" 
asked Erwin, speaking with more coldness than he really felt, in his 
great effort to control his astonishment "You have found in your 
femily, no doubt, a hearty sympathy ; they were surely all ready to 
console you for the loss you met with." 

« The loss I met with ?" cried Natalie, bitterly. « Why do you 
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mock at me ? You know very well that I sought no consolation for 
that All I want is a home.'' 

" That you have in Rothenstein." 

« No, I have not !" ejaculated Natalie, vehemently. « M^re suffer- 
ance does not suffice to make a place one's home ; and, besides, my 
destiny has driven me thence. Everywhere menacing shadows assail 
me — here as well* as there. Everywhere I am doomed to encounter 
the dead, who gape at me as though I had killed them. What have 
I done that must be so heavily expiated? Many times it seems to 
me as if I were a firebrand that had been hurled into the world to 
communicate its flames to everything with which it came in contact, 
and was meanwhile being consumed itself." 

Erwin was much touched by the passionate distress here evinced, and 
strove vainly to pacify Natalie. Nevertheless, he could not help surmis- 
ing that she rather enjoyed working herself up to such a pitch of frenzy. 
Perhaps his manner betrayed this, for Natalie laughed bitterly. 

« You do not believe me — no one believes me," cried she ; " he did 
not believe me himself. When I tearfully sought him out for the sole 
purpose of unburdening my heart, my tongue must needs be lamed. 
Wearied and chagrined, I left the confessional. Perhaps he knows 
better now, since death has opened his eyes. Yet why did he humili- 
ate me by accusing me even in death, as though I had driven him to 
the deed ? Is it not enough that the misfortunes of an entire family 
have been cast upon my shoulders ? Oh, my fellow-mortals are cruel ! 
Every jesting word they pay back with a curse !" 

« Good heavens ! of what are you speaking ?" cried Erwin, uncertain 
whether the words denoted actual occurrences, or .whether they were 
merely the feverish imaginings of the delirium which the lustre of her 
eyes and the terrible excitement under which she labored seemed to 
indicate. 

« Of your schoolmate— of Kaplan Steinhacke." 

« Of Steinhacke ? What of him ?" 

«Ask him yourself, and perhaps he will tell you that it was I who 
thrust him last night into our pond, where he was drowned." 

A wild burst of hysterical laughter accompanied these words— 
laughter ending in a heart-rending sob. Then a passionate flood of 
tears came to Natalie's relief, and, burying her face in her handkerchief 
she seemed for some time wholly oblivious to Erwin's presence. 

Erwin was greatly shocked at her communication. Surprised he 
could hardly be, for he had foreseen some catastrophe. Nevertheless, 
he was horrified to find his prophecy so speedily fulfilled. Religion 
had failed to afford Steinhacke the needful prop — prayer and faith had 
not been powerful enough to rescue him from destruction. 

As in a vision, Erwin saw the pale-visaged priest before the picture 
of the Odalisque — ^still earlier at the foot of the << Rastkreuz." Then, 
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too, there rose up before him that encounter at the mountain inn, and 
he could almost £uicy he heard Nanni's assertion that some misfortune 
must follow the bad omen, also her declaration that Natalie seemed to 
her like an apparition from the nether world. A reproach tretnbled 
upon his lips, but he forced it back, for Natalie's tears moved him to 
deep compassion. 

" Poor woman !" he softly murmured. 

At these words she ceased weeping, and quickly dried her eyes. 

« Tears are of no avail,'' said she, forcing a faint smile, and her 
words had a tinge of bitter irony ; « it is a weakness to give way to 
them. You feel pity for me, Erwin. I thank you for that It does me 
good to know that you do not take the agony that rends my breast for 
affectation." 

«< Why should I do that ?" he asked. 

« Why do you speak so ? Why do you feign such frigid politeness ? 
It cannot be natural to you, Erwin," cried she, seizing his hand, that 
lay next her on the arm of his chair. «* Erwin, I have deeply insulted 
you ; but if you have truly forgiven me, be gentle and kind with me, as 
you used .to be, I need kindness so sadly. No, no ; do not seek to 
evade the truth — not now ! If you cannot forgive me — and I fear that 
it is so— then reproach me, blame me, storm at me ; oh ! I qould even 
entreat you to strike me, as you did once when you were a boy. I 
would accept all so meekly. Let me bow myself humbly before you 
and tell you everything — everything. Perhaps you will forgive me 
when you know how and why I have suffered." 

Erwin had to exercise strong self-control to gain the mastery over 
his emotions, and avoid betraying how greatly these words threatened 
to tear open afresh the wounds that were scarcely healed. It seemed 
to him as though invisible hands were striving to draw about him the 
magic web of old, even to unite those very threads that had once been 
severed. From the hand that touched his there flowed an electric 
current, causing his pulses to vibrate swiftly. Was' this the awakening 
of the old love? No, no; that spell was broken for pver. Nothing 
could make him forget the struggles against it from which he had come 
forth victorious. He had buckled on an armor that would surely guard 
him against being ensnared afresh. What did this incomprehensible 
woman want of him ? Could she believe that a single word, a single 
smile from her sweet lips, would eradicate the past from his memory ? 
The black dress that enveloped her beautiful, delicate form reminded 
him of the name she now bore — of her changeful caprices, whose puppet 
he had himself once been. Should she gain the power to so beguile 
him a second time 1 Never ! 

«<We are no longer children," he rejoined, withdrawing his hand, 
and making no effort to conceal his displeasure. « Besides, we 'have 
already done with this matter. What possible object can there be in 
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recurring to it again ? I cannot imagine, either, what there remains to 
be said." 

« Precisely because you cannot imagine must you listen to me. I 
have tilings to impart to you which I have hitherto rigidly preserved 
secret within my own breast, and which it is not now easy for me to 
reveal." 

ft 

" Then I would advise you to spare yourself the efForL I have no 
desire whatever to accept a confidence that comes so late and so 
reluctantly." 

" That is a harsh sentence." 

<»It is not my &ult if it sounds so to you. I meant it for no 
reproach." 

" Would that you did mean it for one !" sighed Natalie. " Your cold, 
constrained reserve is far worse than any reproach, for it chills my 
determination to justify myself, so far as lies within my power." 

" You need no justification," said Erwin. 

« That is not true — I do need it," cried Natalie, with heart-rending 
vehemence. " I need it for my own sake, and it is unjust to refuse it 
to me. I. will not have you believe any longer, Erwin, that all my 
actions have been the results of momentary caprice — that I intentionally 
trifled with you, as with others. Oh, long enough has my heart been 
torn ahd agonized by the secret that I was too proud to reveal, although 
it weighed like an incubus upon me, forcing me to deny my true feel- 
ings. Now that I have found courage to speak, must I be condemned to 
silence ? No ; you shall hear me, Erwin !" 

« And of what avail would it be ? Believe me, Natalie, it is better 
for you to continue to preserve your secret. You took pleasure in 
calling yourself Sphinx, in playing the r61e of the Sphinx. I, at least, 
will never be numbered amongst your victims, for I have ceased to 
desire the solution of the enigma." 

Natalie quivered as beneath a heavy blow. 

" My victims !" groaned she ; then, drawing herself up erect, she said, 
solemnly: «And did I impose the enigma upon myself? Am I to 
blame for destiny? Have I not suffered most myself? Erwin, you 
asked me at that masquerade-ball if everything pertaining to me were 
false. You wanted to know whether that kiss, too, was a lie ; and I 
did not dare give you a truthful answer. Now you shall have one, 
although you do not ask for it. I must say as I said then — I allowed 
myself to be overpowered by the impulse of the moment. Yet the 
emotion from whence came that impulse was no lie, Erwin. You never 
would have thought so had you known the superhuman restraint I 
imposed upon myself while I struggled to subdue it. Which of us two 
h^s suffered the most may for ever remain undecided, but upon me has 
unquestionably rested the heaviest burden. I carry it still ; nothing can 
be thrown into the scale to counterbalance it." 
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She had sprung wildly to her feet, and Erwin, too, upon whose brow 
burned the deepest flush, had arisen from his seat 

•< Unless it were this little stone," said he, more sharply than he had 
hitherto spoken, as he broke loose from his watch-chain a little pebble 
set in gold. << It has, to be sure, but trifling weight in itself, and there 
is nothing written upon its smooth surface of the bitter goadings, bloody 
conflicts, sleepless nights and fearful awakenings that are connected with 
its history. It is indeed remarkable what erroneous opinions you en- 
tertain. Had you duties to no one besides yourself^ that you should 
seek to rectify matters for yourself alone ? From the moment when 
knowingly you awakened love within me — and that you did, Natalie — 
and more especially from that second one when you accepted and re- 
sponded to it, you stood no longer alone with your own feelings. Surely 
you must have known that my happiness, too, was destroyed by your 
sudden determination, that fell upon me like lightning from a clear sky. 
You no longer had a right to form any resolution without regard to my 
weal or woe ; it was your sacred duty to explain your motives to me. 
There could .be no secret to which in that solemn moment I had not 
gained a right You must have known that I would preserve your 
secret faithfully, if indeed any existed beyond such as gained import- 
ance through the exaggerations of your girlish fancy. You must have 
known, too, that did any barrier really exist between us, it was my right 
to be made aware of it, that I might at least endeavor to surmount it 
Instead, you sought to escape me as in jest — you only strove to come 
to terms with yourself. I thought I had found a diamond — ^a truly 
loving woman's heart — and you had merely given me, as you were once 
pleased, to indicate, a pebble. This one of the whole handful remained 
in my possession. I have hitherto worn it in remembrance. Here, take 
it again." 

Natalie took the little stone from the table where Erwin had laid it 
She had hearkened with beating heart to his words, for they had 
unfolded to her a new view of things, filling her heart with terror and 
shame. The blood rushed hotly to her cheeks ; the fire with which 
Erwin had allowed himself to be borne onward had led her astray. 
She believed, that this outburst of a wounded heart, which in reality 
was caused only by the remembrance of overcome grief, was a reproach 
arising from the ashes of a still smouldering love. 

"And you have preserved this pebble as a memento of me?" she 
cried, in her excitement making use of the familiar «Du," although 
throughout he had never once wavered from the formal «Sie." "Oh, 
Erwin ! then I will keep it as a sacred relic, for it will have power to 
work miracles for me." 

As one awakening from a dream, Erwin passed his hand confusedly 
across his burning brow. Why had he spoken thus, when he was so 
.fully conscious that the struggle was one of the things of the past, and 
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that he had freely and frankly forgiven ? Wherefore reproaches, when he 
had no desire to effect a change through them ? Would it perchance 
afford Jiim satisfaction that he had moved Natalie to the confession of 
her love? He questioned himself; he searched his heart to its very 
uttermost recesses. No ; he could safely affirm the contrary. Another 
brilliant image arose resplendent before his mind's eye, filling his heart 
with gentle, beneficent warmth and sweet satisfaction. Natalie was no 
longer a living reality for him ; only pity for her yet stirred within his 
soul, and deep sorrowfulness, such as one feels upon whose ear fall the 
£ivorite melodies of his youth, recalling to his memory the faded dreams 
of a far-distant period. 

Could it be possible that she had really loved him ? — that she loved 
him still? If such were the case, she had prepared for herself a far 
more grievous destiny than for him, and it was now his melancholy duty 
to disabuse her mind, to take away from her the hopes to which she 
dung as to an anchor of deliverance. To the love which once would 
have made him ineffably happy he could no longer respond. It was 
too late. Too late 1 What fearful words ! 

And even were not every spark of the once burning passion extin- 
guished, he dare no longer accept this heart Neither for him nor for 
Natalie could happiness ever grow out of a union consummated through 
blood and tears ; besides, he was conscious of holding in his hands 
the happiness of another beloved being. Clearly and distinctly at this 
moment he recognized what had long gleamed silently within his heart ; 
clearly and distinctly, too, he recognized his duty. It was better that 
she should know at once ; she would be less deeply wounded than were 
she longer permitted to cherish false hopes. He had reproached her for 
not having acknowledged the truth ; now it would hardly be consistent 
to shrink from it himself. 

With mournful seriousness, Erwin's gaze was for a moment riveted 
upon the delicate, lovely features before him, whose expression changed 
with every shade of emotion, and beneath which seemed to pulsate a 
rich, full life. The consciousness of being about to give pain invested 
his voice with a softness and gentleness which was all the more per- 
ceptible in contrast with the former sharp tone of excitement. 

« Natalie," said he, in a low, expressive tone, allowing her to retain 
the hand she had hurriedly seized, "I did wrong to allow myself to 
speak reproachfully ; it was a useless harshness, since you condemn 
yourself. Do you remember what the domino said to me that time ? 
< Brothers and sisters kiss one another, too.' We were brother and 
sister when we played together in the park at Rothenstein ; as such we 
were happy, and true to one another. Childhood lies far behind us, 
it is true, yet even now we can accustom ourselves to the feeling of 
frank cordiality. You are ill, Natalie, and need repose and sympathy, 
I wish it were in my power to vouchsafe them to you." Here her 
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eye flashed wildly, and with a gesture of impatience she withdrew her 
hand. Erwin gained through this more firmness, and with deep seri- 
ousness he continued : « I cannot lie, Natalie, nor will I attempt to do 
so. It is possible to unite what has been rent asunder, but the knots 
where the delicate cord was joined would always be felt — care and pre- 
caution would always be requisite to prevent a new breach. Upon one 
occasion we clasped hands and solemnly vowed a calm remembrance of 
the past I have honestly endeavored to keep my promise. You will 
succeed also in so doing, and when we have once had time for calm 
reflection) we shall be able to meet with the cordial unconstraint of 
brother and sister. For the present, however, separation is best for 
both. Farewell, Natalie !" ^ 

He held out his hand, but Natalie heeded it not— deathly pallor had 
overspread her face, a tremor ran through her graceful, delicate form, 
aud she clung with both hands to the table to keep her from falling. 
Erwin contemplated her with painful emotion ; then, as no words escaped 
her lips, he quietly withdrew. Already upon the threshold he heard 
himself called by name, and, pausing, he turned around. 

** Erwin," had Natalie panted, " are you going to Paris ?" 

« To-morrow, in the early train," he replied, decisively. 

« Go, then — go !" cried Natalie. The words came with a peculiar 
wail, between sobs and laughter, yet at the same time with an angry 
tone of command, emphatically supported by a wave of the hand, in 
which she held crumpled up her lace handkerchief 

When Erwin was gone, she drew a long, gasping breath, that sounded 
almost like a groan. She must have experienced some physical pain 
at the moment, for she pressed her hand convulsively to her breast and 
sank back on the lounge. Her lips moved, but the word that escaped 
them was low and almost inaudible, yet to her ear it rose above storm 
and billowy roar. 

« Rejected !" 

" Rejected !" she repeated, with a hissing sound — « scorned and 
rejected, calumniated and condemned ! Ha ! what care I, and why do 
I lacerate my soul with useless struggles against the destiny that was 
imposed upon me through my birth ! Evoe ! I too will live — I too 
will become intoxicated with wild pleasure and foaming champagne ! I 
will not be better than they all, the virtue-whitewashed crows who plucks 
the eyes from the doves through sheer envy and malice. Away with 
despair — away with timorous doubt 1 Hail to pleasure ! Hail to mirth ! 
Vive le grand galop infernal P'^ 

As seized by a Bacchanalian tumult, she whirled around several times, 
then hastened to the piano, that had been closed since the death of 
the general. Natalie had never since struck a note, often as she had 
been solicited to do so at RSthenstein. Even when she heard her 
sister play, a shudder would creep through her frame. She had always 
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loved music passionately, but recently it had seemed as though she 
would renounce it for ever. It was owing to the fearful agitation under 
which she labored that she now seated herself at the instrument. With 
nervous energy she struck up a wild galop ; but only the first three 
measures had resounded through the room when she broke off abruptly, 
uttering a loud shriek. It seemed to her that two ice-cold hands were 
placed heavily upon her shoulders, causing a numbness that swiftly 
paralyzed her arms down to the finger-tips, while a cold breath grazed 
her neck, making her flesh creep with horror. She sprang to her feet, 
and casting a frightened glance into the adjoining room, her eye became 
riveted upon the spot where formerly had stood the couch of the dying 
man. A curious hallucination caused the shadows of the fast-gathering 
twilight to present once more the form of the couch. There — there 
rested the corpse. Now it slowly-raised its head and extended its mum- 
my-like arms toward her. Natalie's breath forsook her ; not a sound 
could her parched throat utter. She tottered for a moment, then turned 
and fled through the saloon and down the crunching gravel of the 
garden-walk, without once pausing until. she had reached the hillock 
beneath the hanging ash. 

Here first she looked around her as she supported herself against the 
trunk of the tree. She then sank down upon the bench, and once more 
the hollow, unnatural laugh escaped her lips. 

« I verily believe that I am afraid of ghosts," she said, half aloud, 
« and it is long before midnight yet. Do they pursue me to-day ? I 
am indeed no longer a child — he said so. No, no, not a child — ^a 
rejected, repulsed woman — ^a beggar for love, to whom instead of bread 
is given a stone. Who takes the trouble to ask whether she starve 
thereon ? And yet life is said to be so beautiful ! Ha ! I will enjoy 
it now to its uttermost ! Life itself shall destroy me. Welcome, anni- 
hilation !" 

Fearful as is the madly-raging hurricane, far more horribly fearful is 
the storm within the human breast that finds no echo in nature. 

Softly and mysteriously sank the night. A mild, gentle breeze played 
through the whispering tree-tops, swept over the broad fields, and swayed 
the lofty grain to and fro in gentle billows. Beyond, the distant forest 
loomed up like a dark wall against the glowing skies, where here and 
there twinkled an isolated star. Not a sound was audible beyond the 
soft rustling of the foliage and the monotonous chirping of the crickets, 
that harmonized with the surrounding nature like a melancholy tone 
belonging to the landscape. 

Natalie sat leaning against the trunk of the ash, motionless as a 
statue, gazing out into vacancy. 

Suddenly she was aroused by a noise like the crumbling away of 
stone, and apathetically she raised her head. On the wall before her 
rose up a form, and quickly swung itself over. With one leap it stood 
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upoQ the hillock directly in front of the entrance to the arbor. After a 
moRientary hesitation, it turned to advance into the park. Then was 
Natalie's tongue unloosed ; terror and surprise had at first held it 
bound. 

<* Who is here ?'* she hoarsely ejaculated. The trembling of her 
voice betrayed weakness or fear, perhaps both. 

The bold intruder started. Parting the heavy foliage, he advanced 
without delay into the deep shades of the tree. 

" Natalie !" whispered Salizhofen's passionately vibrating voice ; « what 
a happy coincidence !" 

« What do you want here ? Leave the park this instant !" 

« Not for worlds ! I learned of your return. I could not help com- 
ing to you — I was compelled to see you, Natalie !" 

She made a hasty movement to escape, but his arm encircled her 
waist with an iron grip and detained her. A feverish tremor convulsed 
the delicate form ; with a hollow, rattling sound there came one word 
from her heaving breast, and that was « Rejected !" 

Burning kisses were imprinted upon brow, cheeks, and lips, and this 
time she made no effort to ward them of£ Once more she laughed 
aloud — it was the wild laughter of insanity. Suddenly, with almost 
superhuman force, she tore herself free and fled to the house. Saliz- 
hofen followed, yet did not succeed in overtaking her. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

CRUSHED AND BROKEN. 

EARLY the next day Erwin and Bokel started away by the express 
train. Huldrich came to the d^p6t to bid them adieu, and told 
them of a piquant article he purposed issuing in the feuilleton about a 
duel that had taken place between a well-known officer and a certain 
count, of which he had accidentally been an unseen witness. 

A deathlike stillness reigned in the villa where Natalie resided, when 
the carriage of the princess drove up at noonday. The curtains were 
drawn down, and a half dusk pervaded the saloon, where Natalie lay 
ill and crushed amongst the cushions of the lounge. Brow, lips and 
pulse throbbed with fever, while the eyes were glassy and dry, as though 
the soul that shone through them was a parched wilderness. From 
time to time there came wild murmurings from these lips, sofdy followed 
by broken snatches of song. All sounded fearfully strange and unnat- 
ural Rosalie had been wandering about the house with anxious mien. 
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not knowing what was best for her to do. Now she came out to -meet 
the princess, weeping violently. 

« The baroness will not let me send for a physician, 3roar highness," 
wailed she ; " and yet she is ill — ^yes, indeed, very ill. She must have 
taken cold last evening in the open air, and her nerves have been com- 
pletely unstrung by the shock she had yesterday morning in finding the 
drowned priest She did not close her eyes during the whole night, 
but kept up an incessant talking, singing and laughing ; it was frightful 
to hear her. If your highness would only insist upon her seeing a 
physician !" 

The princess paid no attention to her words ; even the allusion to 
the curate's death did not seem to strike her, so agitated was she by her 
own thoughts. Without further delay she forced her way into the 
presence of Natalie, who did not even look up to welcome her. 

Neither did the princess wait for a word of greeting. 

« I confess that I cannot comprehend," she began, immediately upon 
her entrance, "what made you entertain the idea of coming hither. 
It was all arranged that for a suitable period of mourning you were 
to remain at Rothenstein. Instead of withdrawing from the eyes of 
the world for a while, you cast yourself, as it were intentionally, into a 
swarm of bees. The consequences you must ascribe to yourself." 

"Rothenstein.?" stammered Natalie. "Why, I knew that it was 
not my home. Rothenstein is nothing but one long avenue. It is 
beauti^l and shady, but it leads — to the pond." 

The princess, whose eyes were not yet accustomed to the obscurity 
of the room, took a seat at some distance from Natalie. The rustling 
of the heavy silk dress she wore, notwithstanding the beat of the sum- 
mer day, almost drowned her niece's words, so that she only partially 
understood them. 

"Ah! whati^' cried she, with her energetic brusqueness. "It is 
not a question whether Rothenstein has especial beauties or not. One 
must be willing to make a sacrifice to appearances ; especially in your 
position, one must be doubly circumspect. Of what avail would it be 
that your future has been so suitably provided for, if you can endanger 
your reputation for a mere whim ?" 

" Reputation is a soap-bubble. Glittering and many-hued so long as 
it lasts — ^a mere nothing when once it has burst." 

Without heeding the strained, unnatural tone of voice, the princess 
energetically strove to subdue what she considered an effort to resist 
her authority. 

" Reputation, my love, is a very delicate thing," she replied, drawing 
herself up as stiffly as possible, " and I know of nothing that one should 
so carefully guard. Even the welfare of the soul needs no such tender 
care, because one can repent one's sins and make all well, and God 
is merciful, which mankind is not. A stain upon one's soul can be 
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washed away with tears of repentance and expiation ; a stain upon 
one's reputation can with difficulty be removed, least of all through 
humility and repentance. I cannot comprehend how you can so trifle 
with your position. You will render an existence in society an im- 
possibility for yourself if you continue so. This last is a fine story, 
forsooth ! What will the world say when it is known that a duel has 
been fought about you ? The affair will cause an immense scandal. 
I even fear it will make a frightful sensation at court. Such a brave 
and highly-esteemed officer ! it is really lamentable. Yet I never 
should have believed such conduct possible for Salizhofen — he has 
acted contemptibly." 

Hitherto Natalie had remained motionless, as one who felt that all 
this did not in the least concern her. She seemed to hear, but not to 
understand. When, however, the sound of this name fell upon her 
ear she suddenly started, and asked, with some show of interest, what 
he had been doing. Without awaiting a reply, she sank back again, 
groaning : 

** Oh yes ; contemptible— contemptible ! I hate him !" 

" How ? Do you already know ? But, no, it is not possible ; who 
could have brought you the news so soon ? I myself only learned it 
this morning, and drove out here immediately. The affair is not yet 
public Baron Leipold was my informant. He was doubtless one of 
the seconds, otherwise he could scarcely have been so well informed 
regarding all the particulars, since the corpse had just been found." 

" The corpse ? — the corpse ? His ?" shrieked Natalie. 

"You take very great interest in Salizhofen," replied the princess, 
who could not but believe that the outburst concerned him. «< I will 
not attempt to investigate how much you are to blame for this fatal 
occurrence," she continued, sternly ; « but it is perhaps well, after all, if 
he has left the city,, as Baron Leipold tells me he has." 

« Yes, Erwin has left the city," said Natalie, in a hollow tone. 

« Erwin ? Who is Erwin ? That is not Salizhofen's baptismal 
name. The count has taken his departure after having this morning 
killed Waldschiitz in a duel." 

Natalie uttered a loud cry, but the princess only grew harsher and 
sterner. 

"CVj/ un ivinement Men dhagriable^^^ she continued, "especially as 
the cause is no secret. The quarrel took place publicly last night, in 
the casino of the nobility. Count Salizhofen came in late, and drank 
glass after glass of champagne. Count George Pockheim quizzed him 
about his thirst, and suggested that he must have come from an exciting 
theatrical exhibition, from the chase or from some deed of gallantry. 
* A little of all,' Salizhofen laughingly rejoined, * and I have been study- 
ing astronomy, into the bargain.* « Where V was the general exclama- 
tion. < A la belle itoile^ and in the eyes of a beautiful young widow, 
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whom I was endeavoring to console. It is a Christian duty to console 
the widow and orphan in their affliction.' There was a universal laugh 
at this irreverential speech, and then all began to insist upon having the 
name. At first, Salizhofen refused to give it, but upon some one's sug- 
gesting that he had only been boasting, and had no name to give, he 
cried : * Very good ! I cannot give the full name, but I call her Nat- 
alie, and her hair is spun of the finest beams of the setting sun.' " 

A murmur of incomprehensible words here escaped Natalie's lips ; 
her hand trembled convulsively, and, as it did so, there fell from it a 
little stone with which she had been trifiing. The princess, without 
paying the slightest heed, continued as follows : 

" Now arose a storm of words. George Pockheim insisted that you 
were in Rothenstein. Salizhpfen merely shrugged his shoulders ; but at 
the same moment Waldschiitz, whose presence had hitherto been un- 
noticed, touched him upon the arm. Baron Leipold says that he was 
deathly pale, and that his voice sounded hoarsely as he said, half to Saliz- 
hofen, half to the other gentlemen : « Baronin Burgkhardt is at present at 
her villa ; but Count Salizhofen lies if he maintains that he saw her to- 
day. Any one who allows himself to speak so of a lady is a scoundrel.' 
* Ah ! you envy me the conquest ?' Salizhofen replied, which was con- 
temptible, even making allowances for the champagne. So soon as 
the duel was arranged, Waldschiitz left quietly without another word, 
after having requested two comrades who were present to be his wit- 
nesses. This morning early the affair took place, ending fatally for 
poor Waldschiitz. The officers had brought a young physician with 
them, but he could render no assistance. The body was left upon the 
spot, in order, I believe, to give Salizhofen time to escape. Later, an 
anonymous letter was sent through the mail to the police, giving the 
information that upon such a spot lay the corpse of an officer. By to- 
night every one who is not in the country will know the whole story, 
down to the most trifiing details. And there is not the least doubt 
that opinion will go against you. You must at once return to Rothen- 
stein. It is a terrible thing that Waldschiitz was killed ; but still it is 
better than if Salizhofen had fallen — then there would have been no 
redress. So soon as he returns all can be settled." 

The princess mistook Natalie's silence for the numbness of despair, 
and saw in it a heavy self-accusation. She could not comprehend why 
her niece should so wholly lose heart when she herself had displayed 
such wonderful forbearance, and promised to arrange and redress every- 
thing. She was still more surprised, however, when Natalie sprang up 
with sudden impetuosity, and burst out into a wild lamentation. 

" Dead — dead ! Must they all die .^" she cried, vehemently. « Sphinx 
strikes her talons into their bodies, and hurls them into the abyss. 
Why dost not thou kill the Sphinx, 0£dipus ? But thou hast not yet 
solved the enigma. Blood and corpses ! One, two, three, four rigid 
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corpses, with glassy, fixed eyes ! I — I have killed you. In my hand 
is blood, and in my eyes poison! Listen to the balmy night-wind 
rustling through the trees ! Ha ! what will you here ? You seek the 
rejected one. There — ^there — take her ! I will live — I must live — death is 
everywhere. One, two, three, four ! There — there — and there. They 
are all whirling around in a mad galop. Galop, galop — and now the 
thunder peals and the waves roar. They rise higher and higher. There 
they are — there ! Help ! I am drowning. Save me ! Save me ! He 
is dragging me down, and all is blood — the whole pond is full of blood ! 
Grandmother I grandmother !" she shrieked. « The curse ! — ^the curse ! 
Rejected !" 

Suddenly she sprang up, and dashed past the princess, who, notwith- 
standing her alarm, begged of her to calm herself, and assured her that 
she could not comprehend how any one could so entirely lose self-controL 
She then uttered a piercing shriek and fell to the ground. 

« Good Heavens ! she is surely not insane,'' cried the princess, 
hastening to the window to draw aside the curtains. So soon as there 
was light enough in the room, she saw that Natalie lay pale and uncon- 
scious upon the floor. She violently drew the bell-handle, and called for- 
Rosalie. The latter hastened in at«the same time with the servant who 
answered the bell. 

The apparently lifeless girl was borne to her chamber, and the coach- 
man drove to the city, as fast as the princess's horses would take him, 
to call the physician. Hours had elapsed before the latter came. 
The unconscious sufferer had recovered ^om the swoon, and now raved 
in wild delirium. The physician pronounced the case one of nervous 
fever. 

The princess was terribly shocked, and accused herself of having 
been the cause of the sad affliction through her brusque announcement 
The surgeon, however, set her mind at rest upon that score. 

"There must previously have been a series of terrible shocks and 
nervous excitements," said he; «the fever has evidentiy been undermin- 
ing her organism for several days. It is a very serious case of brain 
affection, and I fear that science will in this case be of little avail." 

The princess saw Rosalie weeping, and herself burst into tears. 
They were perhaps the first she had shed since her childhood. She 
realized now how much she loved Natalie in her way, and made a 
solemn vow, to«be fulfilled in case of her recovery. 
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CHAPTER IX. 
THE CLOSING SCENES OF A LIFE DRAMA. 

TOO many shocks had been endured within a brief period of time 
not to have shattered a far stronger constitution than that of 
Natalie. Her elastic yet delicately-strung nature having long offered 
resistance to the stormy events that had assailed her, must now inev- 
itably give way beneath the violent blows. For years frequent attacks of 
morbid excitability of mind had been observable ; now, even her physi- 
cal vigor and powers of endurance were exhausted, thus permitting the 
disease to attack her with such ravaging vehemence that the physician, 
almost from the first, entertained small hopes of being of any service 
to her. . % 

For a fortnight Natalie hovered between life and death. Baronin 
Rosenau — who had been summoned immediately to the sick-couch, 
and had tended her stricken child to the utter sacrifice of her own 
delicate health — and Rosalie were now so entirely exhausted that they 
were scarcely able to keep up any longer. 

Even the princess devoted herself to her niece in a way that, for the 
usually stern, unbending woman, was marvellous. Although she did 
not herself enter into the minutiae of the duties of the sick-room, 
she sat up several nights while the fever was approaching a crisis, and 
was frequently at hand to give orders. When the crisis was past and 
convalescence began finally to ensue, she was inclined to ascribe a large 
portion of the credit to her own sacrifices, as well as to the heavy vows 
she had imposed upon herself. Not content with the postponement of 
her usual trip to the baths, she had presented a new velvet gown to the 
image of the Blessed Virgin of Health, had given orders for a con- 
siderable number of masses to be celebrated, wax tapers to be burned, 
and finally had crowned her efforts by vowing to devote an hour each 
day for three consecutive days to making the tour of the grand altar 
in the church that she attended, upon her knees, absorbed in profound 
meditation and prayer. 

There could be no doubt of the efficacy of these vows, for evidently 
the Mother of Grace had been moved to emphatic intercession. Nata- 
lie's recovery, to be sure, was not such as to admit of the physician 
holding out very strong hopes of permanent improvement He recom- 
mended her removal, as speedily as possible, to Rothenstein,-4feeling 
that there was more possibility of her strength being renewed in the 
pure, bracing mountain air than elsewhere. 

The baroness, remembering how vehemently Natalie had insisted 
upon leaving home, feared that she might object to this transportation. 
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A peculiar smile hovered about the patient's lips when some other 
locality was gently suggested. 

« Why not to Rothenstein ? Why not home ?" came softly from the 
wasted lips. "For it is my home — oh! I know better now than be- 
fore. You are so good, mother — so infinitely good !" 

A gaze of unutterable affection accompanied the words, and the thin, 
bloodless hand clung to that of the baroness. 

The illness had wonderfully transformed the sufferer. She was still, 
calm, gentle and tender. This could not be ascribed alone to the 
natural exhaustion of physical strength ; it was rather as though a veil 
had been withdrawn from before her mind's eye, and that she now 
earnestly and distinctly viewed her past — not as the chaos of tangled 
threads, confused thoughts and unfulfilled emotions, but as a long 
series of well-arranged pictures and logical developments. 

She no longer seemed to cherish repugnance to Rothenstein, but 
displayed, on the contrary, a remnant of her fq^er restlessness in her 
eagerness to return thither. She assured both mother and aunt that 
she would first begin to feel well among the mountains ; there she 
would quaff, as from a fountain of health, the fresh, pure breath of 
glorious nature ; but the peculiarly melancholy smile that rested upon 
her sunken features as she uttered such words plainly betokened their 
true import. Rosalie comprehended it well, and burst each time into 
tears. The old serving-maid had seen the children grow up, and loved 
them with her whole soul, especially Natalie, who had always dis- 
played great fondness for her. Now came the great sorrow and the 
prospect of an early end. It seemed to poor Rosalie almost more 
than she could bear. 

Furious resentment, bitter hatred, did she feel toward Count Saliz- 
hofen ; for, impossible as it had seemed to all, but one conclusion could 
be formed from the wild ravings of Natalie's delirium. The count's 
name was the only one mentioned in these ravings ; other persons were 
indicated, but with a triumphant, mysterious air of precaution, remind- 
ing one of the sly cunning of insanity, she avoided defining them. She 
expressed a constant dread of the count, was for ever fancying herself 
pursued by him, and uttering agonized screams because she could not 
flee rapidly enough to escape him. These were, to be sure, but deliri- 
ous fant:ies, yet some reality must be at the bottom of them. 

What with Rosalie was a mere supposition had fashioned itself into 
a certainty to the mind of the baroness. Having been informed by her 
sister of the duel and its cause, she took the precaution to appropriate 
a letter Rosalie had handed her. It was shortly after the commence- 
ment of Natalie's illness, and the baroness not only felt justified in 
opening it, but considered it a positive duty to do so, as she could not 
know what important tidings it might contain. The shock and pain 
this noble heart experienced during the perusal of the contents were 
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great. The letter came, as she had dreaded, from Sah'zhofen, and con- 
tained the worst confirmation of all the princess had told her. It read 
as follows : 

"My Dear- Natalie: 

** The blissful intoxication in which I left you yesterday deprived me of all 
precaution, and caused me to make some hasty utterances that led to an en- 
counter with Oberlieutenant von Waldschiitz, which ended unluckily for the 
poor fellow. Owing to this, I am obliged to absent myself for a short time 
until grass has grown over the fatal occurrence. How difiicult such a resolu- 
tion is to me just now, divine Natalie, I cannot describe to you. It is as if 
destiny had pointed out to me the bliss of Paradise, only to repulse me from it 
with Jill the greater cruelty. My heart bleeds as I cry to you a yearning au 
revoir. So soon as I arrive at any definite stopping-place you shall hear from 
me. What a day of rejoicing it will be to me when I can return home without 
danger and jubilantly cast myself at your feet I A single smile, a single kiss 
from those heavenly lips can richly reward me for all the renunciations endured 
by this heart Tout d vous, Oktavian." 

The baroness dropp^ the letter from her hands during the first 
moment of her shock ; out she quickly picked it up again, and con- 
cealed it from view, so that even her sister did not obtain a sight of it 
Every emotion against Natalie she suppressed, and even when con- 
sciousness had returned to the invalid, she did not betray by the least 
word that the letter had fallen into her hands, nor did there arise the 
slightest alteration in her infinitely gentle demeanor. Deep bitterness 
filled her breast toward Salizhofen, however — the man who, in return for 
the hospitality of the parents, had, through his contemptible utterances 
and the duel, cast a stain upon the reputation of the daughter that could 
never be wholly eradicated. He had not even loved Natalie ; this letter 
clearly proved that by the smooth, empty phrases with which he in- 
formed the woman he had so shamefully insulted of his journey. It 
would have appeared like a deadly sin to the high-minded woman to 
assail the young creature who had just escaped from the very gates of 
death with reproaches which could now be of no avail. She kept all 
sacredly to herself, even preventing the princess from moralizing in her 
way over the effects of the duel ; and thus the noble woman added one 
stone more to the burden she had borne with marvellous humility 
throughout life. 

One fact struck her as peculiar, and that was that Natalie had never 
referred in any way to the count since her convalescence. Upon one 
occasion, when a remark chanced to escape the princess about his 
being in Paris, she heard it with unfeigned indifference, as if Salizhofen 
were an entire stranger to her. How could this apathy be accounted 
for ? Had her memory been impaired by her illness ? — such a defici- 
ency was not apparent upon any other point — or had love departed 
from the heart that, judging from the allusions of the letter, had once 
beaten warmly for the writer? Here was an enigma whose solution 
could only come of itself— it could never be forced. 
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So soon as was feasible, the baroness effected the transportation to 
Rothenstein. Once more the baron was waiting at the station ; but 
what a mournful reunion it was ! This time the daughter did not 
spring joyfully unto her Other's arms — Natalie was carried from the 
railway coach to the carriage. The old gentleman wept like a child, 
and it was the baroness who must comfort and support him. Re- 
peatedly during Natalie's illness had he longed to visit her, but his 
wife had insisted upon his remaining at home, as well as £mil and 
Helene. During the delirium she would admit no one to the sick- 
room, and explained it in her letters by saying that the presence of 
visitors would only effect a disturbance without being productive of any 
benefit, while Helene, she said, was more needed at home at present 
than by her sister, who was amply cared for. 

So loving a reception awaited Natalie that her great blue eyes, now 
larger and more luminous than ever, fairly glistened with affectionate 
ardor. £mil was deeply affected by her wast^f appearance, and gave 
vent to his emotions, so soon as he could turn away, through the 
tremendous oath with which he vowed to break every bone in the 
villain Salizhofen's Ixxly whenever he could lay hands upon him. 

Just as the Rothenstein &mily were about starting away from the 
station, Doctor Aschenbrenner drove up. He had started purposely to 
meet Natalie, but had stopped on the way to visit some patients, and 
had been delayed. 

In his excitement at the meeting he felt Natalie's pulse instead of 
shaking her hand. « But I don't like to see that incredulous smile," 
cried he. ^^Nemo IceditUry nisi d seipso. You must yourself will 
your recovery." * 

<* Does that admit of being prescribed, doctor ?" asked the invalid, 
with an expression that made the doctor turn away, grumbling moum- 
fiiUy to himself He was utterly unable to reply. The confidence he 
wished to impart he did not himself feel. 

At first there seemed indications of the most exaggerated hopes being 
fulfilled. Natalie revived rapidly ; she gained strength, and evinced 
every proof of returning health. She could soon walk about and take 
exercise in the open air ; but she felt languid, and her recovery only 
reached a certain point. Then ensued a doubtful lingering in the 
reaction of the organism, and Doctor Aschenbrenner grumbled with* 
ever-increasing dissatisfaction, sharply insisting that she herself was to 
blame for this lack of vital activity. He appeared most infuriated over 
the gentle smile with which she accepted these reproaches, for it was 
evident that she only claimed his professional advice to please him 
and her family. 

" That smile will be the death of her," he reasoned « This disbelief 
in her own recovery and this weariness of life are destroying her. If 
she could only feel a desire to mount her horse, ride around the countrj 
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or clamber up the mountains, all might be well again. I'll ^yager the 
little lizard does not now call me < Raven Nevermore.' The poor little 
lizard !" he added, softly. 

Natalie was indeed scarcely recognizable. Not only had her always 
slender form gained an almost ethereal delicacy and lightness, and her 
countenance become transfigured by a peculiarly touching beauty, but 
her whole being was transformed. There were no longer any traces 
of the former restlessness, of the unequal, changeful moods, of the 
impulsive thoughts and emotions that had scintillated from every word, 
every movement The continual alternation from heat to cold had given 
place to an equal temperature, the nervous excitability to a calm repose, 
which was not merely relaxation and exhaustion : it was the composure 
with which a heavily-tried spirit contemplates the setting of the sun^ 
the gentle rippling of an ebbing life. Natalie did not deceive herself, 
nor did she allow herself to be deceived by the cheerful confidence of 
those around her. She saw the end before her, and did not so much 
as wish to have it farther removed. 

The summer brought much rain, and she felt it doubly irksome when 
she had to pass the days in her room, because contfnued reading wearied 
her, and music distressed her. She had even besought her sister, who 
had offered to play for her, not to touch a note for a little while. 

"Only a little while, dear Helene," she said, gently, <*and then when 
you begin your music again you can take my pieces, too." There had 
always been certain compositions to whose sole possession she had 
playfully asserted her right The castle in which once so much music 
had resounded was now silent, as though every tone had died away for 
ever from the now joyless house. 

The moment the warm sunshine had banished the gloomy clouds, 
Natalie insisted upon hastening into the open air, feeling that she must 
suffocate if she remained in her room. Leaning upon her sister, she 
would slowly pace up and down the avenue. Finally even strength for 
this forsook her, and then she would sit from morning until evening in 
the familiar spot by the stone table. There it was that, several weeks 
after her return home, a conversation took place between her and the 
baroness touching upon the history of the fatal duel. 

The night before his death, Waldschiitz had sketched out a brief 
testament, through which Natalie was appointed sole inheritress of the 
little capital that had been left him by his chief 

The baroness had been painfiilly affected by this. Such an inherit- 
ance must give new food for scandal to the busy tongues already at 
work. She hesitated about imparting the tidings to Natalie, and when 
she finally gained^ courage to speak upon the subject, she did so very 
gently, that she might not wound her. The precaution proved wholly 
superfluous. Natalie calmly received the information; even a beam ^ 
pleasure stole over her delicate face. 

31 
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"Ah, that is well," said she, to the great astonishment of the bar- 
oness ; *< now I shall have it in my power to do something for the poor 
Olschmann orphans. It shall all belong to them. Walds&iitz was a 
good, noble man ; even in death he proffers me a gift for which I can- 
not be grateful enough. God would spare him a murder and a grief, 
and therefore he was allowed to fall by the hand of the vain fool.'' 

The baroness gazed at her in surprise. Was it possible that she had 
been mistaken ? Could Natalie speak thus of the man who possessed 
her love ? And if she had not loved him, what could have transpired ? 
How could Salizhofen dare write that letter ? Yes, the letter. 

While the baroness spoke of the duel, and gently indicated her 
opinion, she took from her work-box a portfolio, and unlocked it with 
a small key she carried about her. She drew forth Salizhofen's letter, 
hesitatingly handed it to the invalid, and closely watched the effect pro- 
duced by its perusal. 

The hectic glow upon Natalie's cheeks became deepened, and her eyes 
flashed ; but it was the glow of indignation, not of embarrassment 
Slowly she read it, word by word ; then an unutterably bitter expres- 
sion glided over her countenance. 

" A heartless villain !" said she, taking a pair of scissors from the 
table and cutting the sheet into the most minute particles. « There was 
no need of your giving me the letter ; it is a matter of indifference to 
me where the fellow tarries." 

« But how was it possible that he could ever gain such influence over 
you as this letter indicates ? What spell has he exercised over you ?" 

" He — a spell ? I was only bound by the spell that Fate had woven 
around me. That man has no part in my soul. He is a scoundrel, who 
evidendy took advantage of the frenzy of growing fever. I have but a 
confused recollection of the last time I saw him. Yet a dim sense of 
having fled from him haunted me through my delirium — I remember it 
well. Oh, I despise him !" 

Natalie had spoken more excitedly than for a long time before. , She 
now scattered the small pieces of paper from the hollow of her hand, 
as if offering them to the winds, even as the memory of the writer of 
the letter. The baroness looked mournfully at her. Now a suspicion 
of the real state of the case dawned upon her mind. 

" To what spell do you refer, Natalie ?" said she, with mild reproach. 
« How little confidence you have in your mother !" 

" In my mother ?" repeated Natalie, softly, almost inaudibly, but in a 
tone that thrilled the baroness, as had been the case once before, when 
Natalie had stormily insisted upon leaving the castle the day aft^ the 
curate's suicide. 

Avoiding the gaze of the baroness, Natalie looked down as if she 
were counting the pebbles upon the gravel-walk, and only when her 
name was softly uttered did she start, arise from her seat, and, dropping 
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down upon the wooden bench beside the baroness, impulsively throw 
her arms around her neck. ^ 

" Oh, mother," cried she, with unutterable fervor, and pressing her 
brow against the noble lady^s cheek, "you are infinitely tender and 
. good to me — to my father. You have been truly a mother to me !" 

The baroness trembled as under some heavy accusation. Every drop 
of blood seemed to forsake her cheeks and the icy hands with which 
she now pushed Natalie a little away from her, that she might look into 
her face. 

« So, then, it is true," she ejaculated — « what once before I feared 
was so ? You know ? You know all ; and from whom ?" she added, 
as Natalie nodded in the affirmative. 

« From the grandmother — for years." 

« Oh, my poor, poor child !" cried the baroness, throwing her arms 
around Natalie, and drawing her tenderly to her bosom, while the tears 
trickled slowly down her cheeks. « Oh, Natalie, why have you kept 
silence ? My unhappy, my dearest child !" 

From thenceforth mother and daughter were drawn nearer together 
than ever before. There was a touching tenderness in all their ca- 
resses, as though each had to crave pardon of the other for a wrong 
done in thought. They passed many hours alone, during which the 
last barriers of a perhaps too delicate reserve between them fell, and 
their hearts were entwined together in perfect confidence. 

So long as the improvement of health continued, Natalie often con- 
sented to be driven out in the carriage. In so doing, she took the op- 
portunity to make the round of the cottages she had formerly so fre- 
quently visited. It was as though she desired to take farewell of all 
her former haunts. Several times she stopped at the parsonage to visit 
Frau Kolbinger, who every day grew more and more captious, so that 
Nannerl was greatly rejoiced to leave the house when finally the wed- 
ding-day arrived, and Joseph triumphantly brought the Frau Gartnerin 
to Rothenstein. 

Whether her transplantation to Rothenstein and her new relations to 
the baronial family had mollified the former bar-maid, or whether the 
touching sight of the invalid went to the young wife*s heart in the midst 
of her own happiness, certain it is that her old repugnance seemed 
totally lost, and a deep sympathy seized her, as it did all who now ap- 
proached Natalie. 

The expression of suffering gentleness and humility, combined with 
almost unearthly beauty, formed an indescribable charm, which inevita- 
bly won all hearts, weaving about them an ineffable feeling of tender 
melancholy, such as falls upon€bne from the clear sky of a mild, per- 
fume-laden autumn day. 

One day Natalie had the carriage stopped in front of the doctor's 
house. She wished to see the orphans, whose father was condemned 
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to seyeral years' incaunceration. Helene led her into the garden, where 
the children were playing around. Under a tree sat Lottchen Aschen- 
brenner, working industriously upon a child's eacque. Before her stood 
a light basket-wagon, between whose green curtains was visible a rosy- 
cheeked baby's £ice. The young mother sprang up in surprise on see- 
ing the unexpected visitors. . She had grown somewhat fleshier than 
formerly, and the light flush of shame that overspread her pale face 
rather improved its appearance. 

At first she supposed the visit was meant for her brother, and ex- 
pressed her regret that he was from home ; but Natalie, holding out her 
hand, rectified the error. 

« No, no ; I come to you, Fraulein Lottchen," said she, « and to my 
two children, for whose care I want to thank you." With a friendly 
side-glance at the slumbering in&nt, she added : «< It is doubly good of 
you to take pity on these little jcreatures, since now you have duties 
enough in tending your own little one. I wish with all my heart that 
the shadow that has hung over you may speedily vanish, and that there 
may yet be happiness in store for you." 

The tone in which these words were uttered did not admit of the 
least distrust, or suspicion of their being a disguised outburst of mali- 
cious triumph. Lottchen grew redder than ever, and in her heart she 
craved Natalie's pardon for all the evil she had ever spoken or thought 
of her. The two ladies, who had so often ridiculed and scorned one 
another, without being really acquainted, now stood in each other's pres- 
ence with a sense of deep humility. Tempestuous storms had swept 
over both, and they had come forth from the terrible ordeal purified and 
refined. 

Helene had meanwhile caught the children, and now appeared with a 
laughing little girl by each hand. 

Johanna asked at once whether Natalie had brought anything with 
her. 

« Nothing to-day," she answered, with a shake of the head; «it 
might not be healthy fi'om my hands." Then, these words seeming to 
recall her to her former self, she hastily withdrew the caressing hand, 
and henceforth avoided all contact " In a few weeks, children," she 
then added — « in a few weeks you shall have all I possess. Only keep 
happy and well, be good children and think of your dear mother in 
heaven. For your father you must pray that he may return home kind 
and good from his long journey. Does not this gate lead into Frau 
von Scbonberg's garden V she asked, after a pause, and upon being 
answered in the affirmative, she inquired whether Frau von Schonberg 
was at home. # 

Lottchen reported that she had seen her about a quarter of an hour 
before, and Helene asked her sister if she should lead her over there, 
as she knew the way exactly. 
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« I have not been there myself for several days," said she, «and the 
old lady will be delighted if you come with me this time.'' 

At first Natalie seerded inclined to accept the invitation. Several 
times before, the idea of visiting Erwin's mother had taken strong hold 
of her mind ; but then what could she say to her ? To what would the 
visit lead ? Now once more the yearning seized her to'enter the house 
where Erwin had dwelt, perhaps to sit in the very spot where he had 
dreamed and worked, to see the room that he had peopled with the 
phantasies of his imagination, where his love had mirrored forth a 
blissful future — ^his love that, from lack of confidence, from lack of 
earnest purpose, she had trifled away. 

There stole over her a mournfully bitter feeling. She passed her 
hand before her as though driving away a swarm of midges, or as 
though she would say, « Begone !'' Then she turned her head away 
from the direction of the hedge-gate. 

« Not to-day ; I am already too weary," said she, and permitted 
Helene to lead her to the carriage. 

She never made the visit to Frau von Schonberg, nor did she so 
much as mention again her intention of doing so. On the other hand, 
she would gladly have driven over to St. Christoph, but Leiteneder's 
manufactory was at too great a distance for her strength. Kurtine 
came at once upon receiving Helene's letter concerning Natalie's state 
of health, and repeated her visit henceforth every week. The cheerful 
presence of the young wife, who, if possible, had improved in vigor and 
brightness, had a very beneficial effect upon the invalid, and it really 
seemed at times as if she had power to laugh away all serious thoughts 
as well as all physical sufferings ; but the effect was not a lasting one. 

Thus the summer passed away for all in R5thenstein as beneath the 
pressure of a heavy veil of mist, which the sun had not power to dis- 
sipate. It lay in clear splendor upon the mountains round about, shed- 
ding light, warmth and joy, perchance, only a few paces beyond ; that 
they all knew. Others were basking in the quickening beams of the 
life-bestowing, fiery star, bu^ here was breathed the misty vapor which 
robbed the eye of light, the soul of joy. 

As though Natalie herself felt the need of soaring above this atmo- 
sphere, she several times, on especially lovely days, clambered, with 
Helene's aid, up to the ruins of the old castle Rothenstein. Here she 
seemed to breathe more freely. She gazed with a peculiarly humid 
glance over the beautiful Rotha valley and through the narrow side 
valley of the Rinz toward the precipitous ridges of the lofty mountain 
chains. Upon each single point her eye lingered long and dreamily, 
and she would pass hour after hour in the hermitage, chiefly alone, for 
at such times even Helene must leave her, and come later to bring her 
home. She had brought her writing-materials with her, and wrote and 
read as long as her strength permitted her ; then she would sit gazing 
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over the landscape, or else dreaming with ch)sed eyes. For reading, 
she brought only one book with her, and that was Erwin's « Gymnoten." 
Helene noted this curiously, yet made no comment. Once she offered 
to read. aloud, but her sister drew the book hastily away, and clung to 
it with almost nervous eagerness. 

The beginning of August brought Helene tidings that Erwin had 
returned from Paris. He had written to his mother, and seemed to be 
pleasurably excited by the impressions he had brought home with him, 
without having been especially influenced by the attractive power of the 
modem Babel. There was a peculiar lighting up of Natalie's eye. It 
lasted only a moment, and then every spark of radiance died away as 
speedily as it had come. 

The baroness had noted this, and asked whether Erwin was coming 
to Rothensee. 

"His mother hopes so," observed Helene; "yet I hardly believe he 
will,'' she added, hesitatingly, and keeping her gaze fixed upon the 
ivory tatting-shuttle her delicate white hand was working to and fro 
with lightning speed. 

Natalie raised her head, and seemed to be strugglifig for breath. 

" Not now," said she ; " I know he will not come now. It is yet 
too early. In the autumn, when the leaves fall." 

Perhaps she had meant to add something more, but she refrdned. 
Often during the ensuing weeks Helene fancied that her sister's gaze 
was bent questioningly upon her. Once she could not help asking 
if there was anything she could do for her, but Natalie hurriedly 
replied : 

« Not now — there is yet time." 

The invalid had deceived herself as to the length of the respite that 
yet remained to her. In the autumn, with the leaves, she had expected 
herself to drop away from the tree of life, a withered leaf. Her strength 
gradually gave way ; the walks to old castle Rothenstein had to be 
given up, and yet she would not consent that her writing-materials, with 
the papers she had been engaged upon, sh9uld be brought away. She 
wished everything to remain as she had left it, she said. 

" Perhaps I may get up there once more myself," she added, with a 
peculiarly autumn-like smile, " and if I do not come, another may." 

Her wishes were fulfilled in this as in all else ; no one had the 
courage to deny her anything — not even the doctor. He would have 
had her remain quietly in bed, or at least in her room, but yielded with 
many growls and shrugs of his shoulders when she would not heed his 
orders. All her life long she had loved the open air, she said, and they 
surely would not cut her off from the enjoyment of nature during the 
remnant of her days. 

« I want to sleep in the open air, too," she said, coaxingly. « Bury 
me in the churchyard, that I may have flowers upon my grave, and that 
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the wind may sweep gently amongst them. Perhaps a finch or a thrush 
may then alight there and sing its joyous song above me. I do not like 
the idea of the gloomy, dismal vault." 

She tottered around now more like the shadow of her former self 
than aught else ; nevertheless she rose from' her bed every day, to be 
carried into the open air. One day, toward the end of August, she 
announced that she felt better and stronger than she had done for a 
long while. Tempestuous clouds darkened the skies, and yet she would 
not remain in her room. She walked as far as the stone table in the 
avenue, there rested a while, and then, supported by both Rosalie and 
Helene, struck the path to the pond. Since her return home, she had 
not before been here. 

«I cannot go so far as St. Christoph," she said; "but here, too, is 
a grave." 

She sat a long time on the brink of the pond, upon a stool that 
Rosalie had brought from the bath-house, gazing musingly over the 
waters. What was passing through her mind ? Scenes enacted upon 
this spot during her happy childhood, in which Erwin, her boy play- 
mate, was prime* actor — remembrances of later years — then the sudden 
appearance of a corpse amidst the debris. The swans came sailing up 
with their young broods, and Natalie threw to them the bread with 
which she had provided herself. Once, in one of her day-dreams, she 
had fancied herself a swan-princess. The mantle fluttered down upon 
her again, enveloping her form, and she dreamed a while the old dreams. 
Ah ! soon now, very soon, would she fly away as a swan to the far-dis- 
tant home ! 

Thus a considerable time elapsed, and notwithstanding Helene's 
urgent entreaties, Natalie could not be induced to return. It seemed as 
though her old dread of a tempest had utterly forsaken her. 

Finally she arose. They had hardly traversed the half of the avenue 
before the rain began to fall, and Natalie was utterly unable to get 
farther without resting. The trees for a brief space provided shelter ; 
but soon the rain began to niake its way through to the spot where they 
had halted. Just as Helene was half resolved to attempt, with Rosalie's 
aid, to carry her sister as far as the glass-house, Joseph hurried up. 
His wife had remembered having seen Natalie in the garden, and had 
sent him to offer his services. 

Rapidly as he traversed the distance to the house, he did not succeed 
in protecting the invalid from the rain. Like the rest, she was com- 
pletely drenched, and with all the care the baroness took to put on dry 
clothing and hurry her to bed, the unfortunate consequences were not 
to be averted. 

Every one in the house must inevitably experience the conviction 
that the end was at hand. The most to be pitied of the whole house- 
hold was the poor old baron. A mournful disquietude had taken posses- 
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ftlon of him ; he wandered from room to room, wringing his hands, as 
though in search of some lost object. Even the usually beneficial influ- 
ence of his wife was now of no avail, and he wept like a child when, at 
Natalie's request, they led him to her couch. 

Before Doctor Aschenbrenner (who had immediately been sent for) 
reached the castle, the dying girl expressed a wish to receive the sacra- 
ment ; yet she pathetically entreated that it might not be administered 
by the pastor, but by the new assistant This stipulation was super- 
fluous, for Pfarrer Holzer lay ill with the gout, unable tfo leave his bed. 

Yet another wish glimmered in the dying girl's eyes. 

« Mother," said she, «now it is dme ; I should like to see him once 
more. Beg him to come, for my sake." 

The baroness at once despatched a telegram to Erwia, in which she 
briefly informed him that Natalie was dying, and desired to see him. 
£mil added a promise that he would meet him at the station ; so w^en 
the time approached he took the carriage and drove over to await the 
evening train. 

He could not return before ten o'clock. 

Those were long, anxious hours that ensued. A slow passing away. 
Natalie gradually grew weaker and weaker, the exhaustion being chiefly 
betokened by her eyes. Her pulse could scarcely be felt, and when 
evening came, the one thought of seeing Erwin seemed alone to bind 
her to life. 

« I must wait for him," she whispered several times, as though in 
view of keeping herself up. 

With difficulty did the united persuasions of the baroness and the 
doctor succeed in inducing the baron to retire for the night, and he 
finally consented to do so when they promised that he should be called 
early in the morning. Rest was now an absolute necessity for him, as 
he seemed breaking down very fast 

As the hour of ten approached, the excitement of the invalid increased. 
She called finally for her watch, and bade Helene hang it where her eyes 
could constantly rest upon it When the hour was once passed she closed 
her eyes,, while an indescribable expression of exhaustion was imprinted 
upon her features. 

The family did not for some time give up all hopes of Erwin's arrival, 
thinking the train might possibly be delayed. 

The baroness felt as intensely grieved as though the disappointment 
were her own. 

« He will not come in time," said Natalie, feebly opening her eyes ; 
« when he does come, let him go up to old Rothenstein for what I have 
there left for him." 

The baroness and Helene endeavored to persuade her that he might 
yet be in time. They suggested every possible detention, and assured 
her that Emil would not return without bringing him. ^ 
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Natalie was silent for a long time. About eleven o'clock a peculiar 
smile glided over her face. 

<«Yes, yes," said she, softly yet cheerfully; "I am weary. I will 
sleep a little until he comes — the time will pass more swiftly. Good- 
night, mother ! — ^good-night, Helene ! You both go to bed. Good- 
night P' 

She closed her eyes and fell into a peaceful slumber. A sweet dream 
seemed to hover around her. 

Toward midniglit Erwin and Emil entered the room, travel-stained 
and weary. The furious storm had considerably damaged the road 
through the forest beyond the saw-mill. In its rapid transit the 
carnage had struck upon a heap of stones, and been pitched down a 
declivity almost into the Rotha, necessarily dragging the horses after 
it. The fall was not very great, but the horses had been considerably 
disabled, as well as the carriage. Emil's head was badly hurt, but 
happily neither Erwin nor the coachman was injured. Leaving the 
latter with the wreck, the two friends pressed forward on foot. In vain 
had they hoped to find horses at the « Sun." Swiftly as Erwin sped 
onward — so swiftly that Emil, the accustomed mountaineer, could 
scarcely keep pace with him — he came too late. 

The lips that had called for him were for ever closed ; the heart that 
had belonged to him alone had ceased to beat. This stormy life had 
consumed itself, and was for ever extinguished. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE INHERITANCE AT OLD ROTHENSTEIN. 

« O HE was as light as a feather. Yes, yes, Herr Doctor, if I had 
O only known sooner that she was down by the pond, Pd have 
thought nothing of carrying her all the way from there to the castle." 
Thus did Joseph conclude his narration of the sudden thunder-storm 
which had hastened Natalie's end. The worthy gardener had accosted 
Erwin, as the latter was slowly approaching the castle, and had given 
vent to his feelings in an enthusiastic account of the perfections of the 
deceased. 

«£ven my old woman," said he, amongst other things (since the 
first day of his marriage Joseph had designated his sprightly young 
wife, with a certain family-man dignity, his « old woman ") — « even her 
heart warmed ^oward the gnadige Fraulein — or rather, I should say, the 
Frau Baronio. In the old times she was not very fond of her, you 
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know, Hcrr Doctor. My old woman knows how to cook, I tell you — 
she learned that from Frau Angelika at the < Sun ' — and many a time 
she took tlie liberty of trying her hand at some nice dish or other for 
the gnadige Fraulein, in hopes of coaxing her appetite. Do you re- 
member the installation feast, Herr Doctor, and how we musicians 
came to the ground? Who'd have thought then that his reverence, 
the new curate, would one day be dragged out of the swan-pond by me ! 
Yes, yes ; a body never knows. And at that very same pond the thunder- 
gust surprised her, I always thought she was too good for this world. 
She fluttered about as though she had wings, like the blessed angels ; 
and toward the last she even loved flowers as well as Fraulein Helene 
did. I set out the finest rose-bush you ever saw beside her grave. 
She said to me herself—* Joseph,' said she, < you'll tend the flowers on 
my grave when I am gone, won't you ?' So long as I live she shall 
have something blooming there the whole summer long." 

Joseph had stood leaning on his rake as he talked thus ; with the 
last words he turned abruptly and resumed his work, as though he 
would not willingly have other eyes behold the tears that filled his 
own. 

Without uttering a word in response to the rambling harangue, 
Erwin gazed musingly down upon the broken earth. Here the clods 
were turned up to supply the plants with life — there to bury a withered 
plant so deep that neither light nor air could penetrate to the moulder- 
ing fibres. It was incomprehensible. A human being, perfect in form 
and lineament, is presented with startling distinctness to the mind's eye ; 
his brow bears the impress of earnest thought ; mentally and physically 
he appears to be a living reality. And yet all is a lie, for death and cor- 
ruption have transformed the substance. And was the former semblance 
of life really life ? or was it only one phase of the substance, only an 
illusion pf the refracting power of the imagination ? 

«* The grave side of existence will thrust itself forward," mused he* 
« Destiny gradually separates us from our Past. Not yet thirty years 
of age, the warm images of youth have become dreams ! The heart 
that once we loved lies mouldering in the dust Scenes we have been 
through, joys we have tasted, sufferings we have endured, rise up before 
us now like spectres ; and yet they aided in forming us into what we 
are. Away with them ! — away !" 

He was about moving onward, when Emil approached from the castle 
in his gray hunting-jacket, with his rifle hanging over his shoulder and 
Dear springing along at his side. So soon as Emil saw his friend he 
quickened his steps. 

« You make your appearance at the right moment," cried he ; « come 
along with me. I am on my way to the headquarters of the imperial 
high-warden of the forest I have promised him a visit this long while ; 
the old man says he has some capital game." Upon Erwin's shaking 



SPHINX, ' 371 

his head, he continued : « Why not ? What's the good of moping at 
home ? Thinking won't alter matters, and we can't benefit our beioved 
dead by destroying our own lives through love of them. One needs 
the fresh air after a few such days as we have been through." 

« I would gladly accompany you if I could," replied Erwin, « for I 
think a little exercise would not be a bad thing for me. I am not so 
much in need of it as you, however ; my surroundings these last days 
have been different from yours, and just at present I am on my way to 
the castle to see your mother." 

« To see mamma ?" cried EmiL « Oh ! that won't do ; she's just 
taking a nap ; she was awake the greater part of the night with papa — 
he has been troubled with the old singing in his ears, and has been 
altogether wretched. As for the rest of us, greatly as we were grieved 
at poor Natalie's death, it could not possibly be a shock to us. When 
one sees death creeping slowly on, week after week, the bitterness of 
sorrow comes in advance, and the end almost seems like a relief. You 
know," continued he, drawing his arm within that of his friend, and 
turning toward the avenue, " I was never a bad brother, and am not 
especially hard-hearted ; but it just seems to me this had to be, and we 
ought to be glad it came without much suffering for the poor thing. 
I loved her dearly, but I have never exactly understood her — I suppose 
because our characters were so entirely different. I am most distresised 
for poor papa. He takes it very hard. Sister was his favorite, and he 
was completely wrapped up in her. She never has seemed right since 
Steinhacke's death. For my part, I never considered her marriage 
a natural thing. I don't mean to find any fault with the poor girl-^ 
heaven rest her soul ! One couldn't help loving her, whatever she did, 
but it seems to me as though she never had been, and never could be, 
happy. She was not made of the stuff for that No one who is all 
the time groping and fumbling around blindly ever succeeds in catching 
the gsftne. I am not a very quiet sort of fellow myself, and have not 
had the luck of finding a vast store of happiness, but if ever I do come 
upon any, I know how to enjoy it. But she never did. Did any chance 
to fall to her, she always scared it away on the spot." 

Erwin made no reply, although the words touched him deeply. 
How often when a human life passes away do the survivors comfort 
one another with the assurance that an early death is preferable to re- 
maining longer in a disappointed career and growing old in sorrow and 
care, like a tree that cumbereth the ground, without bearing fruit or even 
affording grateful shade ! 

Similar thoughts had passed through Erwin's mind when he was in- 
formed of Steinhacke's death. Little did he then dream that the lips 
that imparted the tidings would so soon be likewise sealed in death. The 
telegram had been a great shock to him. A rich harvest of compassion 
had sprung up in the traces left by the old love, and he hastened to 
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heed Natalie's dying request Nevertheless, he could not help admit- 
ting to himself that it might after all be better that he had arrived too 
late. Forgiveness and reconciliation he had uttered freely and without 
reserve ; and what more had he to oflfer her in the hour of death ? 

Or was it that she would have a burden rolled from her heart through 
an effort at justification ? Were it ever so convincing, it would have 
been of no avail. The feelings of his heart had undergone a complete 
transformation ; a breath in the ashes of their past form could never 
have rekindled the extinct sparks. That she must inevitably have read 
in his eyes, even though his lips had compassionately maintained silence, 
and she would have passed away with a sensation of bitterness instead 
of with a peaceful smile. For that she had loved him to the end it 
was impossible to doubt. Otherwise, why had she called for him once 
more ? Most assuredly it was for the best that he had come too late. 

The friends approached the open space in the centre of the avenue. 
Absorbed in their own reflections, they failed to observe, until they were 
quite near, that Helene sat busied with some light sewing beside the 
stone table. She arose, and advanced to meet Erwin with outstretched 
hand. They looked gravely yet frankly into one another's eyes for a 
moment. 

'<I have not really bid you welcome before," said Helene, with a 
cordial smile; "but it is your own fault Why have you kept out of 
sight since the night of your arrival ?" 

« I thought that perhaps in these days a stranger — " 

"Are you a stranger, Erwin?" interrupted Helene, and her voice 
sounded so reproachfully that Erwin looked down in confusion. Emil 
put an end to the mutual embarrassment that ensued by crying out in 
his brusque way: 

" Nonsense, friend ! Since when have you grown so ceremonious ? 
Say honestly you had a dread of entering the house of mourning. No 
one will blame you for it ; and your mother laid claims to all your time, 
besides, I'll be bound." 

"Yes, yes," cried Erwin ; "my mother is in a state of blissful ecstasy 
to have me back unscathed from the < brimstone pool,' as she calls Paris ; 
but," he added, more gravely, « I really felt that it would be an in- 
trusion to come earlier, and should scarcely have ventured to-day had 
not your mother promised to let me enter speedily into my inheritance 
at old Rothenstein. Not understanding precisely what she meant by 
this, I came to-day to inquire." 

« Upon that point I, too, can give you an explanation," said Helene. 
« Natalie left her papers up in the hermitage, and — ^so much I know — 
she designed them for you." 

« For me !" cried Erwin, wonderingly. 

Helene bowed her head in token of affirmation. 

" None of us have been to the hermitage ^^nce she was last there 
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with me. I always helped her up there, and came a second time to 
bring her home. £mil, at her express wish, had a locked door made for 
the x>Id bark house ; you will find the key on the ledge under the roof. 
There may be some difficulty — " 

*< Pshaw ! Why enter into a lengthy explanation ?" interrupted 
Emil. "The simplest way is for you to go along, Helene. But we 
must start at once, or else I'll not reach my destination before sunset.'' 

Helene was easily persuaded. She put her work in her little basket, 
■ and walked up the avenue between the two friends. The conversation 
turned upon Frau von Schonberg, and Helene reported how impossible 
it seemed to make her believe in her son's return from Paris, even after 
she had received his letter. She had more than once declared it to be 
her firm conviction that he had sent the letter under a double cover, 
simply to ease her mind by making her think he was home 1 When 
Helene had finally succeeded in talking her out of this notion, she still 
insisted that something must be amiss, otherwise her dear son would 
surely run down to visit her, if only for a day. She knew it was so, 
for she had had ominous dreams. 

<« I must heartily thank you for your zealous intercession in my 
behalf, Helene," said Erwin ; << and, indeed, as niuch for my mother's 
sake as for my own. You have done her a great service, and she has 
grown very fond of you. Since my return, she asks after you at least 
twenty times a day ; she has missed you sadly." 

Helene smilingly shook her head as she replied : 

" Poor mamma must be resigned for«a while. She has recompense 
now, and can readily spare me." 

" Why so ?" asked Erwin, abruptly. « Ah, yes, I see," he answered 
himself; then added, hesitatingly, «< I must take my departure all the 
sooner if it is, my presence that is debarring my mother from the pleas- 
ure of seeing you." 

Helene quickly uplifted her face, that was tinged with a hasty flush. 
Looking earnestly into Erwin's eyes, she seemed about to make 
some reply ; but in a moment she recollected herself, and once more 
closing the rosy lips over the pearly teeth, her eyes again sought the 
ground. 

Emil watched the two in surprise, and then, as if a light had sud- 
denly broken upon him, he strode on in advance, softly whistling the 
air from the hunting chorug in Freischiitz, his fevorite opera. 

The path now narrowed considerably, and became so steep that there 
was nothing singular in Erwin's offering his arm to hfs companion. She 
accepted it, but ceased to look up after so doing, while the pressure of 
her hand was so light as scarcely to be felt. 

"Don't you like it?" asked Erwin. "Can't you walk comfortably 
so?" 

« Oh, yes," was the low reply. 

32 
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«Well, then, lean on me in reality, and don't be content witb the 
mere semblance. Brave comrades should walk trustingly and con- 
fidingly together." 

Helene complied, but her arm trembled a little in so doing. Soon, 
however, she regained the frank un^onstraint that was natural to her, 
although the conversation remained somewhat monosyllabic. 

Upon the plateau directly below the crest where stood the ruins, 
Eroil parted from the pair to continue his route upward, leaving Dear 
with his sister. He struck into the forest, whistling away so far as 
they could hear him, thus vigorously endeavoring to banish the heavi- 
ness of his heart Erwin and Helene proceeded slowly onward to the 
ruins. The glorious view of both valleys, as well as of the grand 
mountain realm, unfolded itself before them; and musingly the two 
paused by the old fortification wall and gazed afar. 

<< The world is beautiful and wide ; man alone renders it petty and 
narrow," said Erwin. « He criticises even the wt)nder- works of nature, 
which are created in accordance with eternal laws, because these l^er ; 
do not come within the range of his own computations. Precisely in* 
the same way he quarrels with Fate because it will not conform itself ^ 

unto his desires, although he cannot so much as bring these into har- * ^ 

mony with his actions." 

« Why do such thoughts come to you now ? I am rejoicing in the 
glorious prospect." 

Erwin looked at the black dress of the speaker, then gazed abstract- 
edly around him. In memory there arose before him that morning 
hour wEen last he had stood upon this very spot with Natalie. All the 
surroundings were unchanged ; even Dear lay in front of the bench in 
the shade of the hermitage, as he had done when serving his young 
mistress for a footstool. 

Did Helene understand what was passing through her companion's 
brain, or did her own mind naturally revert to her sister ? 

« Man is not always to blame for the disharmony in which he lives 
with disadvantageous circumstances, which themselves have, in a 
measure, afforded materials for the development of his character," 
said she, gently shaking her head. « The greatest artist in the world 
could not make a colossal statue of Jupiter out of a crumbling, &ulty 
marble block." 

Erwin had listened attentively. He was leaning with folded arms 
upon the wall, his face turned full upon Helene's beautiful profile. 

"There is much 'justice in what you say, Helene," replied he ; "but 
do you think that it can be applied to one case ? I .maintain that it 
cannot I grant you that not every character is calculated to conform 
to untoward circumstances, or to be ever ready for renunciation ; and 
yet one that is not so is very apt to lead a continual strife with the 
unattainable. Like a heaven-storming Titan, it is generally crushed by 
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the mountains it has itself heaped up. A character, however, that now 
yields, now retracts — ^whatever the motive may be — now struggles, now 
renounces, and now strives to regain, is weak, and bears within itself 
the germ of wretchedness. For such an one I must feel a deep com- 
passion, even as I mUst involuntarily'' esteem the wild, stormy character, 
or as the noble, tender and equable one must gain my — love." 

Again a soft blush suffused Helene's cheeks, but her gaze did not 
waver from the. prospect before her. 

"Renunciation," she responded, abruptly, "does not always flow so 
readily and equably as you believe. Struggles are none the less strug- 
gles because they are invisible." 

"There is nevertheless a profound difference between wrestling them 
out in one's own breast until the victory be won, and in permitting them 
to keep one's whole being in a state of perpetual vacillation, rendering 
it an enigma to. all, and presenting mortal danger to him who would 
seek the solution." 

H€^ne turned her ^e full upon Erwin's, and in astonishment she 
sought to read his eyes. 

"Do you deem the longing to see you once more before death a 
weakness ? Is that, in your opinion, vacillation ?" asked she. 

" No," he rejoined, gloomily ; " I was merely thinking of the effort 
to resume a shattered connection as lightly as it was broken." 

"That Natalie did? and you ?" 

" I replied that my journey to Paris could not be postponed, and I 
left her." 

"You repulsed her love?" cried Helene, excitedly. "Oh, now I 
comprehend why the fever laid such violent hold upon her I" 

" I do not think that I was to blame for either her illness or her 
death," responded Erwin, with calm gravity. " She was in a state of 
feverish excitement at the time of our interview ; indeed certain circum- 
stances, that in the excitement of the moment I failed to regard, and 
that later recurred to my mind, convince me that she was seriously ill 
then. But reflect a moment, Helene," he continued, after a brief pause, 
in a peculiarly low, expressive tone, at the same time grasping the hand 
that rested upon the wall and holding it tightly within his own — " place 
yourself in my position : what else could I have done, even if you are 
right, and even had I known how it must end ? Should I have lied ? 
Should I have feigned that which I did not feel ? Should I have allowed 
the excitement of the moment to render me weak and cowardly enough 
to deny the true faith and the true love I even then bore within my 
breast, thus rendering myself unworthy of the happiness I strive after 
with the noblest emotions of my soul ? Had I done so, I should have 
irrevocably destroyed this happiness and fallen myself a victim to the 
Sphinx. That I did not do so I owe, far more than to myself, to an 
image that, surrounded as by a halo, dwells within my soul, guarding 
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me from evil. Its trae, honest eyes bad administered consolation to 
me when I was on the verge of despair, their healing and invigorating 
beams had gradually penetrated my heart, and from them I sought 
courage and confidence when the temptation assailed me to become 
traitor to myself. These eyes can surely offer me no reproach for re- 
maining true to them ! They have watched over me and lighted my 
path through the night of life, and into their blessed depths will I gaze 
for the residue of my days. Do not rob me of the* childlike faith, 
Helene, that they are those of my guardian angel. ^' 

Helene made no reply. Her hand trembled a little and her breast 
heaved with deep, blissful ecstasy, but her true, hazel eyes were 
dimmed with tears as they gazed fixedly upon the fragrant wild thyme 
at the foot of the wall. Nor did Erwin appear to expect an answer. 
The heartfelt fervor of the tone in which he had spoken was ixt removed 
from sentimentality, and gently pressing the soft, warm hand, he released 
it from his hold. The moment did not appear propitious for a further 
continuance of this conversation, and, controlling his emotions, he asked 
Helene to open for him the hermitage door. 

The dark eyes of his guardian angel bestowed upon him a beaming 
glance. Swiftly and lightly Helene now traversed the green sward, 
whilst Erwin followed more slowly, noting with satisfaction the graceful 
movements of the tall, slender form. 

« It is well that I came with you," said she, as she stepped upon the 
bench that stood outside the hermitage, " for I have bidden away the 
key so carefully from chance intruders that you could scarcely have 
found it." 

As she felt amongst the rubbish of a ledge under the eaves for the 
rusty nail upon which hung the key, she had raised herself upon tiptoe 
and leaned forward considerably. Just as her fingers bad touched the 
key, the old bench gave way beneath her weight, and uttering a low cry, 
which was caused less by terror than by startled amazement, Helene 
slipped«and fell. 

Yet before she quite touched the ground she was encircled by a pair 
of strong arms. Erwin, who had hastily sprung forward, clasped her 
to his bosom. As he held the throbbing form of the beautiful girl in 
so close an embrace that he could distinctly feel the quickened pulsation 
of her heart, a strange feeling of ecstasy thrilled him. For several 
moments he held her thus, nor did she attempt to stir ; she nestled up 
to him, on the contrary, like a timid bird, who no longer resists the 
capturing hand. 

And now, in a low, indescribably fervent tone, he uttered the one 
word : 

« Helene !" 

Slowly she raised her head, and over the countenance that had grown 
pale with excitement there was spread a transfiguring radiance of bound- 



SPHINX, 377 

less love and utter self-abnegation. Joy and humility beamed in those 
great, clear eyes, and as Erwin bent over her and gazed into their 
depths, of her own accord she proffered her brow for a kiss. There 
was a pure, sacred promise contained in this chaste contact, a solemn 
vow mutely interchanged between two hearts which long had belonged 
to one another, and needed no spoken confession to be made mutually 
aware of it. 

<< My true, my fitiithful comrade for life !'' said Erwin, releasing her 
from his embrace and taking her two hands within his own. << Do you 
think I could have renounced all hopes of possessing you in order to 
become the plaything of a being whose will and purpose were undefined 
and vacillating?" 

Earnestly and frankly Helene's eyes sought his, and the soft pressure 
of her hands gave emphasis and significance to her words. 

"No, Erwin," she replied, "you never were the plaything of my 
sister. I do not know what imaginative idea swayed her, yet I am 
convinced that with every inconsistency that caused you pain, she 
wounded herself by far the most deeply. The papers she has left for 
you doubtless contain an explanation of her conduct." 

" Then let us read them at once together, Helene," was the prompt 
reply. 

But Helene shook her head gravely and drew away her hands, after 
leaving the key within one of his. 

" No ; you must enter alone into your inheritance," said she, with an 
attempt at playfulness, which was speedily checked by the tears that 
nearly choked her utterance. " If Natalie kept a secret from me dur- 
ing her life, it must remain inviolable after her death. I desire to 
respect her wishes. Besides," she added, hesitatingly, " I fear I could 
not now calmly witness a communion that so nearly concerns your 
heart, even though it be with the Pa^t." 

Then she wished him good-evening, called Dear, and hastily began 
the descent from the ruins before Erwin had time to say aught to 
detain her. • 

« We'll meet again in the morning," he finally called after her. She 
turned without pausing, and waved her hand in response. Erwin long 
stood gazing after her. The earnestness graven upon his brow was 
relieved by a blissful smile. " She is right," said he to himself. "The 
past must be forgotten ; not even a shadow of it must fall between us 
two. Darling girl ! thy heart has betrayed thee ; those last words were 
no longer the language of renunciation. Now you are indeed mine, 
since you yourself yearn to be so." 

Here he entered the hermitage. A damp air was wafted toward him 
as he opened the door : it came like a greeting from the grave. He 
left the door open, and even threw up a window, in order to afford full 
play to light and fresh air ; then he looked searchingly around. Upon 
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the table stood an inkstand, in which the ink was entirely evaporated ; 
beside it lay a portfolio, which he vainly tried to open. Neither could 
he find the key anywhere around. 

He hesitated a moment, asking himself whether he had the right to 
forcibly penetrate into what had so evidently been guarded from all pry- 
ing eyes. Could the deceased have distinctly expressed a desire that 
he, he alone, should be made aware of the contents of this portfolio ? 
He sat on the chair where she had sat who perhaps had not so much 
as thought of him during the writing, and he rested his head musingly 
upon his hand. His thoughts busied themselves in fancying how' the 
slowly-declining invalid had tarried here, engrossed in the contempla- 
tion of the concluding cadence of her life, and his gaze wandered from 
the table about the narrow space, until suddenly, as though spell-bound, 
he allowed it to remain riveted upon one spot 

The hut was built against the wall of the old tower, the table being 
supported by the latter, which formed upon this side a blind wall. 
Scarcely a span above the table, just where any one sitting at the latter 
could comfortably reach it, there was inserted into the old. free-stone 
wall a small stone about the size of an octavo volume. Upon this 
stone it was that Erwin's eyes had become riveted — ^upon its surface 
was inscribed his own name. 

"Erwin," he read. An unsteady hand had evidently guided the 
instrument that had inscribed the word. The letters were irregular, 
and the fresh coloring of the incisions proved that they were of recent 
date. A feeling of singular emotion overcame Erwin, and upon closer 
investigation he perceived that the stone was loosely inserted into the 
aperture. Yielding to an involuntary impulse, he raised the stone ; 
beneath it lay a pen, a knife (doubtless that with which the name had 
been cut, for the point was blunted), and a small key tied with a blue 
ribbon. The key belonged to the portfolio. 

There could no longer be a doubt whether he were entitled to make 
use of this key. To him alone did the bequest pertain ; the name 
proved it teyond question. 

Here had she sat whom once he had loved, and who had herself 
driven the love for her from his heart, listening to the steady approach 
of the reaper's scythe. With rapidly-decreasing strength she had 
wearily toiled up the steep ascent, had dropped down exhausted upon 
this very spot, and with trembling hand had inscribed the letters of his 
name upon the hard stone. And when she left here the last time did 
the foreboding dawn upon her as to who would next enter her sanctutn 
— whether herself or another t 

The contents of the now open portfolio lay before him. There were 
but a few sheets. The handwriting, so familiar to Erwin, had sadly 
altered, and it varied in different paragraphs — a token that the manu^ 
labor of writing had been a great exertion, necessitating repeated inter- 
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ruptions. Slowly and with long pauses of meditation, Erwin read 
paragraph by paragraph. The beginning did not resemble a letter 
addressed to him ;' it was rather like a free outpouring of the spirit. It 
read as follows : 



" Good and evil lie enshrined within every human heart ; neither merit nor 
blame should be attached to the choice made between the two, for we poor 
mortals are blind, and destiny sways us hither and thither. Many a one, I 
firmly believe, chooses evil mistaking it for good. Destiny places before us the 
alternative, and nature endows us with inclinations and emotions. That the 
latter are thus or so is our destiny. 

** Oh, it is bitterly hard to struggle with almost superhuman effort to fashion 
out a course one deems absolutely necessary, and then to discover that one has 
one's self struck the deepest wounds in one's own bleeding heart, that one has 
been one's own worst enemy, and finally that all the fearful expenditure of cour- 
age had only served to render one — a coward. 

" My own life-happiness I have destroyed. Wherefore ? Now it appears to 
me that it was through vanity and false shame, for my life lies behind me like a 
lost conflict. So long, however, as I was in the midst of the fight, I believed 
myself to be impelled by noble motives, and amidst all my wretchedness I was 
proud of the strength I possessed. Have I done wrong where I most believed 
I was acting rightly ? Can a human soul be held accountable for having deluded 
itself? How many there are who lightly cast from them a burning torch without 
causing any mischief! Is he an incendiary from whose hand may chance to fall 
the spark that sets fire to a house ? In the latter case the flames were fanned by 
the wind — that is destiny. Thou, O my God, art merciful ; Thou wilt graa- 
ously accept what I have suffered in expiation for the evil wrought I no longer 
murmur as I did — up yonder with Thee will all be made clear unto me. 

" In part I know now. My soul has become softened and humbled. Why is 
it that one soul is so from the beginning, while another is compelled to attain 
this point of advancement through fearful strife ? Can it be true that the soul 
must wander through a long series of existences before it can be purged and 
purified ? I should be so glad to believe this ; otherwise, of what avail can my 
life have been ?" 

" You spumed me in the gravest hour of my life, Erwin. I would say that I 
forgive you for it, did I not know you to be a man who acts solely upon convic- 
tion, therefore not likely to regret an action in which you beheved yourself 
justified. 

" But the old love was dead within you, otherwise you would unavoidably have 
mingled mercy with justice. Far be it from me to reproach you, knowing as I 
do that it was myself who trifled away your affection. Nevertheless, the heart ■* 
is a perverse thing. While I was ever thrusting new barriers between us, and 
would rather have died than have held out to you a helping hand in sur- 
mounting them, I still wished you to love me, and when the shameful scandal 
concerning you reached my ears, I sent you that caricature through pure jealousy. 
Without the least reason for so doing, I believed the vile calumniation, and 
fancied — no, I really hated you for a moment 

" Let me freely pour out my thoughts. You have accused me of coquetry ; 
but when you read these sheets you will surely believe that they contain the 
truth. Wherefore should a dying woman lie ? Your love is gone ; I do not seek 
to win it back, but I will not have vou misunderstand and despise me. 

"Yes, yes; I have loved you from the first, from my earliest childhood — 
loved you with the whole strength of my heart, but with a divided soul, for my 
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pride was stronger than my love. Only when broken by destiny was my pride 
ready to yield. It was then too late !" 

" You thought I trifled with you as with others. That is a bitter thought, 
Erwin ; I cannot bear to have you entertain it after my death. I would gladly 
lay everything before you, but I fear my strength will not suffice. Writing is 
very wearisome to me ; besides, I hope to see you in my last hours. I can 
then impart to you the secret that has weighed like a gloomy fatality upon my 
life. Death seems like a great boon to me ; for were I to live, there might be 
even greater suffering in store for me than I have yet known. 

" It would not be wise to entrust my secret to papers which might fall into 
other hands than yours ; and none other shall know it Only the grandmother 
knows about it besides my father and the noble lady whom I have been per- 
mitted to call mother. But you shall be apprised of it, in order that you may 
judge me more leniently through the knowledge of what has so powerfully 
influenced my actions and being that it now seems to me as if the last years 
had been passed in a magnetic sleep, and as if I had been impelled by some 
other will than my own. 

" I will not deny that I have trifled with men, but it was indeed less through 
coquetry than through the anger and contempt I felt for them all from the time 
I learned that history to which I have just referred ; at the same time, simply 
because I felt an aversion to so doing, I have never gone so far that I need take 
upon my conscience the fearful tragedies that have occurred. With you I have 
never trifled. At first I struggled against my own feelings, because I thought I 
had no right to make any exceptions to the scorn I had vowed to the entire sex. 
You yourself compelled me to make an exception ; but even then I warred against 
my desires, because I believed that my choice lay between parting from you and 
confiding to you the secret which I considered a disgrace that could never be 
blotted out How blind I was ! Do you know I really feared that you would 
repel me after hearing of it ? How blind — how blind ! I have loved, and yet 
not fully comprehended you ! 

" Now you know wherefore I fled from you, and you know, too, wherefore I 
erected that barrier between us. I madly believed that peace could be found in 
fulfilling the duties of my new position. I should almost have preferred becom- 
ing a nun had not the warning thought arisen out of the depths of my heart that 
from the cloister there is no return. 

" The catastrophe at the Olschmanns' was a fearful shock to me, and, longing 
to unburden my heart, I hastened to the confessional. The words Steinhacke 
spoke to me that day plunged me into a state of remorse and self-abasement; 
•it shook my proud confidence, my satisfaction in my own powers. Then it was 
that I took refuge in marriage. 

" I appeared to myself like one outlawed and proscribed by the whole world. 
Only two doors stood open to me, but before one flickered the fiery blazes of 
shame, and my love lacked the vigor to endure this fearful ordeal. I yielded to 
the pressure, and, weary and sorrow-laden, I entered the other. Instead of a 
refuge, as I had hoped, I found here, too, thorns and goads. 

" Ah, wherefore further narrate to you the sorrowful story ? You know it, and 
know, too, how at last I sought refuge with you, and failed, as was ever my dooiiu 
Suffice it that the hatred and contempt I had once entertained for others was 
finally turned against mysel£ You say I was ill, and doubtless such was the 
case — ill or insane, for only those who are out of their senses rage against them- 
selves. I greet death as a deliverance from shame. Death is in very truth my 
last refuge — it will not fail me. 

" Pardon me, Erwin ; I mean no bitterness by these words. Sphinx I called 
myself once, half in jest, half in earnest The jest has become a terrible reality. 
I am being destroyed by my own enigma. 
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" Farewell for to-day, Erwin ! I have written much to-day. My chest pains 
me, and my powers of vision are beginning to fail. Perhaps the next time I 
come — but perhaps I may never come again." 

" To-day I feel better than when last I was here ; my head is clearer, and my 
strength has sufficed to bring me up here once more to you. 

" To you ? I know that you are home from your trip, and it seems to me as 
though you must be here waiting for me. Ah, I know well how foolish this is ; 
you will not come here again until I am gone. Ho^ir I should like to see you 
once more ! I will send for you when the end draws nigh, and one thing I know 
of a surety — you will come. 

" I feel so satisfied, as if I were reconciled with the whole world, since I have 
opened my heart to you, Erwin. Why, oh ! why did I not do so at the right 
moment ? All might then have been — 

" No ; I will not complain. The world lies closed behind me, and when I 
gaze into the eyes of her whom I call mother, such stren^h and such peace 
enter into my soul that all my sorrows appear to me in the light of mere childish 
grievances. What might I not have learned of this woman ! How patiently has 
she borne her burden of sorrow year after year, whilst I, with every fresh pang, 
tore further open the wound ! With veneration, with loving devotion, have I 
looked up to her as to a saint ; but the qualities which I admired in her I have 
myself never attempted to exercise. Helene is fgrtunate — she has a right to the 
inheritance of her mother's noble character. What has fallen unto me ? 

" Yet I will accuse no one, not even destiny. May my sins be forgiven even 
as I forgive. 

" I, have experienced'great joy to-day. There was an article about you in the 
daily journal, and I was almost as proud over your success as if I had a part in 
the crown of glory that is beginning to encircle your brow. Oh, may all happi- 
ness be yours — all the happiness that one human being may call down upon the 
head of another ! . Happiness in every aspiration — happiness for heart and brain. 
The blessings of the dying are said to bring good fortune, and I will bless you 
with my latest breath. 

** But perchance I may not be able to preserve it until you come. The thought 
is disquieting to me. If I cannot solve the enigma for you, how can I have the 
assurance that you will not view all this as a mere pretext to reawaken your 
interest ? Were it not better, after all, to write it down here ? I will consider 
the matter." 

And this was all. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE SOLUTION OF THE ENIGMA. 



SO that which Natalie had most dreaded in dying had actually come 
to pass. Her failing strength had not sufficed to await the coming 
of the ardently yeamed-for absent one, and the secret of her life, that 
she had so anxiously preserved, lay buried with her. The end had 
come earlier than she had anticipated, and what she had suppressed 
would apparently remain suppressed for all time. 
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Long did Erwin sit motionless, following the train of thought awa- 
kened by the words he had just read. 

What a picture of a torn, agonized heart was presented to him by 
the sheets he held in his hand ! How much must it have suffered 
through its own fault and that of others I Where lay the greater 
portion of the blame he was incompetent to decide, as he knew not 
the influence which had taken so deep a hold upon her existence, and 
which she repeatedly called «* her destiny." Of what avail would it be 
to form an opinion ? what purpose could it serve ? She to whom it 
might have afforded a satisfaction was no more. His own- sentiments 
were as incapable of change as was that which had transpired, and 
nothing, he believed, could increase his compassion and sympathy. 

From out these sheets, with their short paragraphs and unsteady hand- 
writing, there had spoken to him a spirit that had gradually arrived at 
dear-seeing and calm, from which by degrees all the dross had fallea 
away, and which finally had parted from those left behind with bless- 
ings and forgiveness. Happiness could never have been the dowry of 
this character; but something higher had been vouchsafed unto it — 
purification. 

Of this Erwin was convinced. There stole over him at the thoua:ht 
a feeling of infinite satisfaction, which could only be likened unto the 
calm, tinged with a gentle breath of melancholy, which one experiences 
at twilight when lightly borne in a swift-gliding boat over the ruffled 
waves of a lake. 

Would not this peaceful satisfaction be disturbed by the endeavor to 
fathom what the deceased herself had so long striven to shroud from 
mortal ken ? Baron Rosenau and his wife were sharers of the secret ; 
but how could Erwin ask of them a question that might be calculated 
to pain them deeply ? He felt that he had no right to demand explana- 
tions that were not freely offered him, even though supported by Nat- 
alie's last request 

There was yet a third participant in the secret — « the grandmother ;" 
but Erwin was unable to imagine to whom the allusion could apply. 
Neither baron nor baroness had a mother yet living — of so much he was 
assured. Finally, he arrived at the conclusion that Natalie had only 
made use of the present tense through inadvertence, having really 
intended to signify that her grandmother had been the only person who 
knew of the secret besides her father and mother. This acceptation 
appeared the most probable, and he ceased tormenting his brain upon 
the point. 

He longed to acquaint Helene with the purport of the writings, but 
speedily banished any intention of so doing upon recalling her last words 
before she bade him good-night. She had herself declined being wit- 
ness of so confidential a communion, « even though it be with the Past" 
She shrank from making a retrospect of what lay finished behind them ; 
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and this purely human emotion had filled him with rapture, because in 
it he recognized the fulness of maturity which her love for him had 
attained. 

Musingly Erwin folded up the papers ; he designed burning them — 
they, too, should become ashes. 

Otherwise he left everything as it lay; even the empty portfolio he 
did not close. Now he first became aware that during his reverie it 
had grown dark. Slowly he arose, left the hut, and drew near the 
crumbling fortification-wall where he had stood hand in hand with 
Helene. 

The sun had set ; a light mist hung over the valley, and in the rear 
of the distant forests floated little jaggdd clouds of mist that seemed 
like shy night-monsters fluttering out from their day lurking-places. 
High above them the mountain peaks reared their lofty heads into the 
last rays of the molten sea of gold, which gradually became colorless 
and chaotic. 

Erwin stood for some time gazing downward over the park, upon 
the casde and court-yard where so often, as a boy, he had frolicked 
with his merry companions ; and as he viewed the unchanged scene, 
he could scarcely realize the lapse of time. Into what totally difler- 
eut channels had his life fashioned itself than were indicated at that 
period ! First there had come the revolution in his exterior relations, 
and then the transformation within. Yonder in the park lay the avenue, 
distinctly visible through the night's obscurity. Scarcely a year had 
elapsed since he had stood within its shadows, intoxicated with bliss, 
and sung with jubilant heart : « Good-night, thou my beloved child !'^ 
He had then believed himself to have attained the highest point of 
earthly bliss. Scarcely a year ? Impossible ! How long, how infinitely 
long ago, it appeared to him ! 

Blissful rapture now, too, filled his heart ; and yet she to whom he had 
then sung lay silent in the grave. Her passionate heart had beat its last 
stormy throb ; and it was a strange thought to him that this last throb 
had concerned himself— the last breath had been a blessing for him. 
The living he had ceased to love, and yet it seemed as if the dead had 
taken from him part of himself. His heart was as a brightly-blooming 
garden, radiant with sunshine, in one comer of which, beneath the heavy 
foliage, lay concealed a tombstone with a half storm-defaced inscrip- 
tion. Thither, ever and anon, will memory imperceptibly steal, so long 
as life endures, to offer up a brief prayer, let come what come may. 

In almost every heart there exists just such a quiet nook, dedicated 
to solemn reflection and tranquillity. 

The evening shades entirely prevailed when Erwin left the ruins. 
This time he avoided the park, taking an entirely different route for 
Rothensee. Instead of turning immediately home, where his mother 
had long awaited his coming, he continued through the market-town 
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until he had reached the parish church, and then entered the gravejrard, 
situated at the north side. 

Slowly he sauntered between the long rows of graves, which were for 
the most part designated by a simple cross of wood, or at least by a 
very modest stone. The luxury of stately monuments, that are far less 
a measuring-scale of the grief of sorrowing mourners than of their 
ostentation, had not found its way into this remote valley, and even the 
wealthy inhabitants of Rothensee displayed no desire to vie with one 
another in this respect 

All was calm and still here ; not a living creature was visible, and 
Erwin believed he could approach unseen the newly- made grave into 
which he had himself cast a handful of earth the day previous. Out 
of regard for the baronial family, a spot had been chosen which had 
long ceased to be used for a burial-place, close by the church. The 
deceased, it may be remembered, had herself requested not to be placed 
to rest within Uie family vault 

The grave lay at the east end of the church, behind one of the pillars 
projecting to the north-east The gardener Joseph had been consulted 
in the selection of the spot Here, sheltered from the rude blast and 
exposed to the full power of the morning sun, the tenderest plants '' 
could thrive. Now the deepest obscurity prevailed, and Erwin could 
not even discern the rosebush of which Joseph had told him at noon. 
He had scarcely stayed his footsteps wheu he became conscious of a 
rustling close at hand. Straining his vision, he descried a woman 
crouching down beside the mound, her elbows resting upon her knees, 
while her head was supported by both hands. 

She had apparently glanced up at his approach, but either because so 
absorbed in grief, or else through stolid indifference, had immediately 
resumed her former attitude. 

The presence of the woman in this spot, where were no other graves 
than Natalie's, surprised Erwin. For a moment he fancied that it must 
be some peasant whom sorrow or need had driven to take refuge in 
this solitude. 

Compassionately bowing over her, he asked whether she were ill or 
in need of assistance. 

«And what if I were ill or in need of assistance?" the woman 
grumbled, without looking up ; « who is there to trouble themselves 
about it ? There is none living who can aid me." As she raised her 
head, Erwin recognised, to his astonishment, Frau Kolbinger, the house- 
keeper of the parsonage. 

« What brings you here ?" she growled, savagely. « Your presence 
won't do my. poor child beneath this mound any good. Alack-a-day ! 
when I was young, I would never have fretted myself to death for a 
man as she did. They are all ready to pine away for a man, miserable 
wretches though the men are ! What do you want here ? Aren't yon 
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the one who stole my child's heart and sucked its life-blood drop by 
drop ? I have always suspected it." 

Erwin was strangely moved. What did this old woman know of his 
relations with the deceased ? What was the meaning of her rambling 
talk ? What had brought her hither ? A singular agitation overpowered 
him, and in a harsher tone than was necessary he rejoined : 

«< Why are you here yourself, Frau Kolbinger ?" 

« I ?" The word was so prolonged, so thrilling, that there seemed to 
quiver through it the accents of a boundless indignation. <« I ?" she 
reiterated, then continued, vehemently : « One who knows what I know 
has no need to ask silly questions about the world, like a school-boy. 
I should like to see who would dare forbid my sitting here to rock the 
cradle and croon my lullaby to the little sheep under yonder." 

<< Sleep, sleep, like thy mother, my pretty one !" she continued, in 
shivering accents, and drawing her jacket together as she spoke. « It's 
cold enough above ground, but down yonder it's fine and warm ; they've 
wrapt thee up well — not like thy mother, who lies buried in the stranger's 
land. When she rises in the last day to make her bed^ she will know 
none of those who lie around her. Yes, yes ; they both sleep now, the 
paistor's child and the count's child, the poor maid and the distin- 
guished Fraulein, and before long the old grandmother too will have 
her rest." 

At the utterance of the word « grandmother" there suddenly quivered 
a ray of light through Erwin's mind. Not only was « the grandmother" 
referred to in the papers he had just read, but he now distinctly recalled 
having once heard Natalie thus designate this very old woman. At the 
time he had merely regarded the appellation as a term of endearment ; 
DOW it struck him forcibly. Involuntarily be recalled the scene he had 
witnessed at the parsonage the day previous to Natalie's departure for 
the Residenz ; then gradually his memory wandered back to childhood, 
when his little playmate and he were frequent visitors at the parsonage. 
Frau Kolbinger, although not seeming especially fond of children, had 
ever ready a caress for Natalie, as well as the choicest fruits of the 
season. 

One comer of the mysterious veil had unquestionably been uplifted, 
vouchsafing him a fleeting glimpse within. 

t< Grandmother ?" he asked, abruptly. « Did you not make use of 
that word, Frau Kolbinger? Grandmother? Did there really exist 
such a relationship between you and the deceased ?" 

The old woman seemed suddenly to recollect herself and cast a dis- 
trustful glance at. him. 

" What did I say ?" she rejoined, peevishly. <* I said nothing — noth- 
ing at all. She always called me grandmother, the dear child ! and she 
was friendly and affectionate to me. She was for ever running in and 
out of the parsonage fi'om childhood up ; and why shouldn't she call 

ZZ Z 



386 SPHINX. 

me grandmother? That don't signify anything except that she was 
fond of old Kolbinger ; and, dear knows, I loved her enough to make 
her fond of me. Sleep well, sleep well," she concluded, once more 
turning to the grave. ** To-night it is too cold out here for me. To- 
morrow ril come again — to-morrow and every day so long as I live. 
Soon I shall remain here all the time — yes, all the time until the resur- 
rection-day." 

" Hold — you cannot escape me thus !" cried Erwin, grasping the old 
woman's arm as she picked herself up from her cowering posture. His 
determination not to force the solution of Natalie's enigma was scattered 
to the winds. He no longer considered whether it could be of any 
possible avail for him to be initiated into the cause of her contradictory 
actions ; he simply obeyed an instinctive impulse that was stronger than 
all logical demonstration. Little as he was usually inclined to be super- 
stitious, this encounter at Natalie's grave almost seemed to him as 
though the deceased herself had guided him to the fulfilment of the 
wish that had been nearest her heart to its latest moments. She desired 
him to have an explanation ; at her grave he was destined to find it. 

The old woman was alarmed by Erwin's impetuosity, and angrily 
demanded what he wanted of her. She was speedily pacified, however, 
upon his mentioning that he had been directed to her by Natalie her- 
self 

«< To me ?" asked Frau Kolbinger, in astonishment. 

« Your name is not given, yet I have not the slightest doubt that you 
are < the grandmother ' referred to in her letter." 

The old woman slyly chuckled to herself at these word^, but the 
caution which she now displayed could not misguide Erwin. 

"You fear to betray the secret, Frau Kolbinger," said he, after 
allowing her to prate on for a while about her poor memory, her utter 
inability to satisfy his curiosity, and more to like effect — " you fear to 
betray the secret, but it was the will of the deceased that it should no 
longer be one for me. Fortunately, I have not yet destroyed the papers 
in which her own handwriting apprises me of this, and if you require 
proofs — " 

" « There is one who will come to my grave, grandmother,' my child 
said, < with whom you may talk about me,' " interrupted the old woman. 
« « He will know everything, for I shall have told him myself.' If you 
are the one, why do you question me ? You must know everything 
already." 

Here Erwin briefly explained how he had been summoned to Nat- 
alie's deatli-bed, and how he had arrived too late, alluding also to the 
mystery indicated by the papers. Had he entertained any doubts re- 
garding the correctness of his supposition, the old woman's demeanor 
would have entirely relieved him of them. He therefore spoke fi'eely 
and unreservedly, and gradually she dropped the assumed mask. 
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<t Come you along with me,*' said she, finally ; « I will read the pas- 
sage in the letter for myself." 

Then shuffling on before him, .she hastened round the corner of the 
church, and through the churchyard to the parsonage. Here she 
warned him to enter softly, as the pastor was laid up with the gout, and , 
was very sensitive to noise. 

She led the way into her own room, at the end of the ground-floor 
corridor, and there struck a light that scantily illumined the spacious, 
old-fashioned apartment. Then she produced her spectacles, and Er- 
win placed the sheet in question upon the table, denoting with his fore- 
finger the right place. Distrustfully, Frau Kolbinger examined the 
handwriting, and then slowly she began to spell out the words. 

« It would not be wise to entrust the secret to paper, which might 
fall into other hands than yours, and none other shall know it. Only 
the* grandmother knows about it, besides my father and the noble lady 
whom I have been permitted to call mother. But you shall be apprised 
of it—" 

Here Erwin took the sheet from the trembling hands, and the old 
woman allowed him to do so without so much as raising her face. 
Yielding to a moment of agonized remembrance, she wildly rocked 
her bowed form to and fro. Suddenly she drew herself up stiffly, 
and from beneath her bushy brows there flashed a sharp look upon 
him. 

« She loved you, then — my child loved you !" cried she, in shrill tones ; 
« and why did you forsake her ?" 

This unexpected outburst nearly threw Erwin off his guard, yet he 
resisted the impulse to meet it with a still sharper retort, contenting 
himself with calmly replying : 

« Could you have read the whole letter, you would not have asked that 
question. All had long been over between us." 

" Yes, yes ; so they all say when once they have broken the hearts of 
the poor creatures who cling to them," rejoined the old woman, in the 
same harsh tone. « All over !" 

»' Do you believe," asked Erwin, impatiently shrugging his shoulders, 
« that Natalie would have addressed me as she did were such a reproach 
deserved ? If so, how would you explain her wish to have me admitted 
into her secret ? She herself urged it — not I." 

With bowed head, the old woman mused over Erwin*s words. 

" Yes, yes," muttered she, after a time ; « children cry for the light 
until they have burned themselves. 'You seem bent upon it, and so 
you shall know everything. What do I care who knows and who does 
not ? She's gone, and the^Ve buried her out yonder — out yonder ; what 
right has she in the vault .?" 

Frau Kolbinger here offered Erwin a seat, then shuffled to the door, 
which she opened, and carefully examined the passage-way, in strange 
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contradiction to her words, then closed and locked it Returning, she 
took her seat opposite Erwin, and picked up her knitting. 

« You shall bear all," she began, «* since my child wished it If my 
story don't sound like those you read in books, why, I can't help it, for 
I never had much book-learning. Of what good would it have been 
to me ? The old innkeeper up in the hamlet is my brother, and my 
home was with him until Kolbinger made me his wite. I was twenty- 
four years old then. Ah me ! that's a long time ago ! We were mar- 
ried in the parish church by the Herr Pfarrer. He was a handsome 
man in those days— every one said so — and very pleasant-spoken. We 
celebrated our wedding at the < Crown ;' that was mighty grand for us, 
but my man said he wanted to have things just like rich folks. When 
we came to settle down, we both had to work from morning till night. 
Kolbinger was a wood-cutter, a'nd his wages were very small. In sum- 
mer I tended herds and worked in the fields, and in winter I busied 
myself spinning. Thus I brought in my penny. We had our share of 
trouble, and yet happier days I never knew." 

Here she bowed over her knitting, and seemed so absorbed in her 
recollections as to have become wholly unmindful of Erwin's presence. 
After a while she continued as follows : 

*< So we lived for five years ; then my real troubles began. In one 
winter both our children died of croup and my husband was killed by 
a falling tree. My parents were dead, my brother was unwilling to 
aid me, and my last farthing went to pay for Kolbinger's burial Then 
the cottage was sold over my head for debt, and T was left destitute. 
In the depth of my despair the Herr Pfarrer sent for me, and offered 
me the position of under-cook in his house. I well knew the meaning 
of this — knew he had had an eye on me ever since my wedding-day ; 
and yet I went to his house. It's all very well for rich folks to talk 
about virtue ; I am sure it would have been easy enough for me to have 
remained virtuous had I been rich. Old Margareth, the head-cook, had 
been at the parsonage many years. I knew what her position had been, 
and although I hated to come in under her control, I consented^ upon 
being told that she should leave soon. 

*(You know how things went as well as I can tell you," she pro- 
ceeded, after a pause. << Margareth's day was soon over, and I ruled 
the household. The Herr Pfarrer solemnly promised that he would 
never part firom me. But there came a time when it was needful for 
him to send me up to the city for half a year. This was done under 
pretext of my learning fine cooking. The half year was spun out into 
a year, and in that time I learned all that belongs to cooking and house- 
keeping, besides a little dressmaking. I had no wish to go back to the 
market-town, because I didn't want to leave my Susi. Susanne the 
poor little thing had been christened ; she was bom at my sister's, who 
was a carpenter's wife. The poor creatures had not much to live oii| 
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but the Herr P&rrer regularly paid the child's board, and that was a 
great help to them. For three long years I had never a sight of my 
child ; then my sister died, and I could have my darling with me. That 
was joy indeed ! Yes, yes ; folks delight in their children, thinking to 
find in them a prop for their old age, but so soon as the wings have 
grown, the young birds all fly away from the nest." 

Frau Kolbinger^s stocking had dropped into her lap, and resting her 
elbows upon the table, she covered her face with her hands. . Thus she 
long remained buried in thought. Finally, Erwin urged her to continue, 
fearing that she might lose the thread of her narrative. 

« It is hardly likely that any one believed Susanne to be my sister's 
child," continued she. « That mattered little. The world was not so 
strict then as nowadays, and every one took pleasure in the poor little 
worm, whether it had a right to be in the world or not It was such a 
graceful little thing, so delicate and refined, and gay as a lark ! The 
great, bright eyes had such a wise look in them, and her face was like 
a peach. She had re4 hair, just like the other one; that was a great 
trouble to her as she grew older, because the stupid children plagued 
her about it. But if it was red, it was such hair as I have never seen 
in my life, so thick and long, reaching down to her very knees. When 
she was little, I only had to run my finger through it to make it fall in 
ringlets all over her head ; no need of curl-papers and curling-irons for 
her. She grew up to be very useful to me about, the house, and was a 
constant source of delight to her father as well as to myself. She was 
sweet and good, but proud and overbearing at the same time, and that 
was her ruin. She was proud and saucy to all the lads ; not one of 
them was good enough for her. She demeaned herself precisely like a 
lady, and there was no use in talking to her, for she would coax and 
caress all reproaches from one, and laugh so merrily that no one could 
have the heart to be out of humor with her. Young men and old lost 
their wits over her, but she would have none of them. She came to 
be twenty years old without any prospect of marriage. Then came the 
misery ! He who led the poor thing astray is blameless ' in the eyes 
of the world, but Heaven has punished him. Yes, yes, a terrible afflic- 
tion has befallen him. They tell me he is almost stone-deaf now — deaf 
and old before his time." 

" But the facts, Frau Kolbinger — the facts !" urged Erwin, unusually 
excited and deeply moved by the passionate outburst. 

" Facts !" she exclaimed, with difficulty collecting herself. « The 
wolf bids the lamb come to him, lures it with fine promises, and when 
the poor deluded thing heeds his bidding, he seizes it by the throat and 
strangles it: these are all the facts. The baron came himself— -he was 
a splendid-looking gentleman then — and demanded the girl of us to wait 
on his wife. The baroness bad never been quite strong since the birth 
of the young heir, and her physician had ordered her to the baths. Her 
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maid had been taken ill, and they wanted my Susi to replace her. At 
first I would not listen to the proposal, but the baron never left off urg- 
ing until I consented. The girl herself seemed half bewitched over 
the prospect of going out into the wide world. Even her father was 
blinded by the baron's fine promises. So the child was o% laughing 
and singing like a bird taking flight fi'om its cage. When she came 
home again she sang other songs \ she was grave and thoughtful, and 
her eyes had a strange, frightened expression. I knew at once what 
was amiss, but she evaded all my questions. Before long she stopped 
coming over from the castle altogether, because ^he dared not meet her 
mother's eye. First they robbed the mother of her child's confidence, 
then of the child herself ! Do you know what that signifies, sir ? My 
child ! my child !" Tears rolled down the withered cheeks, and, burying 
her &ce in her hands, the old woman sobbed convulsively. Hurriedly 
and with broken utterances she continued after a few moments : « The 
gentry did not remain long in the castle. The baroness must have dis- 
covered what had been going on, and at first made noise enough. The 
gardener got an inkling of it, and told me when all was over. I believe 
she wanted at first to part from her husband. They were not long in 
coming to an understanding, however, and then it was announced that 
the baroness had been ordered to Italy to await the birth of her second 
child. Both baron and baroness left home in the night train, taking my 
Susi with them, as before. The young baron and his nurse were sent 
into the city to stay with the princess. After a long absence the baron 
and baroness returned, bringing with them a child and a foreign nurse ; 
my Susi was no longer of the party. They had left her in the stranger's 
land, six feet beneath the ground. But I had never expected her — ^a 
letter written upon her death-bed had warned me of her fate. < Mother, 
dear mother,' it ran, < the doctor says that I must die. The master and 
mistress only came here on my account, for the Frau Baronin is so 
magnanimous as to take my child and pass it off before the world as 
her own. I am glad to die, since in doing so I can ensure my child's 
good fortune. She will be a baroness, therefore will at least be safe from 
such temptations as have assailed me. Do not betray the secret, mother, 
I implore you. No one knows that I have written to you but the nurse, 
and she will carry this letter by stealth to the post-office. And now 
farewell ! Pray for your unhappy daughter Susanne.' That was it, 
word for word. The baroness had had no child, and no one knows 
how much it must have cost her to have this one christened as her own. 
At the font the infant received the name of Natalie." 

Although Erwin had not entertained the slightest doubt of whom 
she was speaking, he could not avoid being greatly shocked at the 
mention of the name Natalie. The whole tragedy stood out plainly 
before him now in all its details, and it seemed as though he could fully 
realize what Baroness Rosenau must have suffered. Then he recalled 
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the tenderness with which she devoted herself to the husband who had 
been stricken with ill-health and premature old age ; and he bowed in 
reverence before the thought of so much goodness and magnanimity. 

At the same time there arose within him a feeling of aversion toward 
the old woman sitting before him, which no compassion could appease, 
and to which he felt impelled to give utterance. 

« And you," he cried, springing to his feet, « you were not even able 
to preserve the secrecy your dying daughter implored of you for her 
child's sake. She was glad to die, the poor sufferer ! because she hoped 
through her death to ensure her child's happiness ; but the grandmother 
could not so much as hold her tongue. How could you know what 
misery you might have caused by the betrayal of such a secret ?" 

His words produced a singular effect — an effect he was far from 
anticipating. Starting up from her dejected posture, the old woman 
stood before him quivering with indignant fury. Her eyes flashed like 
those of a wild animal, and from her trembling lips there escaped a 
hoarse laugh. Then in shrill tones she exclaimed : 

« I should have held my tongue, should I ? Ha, ha ! That she 
might think she was a baroness ? or for what 1 Held my tongue, for- 
sooth ! and remained alone in my old age when I had a right to her love ! 
The poor are expected to give up all that they have, in order that the 
possessions of the rich may be increased. I should like to know for 
what reason I should permit my child to love the stranger lady best, 
when I was her own grandmother ? Held my tongue, indeed ! Pray 
what would. I have had then in place of my grandchild's love ? She 
belonged to me — not to them. She has known all about it from her 
seventeenth year, and I have taught her to hate and despise all men-folks. 
She believed all that I said, too, and clung to me with true affection 
until the day before she went up to the city with the princess. Then 
she came and told me she didn't believe that she was my grandchild, 
and accused me of having deceived her. She would have given worlds 
to have me ease her heart of the shame of holding a false position in 
the world. But I showed her the letter, and shamed her for wanting 
to deny her own mother and grandmother, until she burst into tears. 
You met her yourself as she was hastening away. I thought I could 
keep her with me, but she went away all the same. She was the pride 
of my old age, my joy, my comfort ! They were afraid of me — I know 
that well enough — and so they sent her away from me and killed her, 
like my child. A wild hazel shrub thrives better in the field than in a 
glass house-— a foundling better behind the hedge than in the castle." 

With wild, agonized groans she sank back into her chair and buried 
her face in her hands. 

Upon Erwin's tongue trembled the words : 

« Those whom you accuse did not kill her — ^you yourself had the 
largest share in so doing." 
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But he refrained from giving utterance to them. Of what avail would 
reproaches have been here ? Logical conclusions were out of the ques- 
tion for this narrow mind, and wherefore augment the grief of the lonely 
old woman's heart by robbing her of the happy faculty of casting all 
blame from her own conscience ? Her in£ituated>love bad aided largely 
in wrecking a human existence, and yet at bottom she bad meant no 
harm. It was simple humanity not to attempt depriving her of a de- 
lusion that she would in all probability carry with her to the grave. 
The poor woman had suffered enough. 

Silently he left the room and the boose, and as he walked away his 
thoughts insensibly reverted to Steinhacke. What a contrast was pre- 
sented by the priest who was faithful to his vow and the priest who 
broke it ! In neither life had happiness found place — upon neither did 
a blessing rest And why ? Simply because it is impossible for a man 
to be a«teacher and an example to his fellow-mortals when his own life 
must be moulded upon totally different conditions from theirs. 

Once more Erwin moved between the rows of dark crosses, which 
now cast unsteady shadows, for the moon had meanwhile risen, and 
was shedding its calm, mild radiance around. An irresistible impulse 
had led him to Natalie's grave. Upon the mound a tall rosebush reared 
its head, the sole monument which yet adorned the spot It bore one 
full-blown white rose, which was already beginning to droop, and which 
opened its fragrant calyx to the pale moonbeams. It was a fitting 
emblem of the slumbering heart beneath the sod. 

^ Beneath yon mound dost thou lie, poor woman, who h^st destroyed 
thyself !" mused Erwin. << Thy enigma is solved ; thou wert too weak 
for the burden it imposed upon thee. Canst thou wrestle for strength, 
weary soul, in the new existence upon which thou hast entered ? Dost 
thou only slumber until thou awakenest to new conflicts, %x dost thou 
repose for aye in peace ?" 

And now there arose a gentle breeze from the east, which, as it were 
in sportive playfulness, breathed upon the flower, scattering its leaves 
over the grave. 



CHAPTER XII. 

A WEDDING IN THE ROTHENSEE CHURCH. 

THE sun rose with brilliant radiance on the second Wednesday in 
May. All traces of the glittering snow-mantle had long since 
vanished, and the sunshine and vernal bloom accorded harmoniously 
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with tbe festival that from earliest morning had caused an excitement, 
re-echoed in every mountain recess, to prevail throughout the Rotha 
valley. This time Erwin had no occasion to marvel over the super- 
abundance of spirits displayed, for the greetings that thundered over 
mountain and valley concerned the joy of his own heart. Had he held 
in his hand a loaded pistol or rifle, he might even have been tempted 
to shoot in his own wedding-day, after true mountaineer fashion. 

Toward noon the rich organ tones that had been pealing forth from 
the church died away, and the multitude, whom curiosity rather than 
devotion had assembled within the sacred precincts, began to stream 
out of the portal. Our old acquaintance Frau Nanni was of the num- 
ber. This was her first appearance in public since the advent 6f young 
Joseph the second ; and it was not without considerable pangs of un- 
easiness that she had decided to entrust her hearty boy to «the best 
of care,'' because it would never do to absent herself upon so important 
an occasion. Upon the box of one of the carriages drawn up in front 
of the church sat Joseph the elder, who was once more wielding reins 
and whip instead of watering-can and garden utensils, and from his lofty 
eminence he waved a proud greeting to his "old woman." 

Finally, to the intense satisfaction of the expectant beholders, the 
bridal party, who had been receiving congratulations in the sacristy, 
appeared. The bride and groom led the way, and every eye was fixed 
upon them as they approached the carriages. Never had Helene looked 
more beautiful. Her whole being was radiant with calm happiness, with 
soul-felt bliss. When first she had entered the church, and during 
divine service, her cheeks had been somewhat pale ; now they were 
tinged with a brilliant flush, while the lustrous eyes hastily scanned the 
admiring multitude, then shyly sought the ground. 

Next in order came Baronin Rosenau, dressed in rich black silk, 
leaning on the arm of a stately gentleman, whose entire carriage bore 
the impress of thorough self-consciousness. Frau Nanni was prepared 
to inform all anxious inquirers that this was Banker Miiller, the future 
father-in-law of the young " Herr Baron." 

Baron Rosenau followed with Frau von Schonberg, whose broad, 
good-natured countenance was all aglow with rapturous delight. The 
two little Olschmann girls, in rose-colored tarletan, festooned with gar- 
lands of roses, preceded Emil, who was escorting the third bridesmaid. 
The latter was a proud, dignified being, who might contest the palm of 
beauty with the bride, yet not that of grace and loveliness. Last of 
all came Leiteneder, Kurtine, Albin (who in his brilliant uniform was 
creating quite a sensation), and Vater and Mutter Tusch. 

The nuptials had been solemnized by the abbot of St. Christopby 
upon the express request of the baroness. When tbe bridal party 
reached the carriages, he had not yet made his appearance from the 
sacristy. Whilst awaiting his coming, Emil approached Leiteneder 
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and Kartine, to urge them to drive over to the castle to participate 
in the wedding-breakfast The pressing invitation — which, however, 
did not include Kurtine's parents — was courteously declined. After 
heartily congratulating her former admirer upon his prospective happi- 
nesS| Kurtine put an end to all further discussion by observing that he^ 
husband was suffering mubh from headache, and would be better at 
home. This declaration threw its subject into a state of great agita- 
tion. He had feared before that he would not feel much at ease in 
Erwin Schonberg's society ; now, nothing would have induced him to 
repair to the castle. At this moment Emil descried the abbot, and 
bowed himself off to perform his concluding duties as groomsman. 

*• Don't you know," Kurtine immediately took the opportunity of 
saying, in a low tone, to her husband, << that I merely made a pretext of 
the first thought that came to my mind } We could not all—:" 

It was not necessary for her to conclude the sentence, for her hus- 
band understood what she meant, and cast a glance of despair at Vater 
and Mutter Tusch. With marvellous pertinacity the pair had taken up 
their head-quarters at their son-in-law's mansion, only making occasional 
shopping excursions to the Residenz. The ex-costumer was never 
weary of preparing new toilettes, and upon this grand occasion had 
outdone herself in the way of a gorgeous display of silks, velvets, 
ribbons and feathers. As she entered the carriage there arose, greatly 
to the amusement of the bystanders, quite a loud-spoken altercation 
between her and her husband because he had stepped on the long train 
of her dress. After silencing the poor man, as usual, she began to 
bestow her attentions upon her daughter and Leiteneder. 

"In the summer-time," quoth she, "it is quite the proper thing to 
spend some time at the baths. I sincerely hope, my dear Herr Schwie- 
gersohn, that you may take example from Count Salizhofen, who is 
a man of the world ; he is going to Baden-Baden next month. My 
daughter writes me from Paris that he is now very attentive to her ; 
undoubtedly he purposes marrying her and taking her with him. If 
Coulisse does marry one of our nobility, she will only be doing what 
another of my daughters might have done had she chosen." 

The last words were spoken with a significant glance at Kurtine, who 
blushed deeply, although rather at the former than the latter allusion : 
she knew only too well that if Coulisse went to Baden with the count, 
it would not be as his wife. Deeply chagrined, she endeavored to quiet 
her mother, but only succeeded so far as turning the conversation was 
concerned. The matron proceeded to expatiate upon the wedding cere- 
mony and toilettes of the bridal party, but Kurtine and Leiteneder were 
now too much occupied in returning the hearty salutations showered 
upon them from every side to pay further heed to her. 

It was plainly discernible that the masses had undergone a great 
cljange of sentiment toward Leiteneder. Kurtine's influence had pretty 
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much cured her husband of his hypochondriac fancies, and even when 
they did threaten a return, a look from her would suffice to banish them. 
Moreover, she had induced him to many humane steps. He had in- 
creased the pay of his employes, had essentially abbreviated the period 
of labor and had removed many oppressive regulations. Finding that 
his business increased rapidly under the new regime, Leiteneder adored 
Kurtine for suggesting them, and came to the conclusion that humanity 
was a pretty good speculation. 

Meanwhile, the bridal cortege moved onward. The foremost carriage 
was occupied by Erwin Schonberg and his wife. As he proudly be- 
stowed the title upon her for the first time, their hands instinctively 
met in a warm pressure, and while exchanging a look that was far more 
eloquent than words, they failed to observe the mournful eyes that 
followed the carriages from the parsonage bow-window. 

The noise of the wheels and horses* hoofs drowned the words that 
fell .from the withered lips. It was the agonized cry of a bleeding 
heart for the lost child and grandchild. The baron alone of all the 
party took cognizance of it. Deaf to the manifold sounds that fell 
upon the external ear, he nevertheless understood these words. A 
faithful interpreter had whispered them into his heart : that interpreter 
was a sleepless conscience. 

Emil occupied the carriage driven by Joseph, with Fraulein Anna 
Miiller. The proud beauty's attention was apparently bestowed upon 
the bouquet she held in her hand, a faint smile about her lips alone 
betraying the pleasure given her by Emil's eagerly- whispered words. 
Perhaps she was fancying herself driving side by side with him some 
months later, when the rose-colored dress would be replaced by a white 
one, the roses in the hair by a myrtle wreath, the variegated bouquet 
by one of orange-blossoms. 

When the first carriage reached the castle it was greeted by a croak- 
ing ^^Empfehr mich " and a loud burst of exultation. The latter came 
from Painter Bokel, who had accepted the invitation to the wedding 
festivities with the proviso that he might absent himself from the 
church ceremony. Doctor Aschenbrenner likewise had declined ap- 
pearing at the latter. Upon principle, he affirmed, he never went to 
marriages or christenings, in order that his never appearing at funerals 
might be less noted. This morning he had made his usual round of 
professional visits, but had hurried through them that he might be in 
time for the grand breakfast at Rothenstein. 

Bokel, who had been employing his time In placing a huge flag 
upon the ramparts of old Rothenstein, hastened to meet the carriages, 
evidently with the intention of assisting the bride to alight. Erwin, 
however, was before him. Alighting, he drew his arm about his young 
wife's waist and gently swung her to the ground. 

« To-morrow, my friend," cried he merrily to the discomfited painter, ^ 
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« I may condescend to permit her to accept your friendly services, but 
surely to-day I may disregard the marriage code prescribed to the beau 
moniU and escort my wife myself 

The breakfast lasted for several hours. Toasts were given to the 
health of the newly-married couple, as well as to that of the happy 
betrothed, in which Bokel, at least, tried his utmost to prove the. in- 
exhaustibility of his friendship ; and Doctor Aschenbrenner reaped an 
abundant harvest of applause by the recitation of an original poem, in 
which the angel with the lily-staff figured largely. Finally the time 
approached for preparing to accompany the city guests to the railroad 
station. 

Business compelled Banker Miiller to return at once to the Residenz, 
and, the wedding festivities being ended, he felt no disposition to delay. 
The father-in-law elect of the heir of Rothenstein, with well-practiced 
eye, had made a hasty inventory of the details of the estate. Castle, 
agricultural out-houses, fields, park and forest-lands — all were taken 
into consideration, and a series of improvements laid out in the mind's 
eye. While all were changing their costumes, Emil came flying, into 
the room of the baroness, and, without heeding the presence of Rosalie, 
threw his arms around her neck. 

«« Mother, mother," cried the strong, bearded man, joyously and 
tenderly as a child, << you knew best : I am happy, and all is well." 

More speedily than he had himself deemed it possible had everything 
been arranged during his last long sojourn in the Residenz. To be 
sure, it had caused a serious falling out with Tante Clotilde, who «« could 
not comprehend" how a Baron Rosenau could take a wife from the 
burgher class. This was the main reason why she had not come to the 
wedding, although she also declared herself incapable of comprehending 
Helene*s union. She said she must confess that she could not under- 
stand the tendency of the present times. 

Baronin Rosenau, on the contrary, seemed to gather new life from 
the happiness of her children, and from her heart a sunbeam was 
reflected into that of her husl)and, causing even his face to glow with 
joyfulness. 

Both, together with Emil and the bride and groom, were now pre- 
pared to escort the guests to the station. Frau von Schonberg was 
invited to join them, but she preferred returning home with Doctor 
Aschenbrenner and the two little girls. The excitement and the long 
duration of the meal had well-nigh exhausted her, and she required the 
residue of her strength to give with her own hands the finishing touches 
to the preparations that Lottchen Aschenbrenner, with Resi's aid, had 
been making at home. Although the young couple only proposed re- 
maining a few days in Rothensee, she was determined that everything 
should be comfortable while they were there. All the white covers had 
been removed from the furniture in the carefully-tended room of state. 
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and in its unveiled splendor it should serve for the bride's reception- 
saloon. Herr von Schonberg's room, that latterly Erwin always oc- 
cupied during his brief sojourns at home, had been prepared for the 
bridal-chamber. In Frau von Schonberg's sitting-room the cloth was 
spread for supper, while in the kitchen there was cooking enough going 
on to supply a regiment. As Lottchen led her from room to room, the 
old lady expressed herself thoroughly satisfied with all that had been 
done during her absence. 

« One of these days you will be an honest wife yourself, Lottchen," 
she exclaimed. «Then I will help make the preparations for your 
wedding. I am overjoyed to hear that Herr Kern is so much in 
earnest about his studies. All will yet come right, my dear." 

Meanwhile, as evening wore on, there drew up in front of the house 
the two Rothenstein carriages. 

"Won't you come in with us, mamma?" begged Helene, lovingly 
taking her mother's hand — "just a little while ?" 

« No, my child," replied the baroness, with difficulty controlling her 
feelings ; « we must part to-day, and it is better that it should be at 
once. To-morrow I will come over to see you. To-day has been a 
long, exciting one to me; I long for rest." With these words she 
tenderly embraced Helene, then, while the latter was taking leave of 
the baron, she took the opportunity of addressing Erwin. 

« Take care of my child, Erwin ! Make her happy !" she said, in 
tones of deep emotion. Bowing over her hand, he whisperingly re- 
plied : 

"That I will, so help me God ! Helene does not know the entire 
nobility and grandeur of soul that her mother's life has displayed, but 
the remembrance of it would always impose a duty upon me, even were 
my love for her less fervent than it is." 

Mutual farewells were now spoken, and the carriages drove away. 

" That was our wedding-trip," said Erwin, jestingly, as he approached 
the house with his wife. 

" None could have pleased me better," replied Helene. " I should 
have seen nothing of the world had we gone ever so far; I should 
have thought only of you. Oh, Erwin, how thankful I am to begin 
with you a life of freedom and earnest striving !" 

He drew her closer to his side, but his answer was lost, for just then 
Caro greeted them with loud barking, which was the signal for the out- 
pouring of the entire minage. Even Resi hastened to join in the con- 
gratulations accorded the young couple, leaving Lottchen to guiard the 
kitchen domains. On the flower-festooned threshold of the sitting- 
room Frau von Schonberg herself appeared to receive her children, 
and kissed and caressed them in turn. 

" My greatest desire is now fulfilled," cried she, as sHe hung sobbing 
upon Erwin's neck. " But I dreamed of it as early as last autumn, 
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before I knew anything for a certainty. I dreamed of opening ten eggs, 
and finding them all fresli, and I made a cake of them that was so 
light and beautiful. Yes, yes ; who could have thought of such a thing ? 
The cake signified your wedding, and the ten — " 

«< You must always dream pleasant things, mother," interrupted £r- 
win, laughingly, yet tenderly, " then you will have less anxiety." 

She smiled through her tears, yet there was still a little fretful wail 
in her tones as she rejoined : 

« I shotdd have nothing to trouble me now if you would only under- 
take the management of the place ; I am growing too old for it It' 
would be better, of course, if you still held a position under the govern- 
ment, for then you would not be wasting your best years over that tire- 
some writing. As an honest married man, it is about time to cease 
thinking so much about love-stories and dangerous ladies. I tell you, 
Helene, I would not suffer it, were I in your place ; \ would forbid his 
writing." 

« But, mother," cried Helene, gayly embracing her, « I am proud of 
having an author for my husband." 

«Wel], I suppose it's all right, but you will see. I won't make any 
evil prophecies to-day. Only be happy ! May the good God make 
you both happy !" With these words Frau von Schonberg clasped her 
hands and turned her eyes heavenward. Directly, however, the mood 
changed, and her thoughts reverted to the supper. She asked her dear 
children if they were not hungry, and could scarcely restrain her tears 
when both assured her that it was impossible for them to do justice to 
another meal 

Doctor Aschenbrenner, who sat on the sofa near the table, longingly 
eyeing the empty plates, was of a different opinion. 

" I maintain with Wieland, our gifted brother in Apollo," quoth he, 
"that man should not overlook the requirements of his stomach, what- 
ever may be the condition of his heart." 

Just as Erwin was about expressing himself convinced by this clas- 
sical proof, his mother remembered that a package had come by the 
evening post for him. 

Leaving the doctor to his reflections, she ushered Erwin and Helene 
into the saloon, and evinced extreme satisfaction at the astonishment of 
both over the changes just made there. Turning on the light, she 
pointed to a picture hanging above the so&. 

*<A wedding-present," said she. 

« A Bokel !" cried Erwin. 

A card in one comer of the gilt frame proclaimed the picture to be 
the meeting of Rebekah with Eliezer. This greatly amused Erwin, for 
at first glance nothing was visible but a flock of dust-covered sheep in 
the act of pressing eagerly forward to a trough of water, and completely 
filling the foreground. Not until a closer scrutiny did one perceive the 
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figures of Eliezer at the trough and Rebekah with her water-pitcher to 
the right of the gray-tinted background. 

"The first adornment for our new dwelling !" cried Helene, playfully. 

Frau von Schonberg now directed Erwin's attention to the table. 
There lay Doctor Aschenbrenner's poem, printed upon rose-colored 
satin and framed in a gilt wreath, also the package by post, upon which 
Erwin at once recognized Huldrich's handwriting. 

" Upon my word ! This is meant for you," cried he, banteringly, to 
Helene, after removing the wrapper and displaying to view a handsome 
gilt-edged volume, bound in Turkey morocco, whose rich arabesque let- 
tering within scrolls of gilt formed the title, "Songs to Beauty, by 
Heinrich Horatio Huldrich." On the fly-leaf was written: 

*< The friends of my friends are my friends, 

" Within the flower-field shyly do I tread, 
* Where Cupid's chorus hovers overhead; 
And drawing near the fairest of the fair, 
I wreathe this garland in her radiant hair. 
She whom my friend has chosen for his Muse 
Beyond all otners I would proudly choose." 

Laughingly Helene expressed her deep obligations for this very ambig- 
uous mark of distinction. 

Done up in the package was a copy of the morning edition of the 
journal, in which Erwin found the announcement of his marriage, 
together with the following note on the margin : 

"Meant to have put out a flourishing article in the feuilleton, but 
the editorial department objected. Cannot comprehend why — how 
could it have injured you? Publicity never injured me. Pufiing 
belongs to the trade. Congratulate you with all my heart ! You need 
be in no haste about your return. Manuscripts in abundance ; horizon 
peaceful. You lucky mortal !" 

"This is truly pleasant news," observed Erwin, hastening to inform 
Helene and his mother that he could now extend his sojourn a few 
days beyond the limits first prescribed. 

"Then you must make your arrangements accordingly," suggested 
the mother. "Your trunks were sent over from the castle at noon, 
dear Helene ; perhaps you had better commence unpacking them." 

Acquiescing promptly in the suggestion, Helene disappeared with the 
mother. Erwin returned to the sitting-room in order to thank the 
doctor for his poem and accord him companionship at table, for it 
began to dawn upon his mind that Wieland, the poet-philosopher, was 
not greatly at fault in his judgment. The doctor bade him heartily wel- 
come, and just as they were about to satisfy their appetites, Frau von 
Schonberg joined them. The good lady was delighted to find that her 
preparations would not be altogether wasted. 
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« Wasted?*^ exdaimed the doctor, with mock pathos. <^ Surely upon 
such an occasion as this — " 

The sentence was never concluded, for at this moment a loud crash, 
together with a blaze of fireworks, drew attention to the window. The 
doctor was not pleased at the interruption ; confident, however, of 
having an opportunity to conclude later, he meekly followed Frau von 
Schonberg to the window. 

Erwin had cried a hasty good- night to his mother and flown up stairs 
to Helene, that he might enjoy the fireworks in her society. 

** How delightful that you come ! There are fireworks ! Only see !" 
she cried, joyously as a child. 

The sky was studded with stars, and a brilliant shower of rockets 
also illumined the night A great fiery wheel was now set in motion 
in an elevated position, closely watched by Emil, Bokel, Joseph and 
Albin, whose masterpiece it evidently was. 

In letters of fire appeared one a^er the other the titles of Erwin's 
books, entwined with a laurel wreath. / 

Erwin had drawn Helene close to his side. Suddenly he felt a slight 
quiver through her body ; he understood it, and did not speak. 

" GYMNOTEN " 
was just emerging from obscurity, and both thought simultaneously of 
the visit they had made together the evening previous to the solitary 
grave in the churchyard. This reminiscence, recurring thus to their 
minds, seemed to both like a friendly greeting from another world. 

With a crash the letters changed. This time there appeared in the 
centre of the laurel wreath a graceful monogram, with the initials E and 
H, and the beautiful flame of a Bengal light spread its radiance far and 
near. Joyful huzzas rang, out ; then came an oft- repeated « Good-night !" 
After this the light changed from red to blue and gradually &ded away, 
leaving the stars alone to shed light through the obscurity. 

One more distant huzza, then all was still. The two happy mortals 
at the window long stood gazing out into the glorious night 

A falling star shot through the sky. 

« Do you still believe that to be an emblem of renunciation ?" asked 
Erwin. A long, fervent kiss was the response. 



THE END. 
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